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 Caite the ſenſual ſons of earth 


A L | 
The race, who ſhunning crowds and irons 


Whoſe ſloth no generous care can wake, 
Who rot like weeds on Lethe's _— bj 


5 Wirh theſe ſhe ſhuns the factious abe, = 
Wu ſpurn the yet unoffer'd bribe, | 


THE 


ENGLISH POETS. 


THE 


POEMS OF EDWARD MOORE. 


THE 


DISCOVER x. 
AV ODT - 

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE | 
HED PELHAM. 


-Vir bonus eſt quis? 
*& 
AKE wing, my muſe ! from ſhore to ſhore 


Fly, and that happy place explore 
Where Virtue deigns to awell; 5 


| Tf yet the treads on Britiſh ground, 


Where can the fugitive be found, 
In city, court, or cell? 


| Bo | | 
Not there, where wine and frantic mirth 


In Pleafure's thoughtleſs train; 


Nor yet where ſanctity's a ſhow, _ 
| Where ſouls nor joy nor pity know 


For human bliſs or pain. 
8 


In ſhades ſequeſter d doze; 


_ Inſenſclefs, vile repoſe. 
IV. 


And at c tion lour ; 
Waiting till Diſcord Havock cries, 
In hopes, like Catiline , tO riſe 

On anarchy to pow'r! 

V. 


Ye Wits, who boaſt from ancient times, | 
A right divine to ſcourge our crimes, | 


Is it with you ſhe reſts ? 


No. Int'reſt, ſlander ate your views, 


And Virtue now, with every muſe, 5 


Flies your unhallow'd breafts. 
_ FOE. vn. 


— 5 
| But pedant Pride and Rage are there, 
And Faction tainting all the air; 


VI. 


There was a time, I heard her ſay, 
Ere females were ſeduc'd by play, 


When Beauty was her throne; 


But now, where dwelt the Soft Deſires, 
| The Furies light forbidden fires, 


1 Her unknown. 
VII. 
From theſe t ” indignant goddeſs flies, 
And where the ſpices of Science rife, 
A while ſuſ her wing; 


And pois' ning every ſpring. 
Long through the ſky's wide pathleſs way 


4 The muſe obſerv'd the wand”rer — 
5 O' er Surrey's barren heaths ſhe flew, 
| Deſcending like the filent dew 


And mark d her laſt retreat; 


on Eſher's peaceful feat. 


„ There the beholds the gentle Mole 
= His penfive waters calmly roll, 5 


Amidſt Elyſian ground: 


5 There through the windings of the grove | 
| She leads her family of Love, | 


—— ara 


2d deeds iS. 
| Oftto yon gloomy grot repair, 


Her ſecret ſteps to meet; 
Nor Thou, ſhe cries, theſe ſhades forfake, 


| But come, lov'd Conſort, come and make | 


The huſband's bliſs complete 
xl. 


| Verna the ſoothing caſe 


Of rural indolence ſhall pleaſe 
My Pelham's ardent breaſt ; 


| The man whom „ | 


| Muſt ſtand the pillar of a throne, 
And make a nation bleſt. 
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Pelliam ! tis thine with temp'rate zeal 
To guard Britannia's public weal, 
Attack'd on every pa: t: 
Her fatal diſcords to compoſe, 
Unite her friends, difarm her fo25, 
Demands thy head and heart. 
XIII. 
When beld Rebellion ſhook the land, 
Ere yet from William's dauntleſs hand 
| Her barbarous army fled ; 
When valour droop'd, and Wiſdom fear'd, 
Thy voice expiring Credit heard, 
And rais'd her languid head. 
| XIV. 
Now by thy ſtrong aſſiſting hand, 
Fix'd on a rock I ſee her ſtand, 
; Againſt whoſe ſolid feet, 


In vain, through every future age, 


The loudeſt, moſt tempeſtuous 1 
Oi angry war ſhall beat. | 


| + 
And grieve not if the ſons of Strife 
Attempt to cloud thy ſpotleſs life, 
And ſhade its brighteſt ſcenes ; 
Wretches, by kindneſs unſubdu'd, 
Who ſec, who ſhare the common good, 
M et cavil at the means. | 
| 8 XVI. 2 

Like theſe, de metaphyſic crew, 
Proud to be fingular and new, 

Think all they Gan; 
Are warm' d and cheriſh'd by the day, 
Feel and enjoy the heav*nly ray, | 


Vet doubt of light and heat. 
| THE TED 
* 5 8 A . 
: 13 . 
s ELI THE PERSIAN, 
| | FOR DIVERS | 


nich CRIMES AND MISDEMEANOR, 


"HE court was met; the: pri; 'ner brought ; 
The counſel with inſtruct. ons — 3 
: And evidence prepar*'d at large, 

On oath, to vindicate the charge. 

But firſt tis meet, where form denies 

Poetic helps of tancy'd lies, 

Gay metaphors, and figures fine, 

And fimiilies to deck the line; 

Tis meet (as we beſore have ſaid) 'P 
To call cefcript.on to our aid. 

Begin we then (as firſt *tis 1 
W th the three Chiefs in judgment uttüg. 
Above the reſt, and in the chair, 

Sat Faction with diſlembled air; 

Her tongue was ſkilld in ſpecious lies, 

And murmurs, whence diffent:ons rite ; 


* Ceorge Lyttelton, Ef: * aber ran Lord Ly tte hon. 
The Perſian Letters of this nobleman were written | 
under the character of Slim, v hich nccafioned Mr. 


Sloore to give him ti e ſame name in ts poem. 
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A ſmiling maſk her features veil' d, 

Her form the patriot's robe conceal d; 
With ſtudy'd blandiſhments ſhe bow'd, 
And drew the captivated crowd. 


The next in place, and on the right, 


Sat Envy, hideous to the fight ; 

Her ſmaky locks, her hollow eyes, 

And haggard form forbad diſguiſe ; 

Pale diſcontent and ſullen hate 

| Upon her wrinkled forchead fat ; 

Her left-hand, clench'd, her cheek ſuſtain's, 

Her right (with many a murder ſtain'd) 

A dagger clutch'd, in act to ſtrike, 

With ſtarts of rage, and aim oblique. 
Laſt on the left was Clam our ſeen, 

Of ſtature vaſt, and horrid mien; 

With bloated cheeks, and frantic eyes, 


She ſent her yellings to the ſkies; 


Prepar'd with trumpet in her hand, 
To blow ſedition o'er the land. 5 
With theſe, four more of leſſer fame, 


| | And humbler rank, attendant came ; 1 


Hypocriſy with ſmiling grace, 
And Impudence with brazen face, 


- Contention bold, with iron lungs, 


And Slander with her hundred tongues. 
The walls in ſculptur'd tale were rich, 

And ſtatues proud (in many a nich) 

Of chicfs, who fought in Faction's GY 

And periſh'd for contempt of laws. | 

The roof in vary*d light and ſhade, 

The ſeat of Anarchy diſplay'd. 


I Triumphant o'er a falling throne 

_ | (By emblematic figures known) 
| Confuſion rag'd, and Luſt obſcene, 
| And Riot with diſtem | 
And Outrage bold, and Miſchief dire, 


'd mien, 


And Devaſtation clad in fire. 


0 Prone on the ground a martial maid 


Expiring lay, and groan'd for aid: 


Her ſhield with many a ſtab was pierc'd, 


| 


And modeſt pride. 


Her laurels torn, her ſpear revers'd; 

And near her, crouch'd amidſt the ſpoils, 

A lion panted in the toils. | 
With look compos'd the pris ner ſtood, 

By turns he view'd 

The court, the counſel, and the crowd, 


| And with ſubmiſſive rev*rence bow d. 


Proceed we now, in humbler ſtrains, | 


I And lighter rhymes, with what remains. 


Th” indietment grievouſly ſet forth, : 
That Selim, loſt to patriot _ 1 
(In company with one Will Pitt“, 

And many more, not taken yet) 


In Forty- five, the royal palace 


Did enter, and to ſhame grown callous, 


Did then and there his faith forſake, 
And did accept, receive, and take, 
With miſchievous intent and baſe, 
Value unknown, a certain place. 

He was a ſecond time indicted, 


| | For that, by evil zeal excited, 


W:th learning more than layman's ſhare, 


| (Which parſons want, and he might ſpare) 


- Afterwards Earl of Chatham. 


Treaſury 2 5th Dec. 1744. 


+ Mr. Lyttelton was appointed. a Lord of the 


With who were in, and who were out. 
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In Letter to one Gilbert Weſt, * 
He, the ſaid Sclim, did atteſt, 
Maintain, ſupport, and make aſſertion 
Of certain points, from Pauls converſion, 
By means whereof the ſaid apoſtle 
Did many an unbeliever joſtle, 
Starting unfaſhionable fancies, 
And building truths on known romances. 
A third charge ran, that knowing well 
Wits only eat as pamphlets ſell, 
Did fall to anſw'ring, ſhaming, branding 
Three curious Letters to the Whigs ; 5 
Making no reader care three figs 
For any facts contain'd therein; 
By which uncharitable fin „ 
An author, modeſt and deſerving, 
Was deſtin d to contempt and ſtarving; 
Againſt the king, his crown and peace, 
And all the ſtatutes in that caſe. 
Iuhe pleader roſe with brief full charg'd, 
And on the prisner's crimes enlarg*d— 
| But not to damp the Muſe's fire 
With rhet' ric, ſuch as courts require, 
We ll try to keep the reader warm, 
And fift the matter from the form. 
Virtue and iocial love, he ſaid, 
And honour from the land were fled ; 
That patriots now, like other folks, 
Were made the but of vulgar jokes; 
While Oppoſition dropp'd her creſt, 
And courted pow'r tor wealth and reſt. | 
Why ſome folks laugh'd, and ſome folks raid, 
Why ſome ſubmitted, ſome aſſail'd, | 
Angy or pleas'd—all ſolv'd the doubt 
The ſons of Clamour grew ſo ſickly, is 
They look'd for diſſolution quickly z 
Their Weekly Journals, fincly written, 
Were ſunk in privies all beſh——n ; 
Old-England f, and the Loncon-Evening, 
Hardly a foul was found believing in; 
And Caleb , once fo bold and ſtrong, 
Was ſtupid now, and always wrong. 
| Aſk ye whence roſe this foul diſgrace ? 
Why Sclim has receiv'd a place, | 
And thereby brought the cauſe to ſhame ; : 
Proving that People, void of blame, 
Might ſerve their country and their king, 
By making both the ſelf-ſame thing: 
By which the credulous believ'd, 7 
And others (by ſtrange arts deceiv'd) | 
That Miniſters were ſometimes right, 
And meant not to deſtroy us quite. 
That bart' ring thus in ttate affiirs, 
He next muſt deal in ſacred wart = 
The clergy's rights divine invade, 
And ſmuggle in the goſpel- trade; 


* Entitled, © Obſervations on the een and 


Apoſtleſnip of St. Paul. In a Lettcr to Gilbert 
Weſt, Eſq.”* 8vo. 1 


F Entitled, "Three Letters to the Whigs; occa- | 
Would ſtand him here in little ſtcad 3 


_ fioned by the Letter to the Tories. vo. 1748. 
An Oppoſition Paper at that time publiſhed, in 
which Mr. Lyttelton was frequently abuſed. 


Caleb D*Anvers, the name aſumed by tle | 


; writers of the Craftſman. 


— — 
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And all this zeal to re-inſtate 
Exploded notions, out of date; | 
Sending old rakes to church in ſhoals, 
Like children, ſriv' ling tor their ſouls ; 


I And ladies gay, from ſmut and libels, 


| To learn belicts, and read their bibles ; 
Erecting conſcience for a tutor, 
To damn the preſent by the future : 


| As if to evils known and real 
*Twas needtul to annex ideal; 


When all of human life we know 
Is care, and bitterneſs, and woe, 


| With ſhort tranſitions of delight, 


To ſet the ſhatter'd ſpirits right. 
Then why fuch mighty pains and care, 


| To make us humbler than we are ? 


Forbidding ſhort-liv*d mirth and laughter, 

By fears of what may come hereaiter ? 

| Better i in ignorance to dwell ; 

None fear, but who believe a hell; 

And if there ſhould be one, no doubt, 

Men of themſelves would find it out. 
But Sclim's crimes, he ſaid, went further, 

And barely ſtopp'd on this fide murther; 


One yet remain'd to cloſe the charge, 


To which (with leave) he'd ſpeak at large, 
And, firſt, *twas needful to premiſe, 


I That though ſo long (for reaſons wiſc) 
The preſs inviolate had ſtood, 


Productive of the public good 


Vet ſtill, too modeſt to abuſe, 

IIt rail'd at vice, but told not whoſe. 
That great improvements, of late days, 

Were made, to many an author's praiſe, 

Who, not fo ſcrupulouſly nice, 

| Proclaim'd the per ſon with the vice; 

Or gave, where vices might be wanted, 

I The name, and took the reſt tor granted. 
upon this plan, a Champion * roſe, 

| Varightcous greatneſs to oppoſe, | 

Proving the man ** inventus non eſt,“ 


Who trades in pow'r, and ſtill is honeft 
And (God be prais'd) lie did it Wy > 
Flogging a certain junto ſoundl;;. 

But chief his anger was di refed, 


Where pcople leaſt of wi ſuſpected; 
And Selim, not ſy ſtrong as tall, 


Beneath his graſp appear*d to fall. 


But Innocer.ce (as people fay) 95 
I Stood by, and ſav'd him in tlie fray. 
I Zy her aimſted, and one Truth, 


A buſy, ptating, forward youth, 
Tie rally d all his ſtrength anew, 
And at the ioe a Letter threv-Þ : 


I His weakeſt part the weapon found, 


And brought him ſenſelefs to the ground. | 


| | Hence Oppoſition fled the field, 


And Ignoranc with her ſev en—cold ſhield ; | 
And well they might, for (things weigh'd fully) | 
The pris'ner with his Whore and Bully, 
Mutt prove for every foe too hard, 
Who never fought with ſuch a guard. 

But Truth and Innocence, he ſaid, 


* Autho 10f the Letters to th Whigs. 
+ Probably, “A Congratulatory Letter to Selim 


| on the Letters to the Whigs. ovo. * 
332 


Had touch'd him more than all the reſt ; . 
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For they had evidence on oath, 
That would appear too hard tor both. 
Of witneſſes a fearful train 

Came next, th* inditments to ſuſtain ; 

Detraction, Hatred, and Diſtruſt, 

And Party, of all foes the worſt, 

Malice, Revenge, and Unbelief, 

And Diſappointment worn with grief, 

Diſhonour foul, unaw'd by ſhame, 

And every fiend that Vice can name. 

All theſe in ample form depos'd, 

Each fact the triple charge diſclos'd, 

With taunts and gibes of bitter ſort, 

And aſking vengeance from the court. 

IT The pris'ner faid in his defence, 

That he indeed had ſmall pretence 

To ſoften facts ſodeeply ſworn, 

Aut would for his offences mourn 3 
Vet more he hop'd than bare repentance 
Might ſtill be urg'd to ward the ſentence. 

That he had held a place ſome years, 

He own'd with penitence and tears, 
But took it not from motives baſe, 

_ Tir inditment there miſtook the caſe ; 

And though he had betray'd his truſt 
In being to his country juſt, | | 

Neglecting Faction and her friends, 

He did it not for wicked ends, 

But that complaints and feuds might ceaſe, 

And jarring parties mix in peace. 

That what he wrote to Gilbert Weſt, 

Fore hard againſt him, he confeſs'd ; 

Vet there they wrong'd him; for the fact i is, 

He reaſon'd for Belief, not Practice; 3 | 

Ard People might believe, he thought, 

Though Practice might be deemed a fault. 
He either dreamt it, or was told, 

Religion was rever'd of old, 5 
That it gave breeding no offence, 

And was ro toe to wit and ſenſe; 

Bur whether this was truth, or whim, 
He would not ſay; the doubt with him 
(And no great harm he hop'd) was, ho-, 
Tir enlighten'd world would take it now. 

lf they admitted it, twas well; | 
If not, he never talk'd of hell; : 

Nor even hop'd to change men's meaſures, 
Or frighten ladies from their pataces. No 
One accuſation, he confeſs” d, 


Three Patriot-Letters, high in fame, 
By him oferthrown, and brought to ſhame. 
And though it was a rule in vogue, 
If one man call'd another rogue, 
The party injur'd might reply, 
And on his foe retort the lie; 
Vet what accru'd from all his labour, 
But foul diſhonour to his neigubour? 
And he's a moſt unchriſtian elſ, 
Who others damrs to ſave himtelf. | 
Fefides, as all men knew, he faid, 
Thoſe Letters only raiPd for bread ; ; 
And hunger was a known excuſe. 
For preſtitution and abuſc: 
A guinea, properly apply'd, 
Had . de the Writer change his ſice ; 
Ile wiſh'd he had noi cut and caiy'd him, 


Lud od, he ſhould have bought, not Rarv'd him. 
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And muſt proceed as they thought beſt ; 
Only he hop'd fuch reſignation | 


| Would plead ſome little mitigation 3 


And if his character was clear 
From other faults (and friends were rear, 
Who would, when call'd upon, atteſt it) 
He did in humbleſt form requeſt it, 
To be from puniſhment exempt, 
And only ſuffer their contempt. 

The pris ner's friends their claim parka. 


| In turn demanding to be heard. 


Integrity and Honour ſwore, 
Benevolence, and twenty more, 
That he was always of their party, 

And that they knew him firm and hearty. 
Religion, ſober dame, attended, | 
And, as ſhe could, his cauſe befriended. 
She ſaid, *twas fince he came from college 
She knew him introduc'd by Knowledge: 
The man was modeſt and fincere, 

Nor farther could ſhe interfere. 


| The muſes begg'd to interpoſe ; 
| But Envy with loud hiſſings roſe, 


And call'd them women of ill fame, 
Liars, and proſtitutes to ſhame z | 
And ſaid, to all the world *twas known, 
Selim had had them every one. 

The pris'ner bluſh'd, the Muſes frown'd, 
When ſilence was proclaim'd around, 
And Faction riſing with the reſt, | 


| In formthe pris ner thus addreis d. 


You, Selim, thrice have been indicted: 


I Firſt, that hy wicked pride excited, 


And bent your country to diſgrace, 
You have receiv'd, and held a Place: 


7 Next, Infidelity ro wound, 


| You've dar'd, with arguments profound, | 
E drive Freethinking to a ſtand, 1 
And with Religion vex the land? 

And laftly in conterapt of right, 


- 12 horrid and unnat ral ſpite, 


You have an Author's fame © enters, 
Thereby to huild and fence your own. 
Theſe crimes ſucceſſive, on your trial, 


| Have met with proofs beyond denial ; | 
| To which vourſclf, with ſhame, conceded, N 
| And but in mitigation pleaded. 
vet that the juſtice of the court 
_ | May ſuffer not in men's report, 


Judgment a moment] ſuſpend, 


I Toreafon as from friend to friend. 

| And firſt, that You, of all mankind, | 
| With Kings and Couits ſhould ſtain your mind! ! 
| You! who were Oppoſition's lord! 


Her nerves, her finews, and her ſword ! 
That You at laſt, for ſervile ends, | 


5 Should wound the towels of her friends ! ! 


Is aggravation of offence, 


| That leaves for mercy no pretence. 


Vet more For You to urge your hate, 


| And hack the Church, to aid the State 


For You to publiſh fuch a Letter! 


| You ! who have known Religion better! 


For You, I ſay, to introduce 
The fraud again — there's no excuſe. 
And laſt of all, to crown your ſhame, 


Was it for Yeu to load with blame 
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The writings of a Patriot-Vouth, 
And ſummon Innocence and Truth 

To prop your cauſe Was this for You ?— 
But Juſtice does your crimes purſue z 

And fentence now alone remains, 8 
Which thus, by Me, the court ordains : 

4 That you return from whence you came, 
e There to be ſtript of all your ame 

46 By vulgar hands; That once a week 

cc Old- England pinch you till you ſqueak 3 

64 That ribbald Pamphlets do purſue you, 
& And lies and murmurs, to undo you. 

ce With every foe that Worth procures, 

wu And only Virtue's friends be Yours.” 1 


8 
n 
Ani be 
UPON 


THE TALK OF THE TOWN. 


| 


| «6 When I faid 1 --ould die a batchelor, I did not 


| ** think I fhoul: i:ve till I were married. 
Muc:i Apo ABOUT * 


I. 
To, 0; the left- hand box, wks 
There! don't vou ſee her?“ See her! Who?” - 
Nay, hang me if I tell. 
There's Garrick in the muſic-box ! 
Watch but his eyes; ſee there O pox * 
.- 06 5 Your ſervant, Ma*moiſelle !''* 
35% | 
: But tel me, David, is it true? 
Lord help us! what will ſome folks 0% 
| How will they curſe this ſtranger 
What! fairly taken in for lite 
A ſober, ſerious, wedded wife! 
O fie upon you, Ranger 
3 „„ 
The 2 too have join'd the chat; : 
A papiſt !—-Has he thought of that ? 
r means he to convert her??“ 
Troth, boy, unleſs your zcal be ſtout, 
The nymph may turn Your faith _ 
— ——— . | 


| IV. 
The ladies, pale and out of tom, 

Wild as the witches in Macbeth, 
. Af if the deed be done!” 
o, David! liſten to my lay! 

ul propheſy the things as ng > 
* | 

cc Aa pray, what other news d' ye hear? 5 

Marry d — But don't you think, my dear, 
| & He's growing out of faſhion ? 
40 People may fancy what they will, 
_ «© But Quin's the only actor (till, 
„To wock the tender paſſion. 


VI. 
ys . Nay, 3 did you mird, laſt night, 
& His Archer? Not a line on't right! 
© I thougit I heard ſome hifſe's. 
«© Good Gor! if Billy Mills, thought I, | 
« Or E.lly Havard would but try, 
% They'd brat him all to Pi- ces. 


1 


| OP Sir 


(„ Twas 
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VII. 
prudent though to drop his Baye 
« And (entre nous) the Laureat ſays, 
« He hopes he'll give up para 


4 But then it tickles me to ſee, 
| « In Haſtings, ſuch a ſhrimp as he 


« Attempt to raviſh Pritchard. 
VIII. 
«« The fellow pleaſed me well 


| © In——- what d'ye call it? Hoadley's flu; 


«© There's {ſomething there like nature: 


«© Juſt fo, in life, he runs about, 


„Plays at bo-peep, now in, now out, 
«© But hurts no mortal creature. 
IX. 


Co And then there's Belmont, to be ſure— 


4 he! my gentle Neddy Moore 
| «© How does my good lord-mayor ? 


And have you leſt Cheapſide, my dear! 
And will you write again next year, 


«© To ſhew your fav'rite player? 
| . 1 | 
© But Merope, we own, is fine, 
„ Eumenes charms in = line; 
% How prettily he 


| So gay his dreſs, ſo young his look, 


* One would have ſworn twas Mr. . 


Or Mathews, cutting capers. 
XI. 


| Thus, David, will the ladies flout, 


And councils hold at every rout, 
To alter all your plays; 


Ny ' Yates ſhall be Beneclict next year, 
| Macklin be Richard, Taſwell Lear, 


And Kitty Clive be Bayes. 
—_— 


| [ Sp mans ths cat 


Are yours; but not one more, they vow; 
And thus they cloſe their ſpite: 


| You will be Sir John Brute, they ſay, | 


Brute all day, 
Fribble all the night. 
„5 XIII. | 
| But tell me, fair ones, is it ſo? 


2 «« You all did love him once“, we know; 


What then 


okes your gall? 
Forbear to rail—T' 


tell you why ; 


Do — may come, or madam de, ; 


XIV. 


4 Ns” | remains, 


Sweet Davy, and I cloſe my ſtrains : 
Think well ere you engage; 


| Vapours and ague-fits may come, 


And matrimonial claims at home, 
Un- nerve jou ior the ſtage. 
TV... 
| But ir you find your ſpirits right, 


| Your mind at eaſe, your body tight, 


Take her; you can't do better: 
A pox upon the rattling Town! 
The fops tiiat jon to cry her down 
| Would give mw 6 ears to gct her. 


Ius Ceſar. 


For Slander had told her tlie creature lov'd 
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Then if her heart be good and kind, 

(And ſure that face beſpeaks a mind 
As ſoft as woman's can be) 

You'll grow as conftant as a dove, 

And taſte the purer ſweets of love, 
Unviſited by Randy. 


ENVY AND FORTUNE: 
A TALE 
T 0 
MRS. GARRICK. 


AS Borg ts Fantuas, 4 Soft, ſoft, Madam Flirt! 
«© Nat fo faſt with your wheel, you'll be down 
| in the dirt! | 
«6 Well, and how does your David? Indeed, my dear 
creature, 
--— _ ve 8 him a wonderful deal of good- na- 


« His — are ſo full, and ſuch praiſes his due, 
2 That the like was ne'er * 


| you 
-« ; But why won't you make him quite happy for liſe, | 


* And to all you have done add the gift of a wife? 
Says Fortune, and mild, Madam Envy, God 
fave ye! 
% But why always ſneering at me and poor Davy ? 
Jon that ſometimes, in contempt of all rules, 
I laviſh my favours on blockheads and tools; 
But the caſe is quite different here, I aver it, 
« a ne'er knew me, till brought me by 
„ 
And yet to convince you=nay, Madam, no hiſſes— 
a Good-manners at leaſt—ſuch behaviour as 2 
1 20 
(For mention but Merit, and Envy flies out 
With a hiſs and a yell tt at would tilence a rout. 
But Fortune went or)— To convince you, I ſay, 
That I honour your ſcheme, I'll about it to day; 
„The man ſhall be mairy*d, fo pray now be eaſy, 
And Garrick for once ſhall co ſomething to pleaſe 
ye. 4» 
So ſaying, ſhe rattled her wheel out of fight, 
While Envy walk'd after, and grinn'd with delight. 
it ſeems tas a trick that ſhe long had been brewing, 
To marry poor David, and fo he his ruin: : 
if, 
And car'd not a fig for a ſoul but himſelf; A > 
From thence the was ſure, had the Devil a daughter, 


He'd ſnap at the girl, ſo twas Fortune that brouglit | 


her: 

And then ſhould her temper be ſullen or haughty, 
Her fleſh too be frail, and incline to be naughty, 

*'T would fret the poor fellow ſo out of his reaſon, 

That Barry and Quin would ct faſhions next ſ-aton. 
But Fortunc, who ſaw what the Fury defign'd, 

Reſoly*d to get David a wife to his mind: 

Yet afraid of herſelf in a matter fo nice, | 

She viſited Pruderce, and begg'd her advice. 


The nymph thook her head when the butineſs 1 | 


krew, 
And ſaid that her female acquaintance were ſew ; 
That excepting, Miſs R. ® *—Q, yes, there was one, 
A triend of tliat lady's, ſb: viſited none ; 11 
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But the firſt was too great, and the laſt was too good. 
And as for the reſt, ſhe might get whom ſhe cou d. 
Away hurried Fortune, perplex'd and half mad, 


| But her promiſe was paſs'd, and a wife muſt be had: 


She travers'd the town from one corner to t' other, 

Now krocking at one door, and then at another. 

The girls curtſy*d low as ſhe lock d in their faces, 

And bridled and primm'd with abundance of graces ; 

But this was coquettiſh, and that was a prude, 

One ſtupid and dull, t'other noiſy and rude ; 

A third was aflected, quite careleſs a fourth, 

With prate without meaning, and * without 
worth; | 


| A fifth, and a fxth, da ewe wr feck 
As either knew nothing or ſomething too much 


In ſhort as they pats'd, ſhe to all had objections; 

The gay wantcd thought, the good-humour'd allec- | 
tions, | 

The prudent were ugly, the ſenſible dirty, 

And all of them flirts, from fifteen up tothirty. 

| When Fortune faw this ſhe began to look filly, 

Yet ſtill ſhe went on till ſhe reach*'d Piccadilly; 

But vex'd and fatigu'd, and the night growing late, 


] Shereſted her wheel within Burlington gate. 


My lady rofe up, as ſhe ſaw her come in, | 

660 ho, madam Genius! pray where have = 
been?“ . 

| (For her ladyſhip thought, from fo ſerious an air, 

Twas Genius come home, for it ſeems ſhe liv'd 
there.) 


| But Fortune, not minding her ladyſhip's blunder, 
And wiping her forehead, cry'd, „ Well may you 


wonder | 
4 Toſee me thus flurry'd ; then told her the caſe, 
And ſighed till her ladyſhip laugh'd in her face, 
Mighty civil indeed!“ Come, a truce, ſays | 


my lady, | 
&« A truce with complaints, and perhaps 1 may 
| aid ye. 
Je ſhew you a girl that—Here, Martin! go 
Or il 


Hut ſhe's gone to undreſs 3 Went is as well 
ll ſhew you a fight that you'll fancy uncommon, 
„Wit, beauty, and goodneſs, all met in a woman; 
«« A heart to no folly or miſchict inclin'd . 
4 A body all grace, and all ſweetneſs a mind.” 


| O, pray let me ſee her, ſays Fortune, and 


| ſmil'd, 
« Do but give her to me, and u make her my 
Child — 


J But who, my dcar, who ?—for you bave not t told 


CU Yen 
66 Who indeed, ſays my lady, if not Violette? 
The words were ſcarce ſpoke when ſhe ent<1'd tlie 
room; 
Al 55 tuſh at the firanger ſill heighten'd her bloom; 5 
So humble her looks were, ſo mild was her air, 
That Fortune, aſtoniſn'd, ſat mute in her chair. 
My lady roſe up, and with countenance bland, | 
06 2 — my dear, and preſented her 
an 1 
The goddeſs embrac'd her, and call'd her her own, 
And, compliments over, her errand made known. 
But how the ſweet girl colour'd, fiutter'd, and 
tremble, 
How oit the aid ro, and how ill ſhe difſembled ; 
Or how littie David rejoic'd at the news, 


| And ſwore, from all others, ' was her he would chuſe; 
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What methods he try d, and what arts to prevail; 


All theſe, were they told, would but burden my | 


| tale— 
in ſhort, all affairs were ſo happily carry'd, 
That hardly fix weeks paſs'd away till they marry'd. 
But Envy grew ſick when the ſtory ſhe heard, 
Violette was the girl that of all the moſt fear'd 3 
She knew her good-humour, her beauty and fweet- 
neſs, 


Her eaſe and compliance, her taſte and her neatneſs ; | 


WG 


| And cath e the Rage from | 

: | 

on ſhe went hiſſing, and inwardly curs'd her, 
And Garrick next ſeaſon will certainly burſt her. 


T0 THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 
H NRY PEI. H A M, 
THE 
HUMBLE PETITION 


or THE 7 
„ COMPANY 


oF 


POETS ASD NEWS-WRITERS. 


_SHEWE TH, 


HAT your Honour's petitioners (dealers in 


| rhymes, 
And writers of ſcandal, for mendirg the times) 
By loſſes in buſineſs, and England's well-doing, 
Are ſunk in their credit, and verging on ruin. 
That theſe their mistortunes, they humbly con- 
ceive 7 
Ariſe not from dulneſs, as ſome folks believe, 
But from rubs in their way which your Honour has 
| hid, - 
And want of materials to carry 'on trade. 
That they always had form'd high conceits or 
their uſe, 
And meant their lait breatli ſhould go out in abuſe ; 
But now (and they ſpeak it with ſorrow and tears) 
Since your Honour has fat at the helm of affairs, 
No party vill join them, no faction invite 


To hecd what thiæy ſay, or to read what they write; FFF A . 
4 , . .=* 04 3 . 


Tiowever, to mak- matters ſhort, 


Sedit.on, and Tumult, and Diſcord are ficd, 

And Slander ſcarce ventures to lift up her head 

In ſhort, public buſineſs is ſo carry d on, 

That their — is ſav' d, and the patriots undone. 
To perplex them ſtill more, and ture famne to 
bring, 

(Now finire has loſt both its truth and i its ſtinz) 

| If, in ſpite of their natures, they bungle at 5. "my | 

' Your honour regards not, and nobody pays. 


(As the times will allow, and your Honour thinks 
meet) 


That meaſures be chang'd, and ſome caule of com- 


aint 
Be i 3 diately ſurniſſi'd, to end their reſtraint; 
Their credit thereby, and their tradle to retrieve, 
Tat again they may rail, and the nation 3 
Or elie (if your wiſdom ſhall deem it all one) 
Now the Parliament's riſing, and buſineſs is done, 


contentment at 


| | 
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That your Honour would pleaſe, at this dangerous 
criſis 
To take to your boſom a few private vices, 
By which your petitioners haply might thrive, 
And keep both themſelves and Contention alive. 
In compaſſion, good Sir, give them ſomething to 
ſay, 


And your Honours petitioners ever ſhall pray. 


| THE = 
T: ˙· är ̃ 
| 5 oF 
| SARAH *#**, ALIAS SLIM SAL, 
FOR 


PRIVATELY. STEALING. 


HE pris'ner was at large indicted, 
For that by thirſt of gain excited, 


| One day in July laſt, at tea, 

I ůAnd in the houſe of Mrs. P. 
From the left breaſt of E. M. gent. 

| With baſe felonious intent, 


Did then and there a heart with ſtrings, 


Reſt, quiet, peace, and other things, 


Steal, rob and plundcr; and all them 


The chattels of the ſaid E. M. 


The proſecutor ſwore, laſt May 
(The month he knew, but not the day) 
He left his friends in town, and went 5 


Upon a viſit down in Kent: 


That ſtaying there a month or two, 
He ſpent his time as others do, . 
In riding, walking, fiſhing, ſ vimming; * 


But being much inclin'd to women, 
And young and wild, and no great 8 


He got acquainted with the priſoner. 

He own'd, twas rumour'd in thoſe parts 
That ſhe bad a trick of ſtealing hearts, 
And from fifteen to twenty-two, 

Had made tne devil and all to do: 


| But Mr. W. the vicar, 

| (And no man brews you better liquor) | 
Spoke of her thefts az tricks of youth, 

| The frolicks of a girl ſorſooth: 


Things nom were on another ſcore, 


And not to treſpaſs on the court, 


| The lady was diſcover'd ſoon, 


And thus it was. One atternoon, 
Tie ninth of Jely lat, or near it, 


(As to the day, he could not ſwear it) 
| In company at YVirs. P.“s, 
| Where tolks ſay any thing they pleaſe; | 


YOUR petitioners therefore muit humbly ir.treat | Dean L. and lady | »tary by, 


Ard Fanny waiting en MG V. 

(He own'*d he was inclined to think 

Bcti were a little in their drink) | 

The pris'ner aſk*'d, and card kim couſin, 


| How many kiiſes made a'gzen ? 
That being, 


as he own'd, in liquor, 

The que ition made his b. bod run quicker, 
And, Ea and reaſon in eclipſe, 

He vow'< he'd ſcore them on her lips. 


mare * 
19 
ms 


did 
he fee dtn d dizzineſs, 
uv'1did him for the buſineſs : 


TE 
LL 
4 
i 
8 
L 


Bleſs me! ſays Fanny, what's the matter? 

look'd hard at her, 

And ſtamp'd, and wiſh'd the pris ner further, 
d out, Part them, or there's murther ! 

ill he held the pris ner faſt, | 


A ſort of ſudden twinge, he ſaid, | 
That ſeem'd almoſt to ſtrib. him dead, 
And after that ſuch cruel ſmarting, 

He thought the foul and body parting. 

That then he let the pris*ner go, 

And ſtagger d off a ſtep or ſto; 
And thinking that his heart was ill, 

He begg'd of Miſs V. 's maid to feel. 
That Fanny ſtept before the reſt, 

And laid her hand upon his breaſt ; 

But, mercy on us! what a ſtare | 
The creature gave ! — 
fingers in the hole, 
Whence heart, and | 
That Fanny turn'd, and told the Op 
She was athief, and ſo ſhe'd chriſt 2 | 
And that it was a burning ſhame, 
And brought the houſe an evil name; 

And if ſhe did not put the heart in, 

The man would pine and die for certain. 

The pris'nerthen was in her airs, 
And bid her mind her own affairs; 

And told his reverence, and the reſt of * em, 
She was as honeſt as the beſt of m. 
That lady Mary and dean L. be” 
| Roſe up and Lad, "Twas mighty well, 
But that, in general terms they faid it, 

A heartwas gone, and ſome one had it : 


And ſearch they would, and her the firſt. 


8 That then the pris ner dropp'd her anger, 


And faid, ſhe hop'd they would not hang ber; | 


hat all ſhe did was meant in jeſt, | 
And there the heart was, and the reſt. 
| That then the dean cry'd out, O fie! 
And ſent in haſte for juſtice 1. 


Call'd her hard names, and fo committed her. 
The parties prefent ſwore the ſame ; 
And Fanny ſald, the pris'ner's name 
Had frighten'd all the country round; 
And glad ſhe was the bill was found. 
Sue knew a man, who knew another, 
Who knew the very party's brother; 
Who loſt his heart by mere ſurprize, 
One morning looking at her eyes; 
And others had been kr.own to ſqueak, 
Who only chanc'd to hear her ſpeak : 
| Fer the had words of ſuch a ſort, 
| That though the knew no reaſon or, 
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— 


I For ſhe could 
_ | The thing belong d to her: 
The was thus. This 


| And often had confeſs d the dart 


I That ſhe, 
| Made great | 
I Which ſet his blood in ſuch a ferment, 
IA s ſeem'd to threaten his interment : 
Words would not do, for ſearch they muſt, 


| That 
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Would make a man of ſenſe run mad, 
And rifle him of all he had; 


And that ſhe'd rob the whole community, 


If ever ſhe had opportunity. 

The pris'ner now firſt filence broke, 
And curtſy*d round her as ſhe ſpoke. 
She own'd, ſhe ſaid, it much incens'd her, 
To hear ſuch matters ſworn againſt her, 
But that ſhe hop'd to keep her temper, 


| And prove herſelf ** eadem ſemper.” 


That what the proſecutor ſwore . 
Was ſome part true, and ſome part more: 
She own'd ſhe had been often ſeen with him, 
And laugh'd and chatted on the green with him ; ; 


A The fellow ſeem' d to have humanity, 
And told her tales thai'footh'd her vanity, 


Pretending that he lov'd her vaſtly, 


| And that all women elſe look'd ghaſtly. 


But then ſhe hop'd the court * 


I She never was inclin'd to drink, 


Or ſuffer hands like his to daub her, or 


I Encourage men to kiſs and ſlobber So 
| She'd have folks know ſhe did not love it, 


Or if ſne did, ſne was above it. 


But this, the ſaid, was ſworn of courſe, 
| To prove her giddy, and then worſe ; 
As ſhe whoſe conduct was thought f levis, 


Might very well be reckon'd thieviſh. 


= She hop'd, ſhe faid, the court's diſcerning 
| Would pay ſome honour to her learning, 
| For every day from four to paſt fix, 


She went up- ſtairs, and read the claſſics. 


I Thus having clear'd herſelf of levity, | 
| Therreſt, the ſaid, —— 


And firſt, it injur d not her honour | 
To own the heart was found upon her; 
prove, and did aver, 


of knaves 
Was once the humbleſt of her ſlaves, 

Her eyes had lodg'd within his heart: 
as *twas her conſtant faſhion, 
diverſion of his paſſion z 


That then the was afraid of lofing him, 


| And ſo defiſted from abufing him; 
And often came and felt his pulſe, 


And bid him write to docter Hulſe. 

The proſecutor thank'd her kindly, 5 
And figh'd, and ſaid ſhe look d — ; 
But told her that his heart was burſting, 


| | And doftors he had little truſt in; 
Who, though he knew her friemls and pity'd ber, 5 


He therefore begg'd her to accept it, 
And hop'd 'rwould mend if once ſhe kept it. | 
having no averſion to it, 

She ſaid, with all her ſoul, ſhe'd do it; 

But then ſhe begg'd him to remember, 

If he thould need it in December, 
(For winter months would make folks ſhiver, 
Who wanted either heart or liver) 

It never could return; and added, 

"Twas her's for life, if once the had it. 

The proſecutor ſaid, Amer, 

And that he wiſh'd it not again; 

And took it from his breaſt and gave her, 


4 And bow*d, and thank'd her for the favous 5 
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As heartleſs men were made a joke of. 
That next day, whiſp'ring him about it, 
And aſking how he felt without it, 
He figh'd, and cry'd, Alack ! alack! 
And begg'd, and pray'd to have it back; 
Or that ſhe'd give him her's inftearl on' t: 
But ſhe conceiv d there was no need ont; 
And faid, and bid him make nv other, 
He ſhould have neither one not t' other. 
That then he rav'd and ſtorm'd like fury, 
And faid, that one was his de jure, 
And rather than he'd leave purſuing her, 
He'd fwcear a robbery, and ruin her. 
That this was truth ſhe did aver, 
Whatever hap hetided Her; | 
Only that Mrs. P. ſhe ſaid, : 
Miſs v. and her deluded maid, 
And lady Mary, and his reverence, 
Were folks to whom ſhe paid ſome deference z 
And that ſhe verily believ'd | 
They were not perjur'd, but deceiv'd. 
Then doctor D. begg'd leave to ſpeak, 
And figh'd as if his heart would break. 
He faid, that he was madam's ſurgeon, 
Or rather, as in k, chirurgeon, 
From * cheir, us, ergon, opus? 
ws ſcope i is from the Latin opus"). 


— 
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That be, he ſaid, had known the priſoner 
From the firſt ſun that ever riſe on her ; 
And griev'd he was to ſee her there; 


But took upon hirſelt ro fwear, 


There vas not to be found in nature 


| A ſweeter er a better creature 


And if the king (Cod bleſs him) knew her, 
He'd leave St. Jaines's to get to her: 


Zut then as to the ſact in queſtion, 
He knew no more on't than Hephæſtion; 
| It might be falſe, and might be true; 


And this, he ſaid, was all he new. 
The judge proceeded to the 3 

And gave the evidence at large, 

But often caſt a ſheep's eye at her, 

And ſtrove to mitigate the matter, 

Pretendirg facts were rot ſo clear, 


| And mercy ouglit to interfere. 


The jury then withdrew a moment, 


4 As it on weighty points to comment; 
And right or wrong, reſolv'd to ſave hers 


They gave a verdict in her favour. 
But why or wherefore things were ſo, 


| It matters not for us to know: 


The culprit, by eſcape grown bold, 
Pilters alike from young and old, 
The country all around her teazes, 


AB © 3 %Y 
"ME EAGLE, AND | THE ASSEMBLY or BIRDS. 
Re | 
HER ROYAL HIGHNESS 
TE Tur 
PRINCESS OF WALES. 


HE moral lay, to beauty due, 

; I write, Fair Excellence, to you ; 
Well pleas' d to hope my vacant hours 
Have been employ'd to ſweeten yours. 
Truth under fiction I impart, 

To weed dut folly from the heart; 

And ſhew the paths, that lead aſtray 
The wand' ring nymph from wiſdom's * 
I flatter none. The great and good 
Are by their actions underſtood; 

Vour monument if actions rf, 

Shall I deface by idle praiſe ? 

I echo not the voice of fame, 

That dwells delighted on your name z 

Her friendly tale, however true, 

Were flatt' ry, if I told it you. 

The proud, the envious, and the vain, 

The jilt, the prude, demand my ftrain ; 
VOL. VII. 


And vent, in charity, m 
With friendly hand 1 hot the glaſs 
| To all, promiſcuous as they pats ; 

I Should folly there her likeneis viev, 
| 1 fret not that the mirror's trur; 


_ To 


Jove grants their ſuit. 


To theſe, dereſting vrais, I write, 
y ſpite. | 


If the fantaſtic ſorm ottend, 


I made it not, but would amend. 


Virtue, in every clime and age, 


| Spurns at the folly -ſoothing page, 
_ | While fatire, that offends the car 
| Of vice and paſſion, pleaſcs her. 


Premifing this, your anger ee, Dn 


f war claim the fable you who dare. 


THE birds! in place, by tations RY a - 
Aw their pray'rs addreſs'd ; 
pecivus lies the ſtate was vex'd, 
Their counſcls libellers perplez'4 ; 


By 


| They begg'd (to ſtop ſeditious tongues) | 


A grac:ous hearing of their wrongs, | 

The Eagle ſate, 

Decider of the grand debate. 958 
The Pye, to truſt and por — d, 


| Demunds permiſſion to be heard. 


| 


Says he, Prolixity of 
Yeu know I hate. 
1 


phraſe 2 
This Ebel! e, 


20 * 


— — 
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« Some birds there are, who, prone to noiſe, 
« Are hir'd to ſilence wiſdom's voice, 
«© And (kil”d to chatter out the hour, 

% KRiſe by their emptineſs to pow'r. 
That this is aim'd direct at me, 

No doubt, you'll readily agree; 

Yet wel! this ſage aſſembly knows, 

By parts to government I roſe; 

My prudent counſels prop the fate 3 3 
Magpies were never known to | 
The Kite roſe up. His honeſt heart 

In virtue's ſuff rings tore a 

That there were birds of prey he knew 5 
So far the libeller ſaid true; $ .. 

© Voracious, bold, to rapine prone, 

«© Who knew no int”reſt but their own ; 

© Who hov'ring o'er the farmer's yard, 

«© Nor pigeon, chick, nor duckling ſpar d. 
This might be true, but if apply'd | 
To him, in troth, the ſland' rer ly d. 
Since ign'rance then might be miſled, 

Such things, he thought, were beſt unſaid. 

The Crow was vex' d. As yeſter-morn 

He flew acroſs the new-ſown corn, 

A ſcreaming boy was fet for pay, 

He knew to drive the crows away ; 

Scandal had found out him in turn, 

And buzz'd abroad, that crows love corn. 
The Owl aroſe, with folemn face, 
And thus harangu d upon the caſe. | 
That magpies prate, it may be true, 
A kite may be voracious too, | 
Crows ſometimes deal in new-ſown peaſe 3 | 
_ He libels not, who ftrikes at theſe; 
The ſlander's here But there are birds, 
% Whoſe wiſdom lies in looks, not words; | 
4% Rlund'rers, who level in the dark, 
And always ſhoot beſide the mark. 
He names not me; but theſe are hints, 
Which manifeſt at whom he ſquints ; 
were indeed that blund"ring fowl, 
To queſtion if he meant an owl. 

Ye wretches, hence! the Eagle cries, | 

is conſcience, conſcience that applies 5 
The virtuous mind takes no alarm, 
Secur'd by innocence from harm; 
While guilt, and his aſſociate ſear, 
Are ſRartled at the * air. 


FABLE II. 


| TH { PANTHER, THE HORSE, AND OTHER 
| | BEASTS. 


BE man, who ſeeks to win the fair, 
(So cuſtom ſays) muſt truth _—_ 
Muſt fawn and flatter, cringe and lie, | 
And raiſe the goddeſs to the ſxy. 
For truth is hateful to her ear, 
A rudeneſs, which ſhe cannot bear. 
A rudeneſs? Yes. I ſpeak my thoughts; 
For truth upbraids her with ker faults. 
How wretched, Cloe, then am I, 
Who love you, and yet cannot lie ! 
And ſtill to make you leſs my iciend, 
I ſtrive your errors to amend ! 
But fhall the ſenſeleſs fop impart 


. * 
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While he, who tells you honeſt truth, 

And points to happineſs your youth, 

Determines, by his care, his lot, 

And lives neglected, and forgot > 

| Truſtme, my dear, with greater eaſe 
Your taſte for flatt'ry I could pleaſe, 

And fimilies in each dull line, 

Like glow-worms in the dark, ſhould ſhine. 

| What if I fay your lips diſcloſe 

The freſhneſs of the op'ning roſe ? 

Or that your cheeks are beds of flow rs, 

Enripen'd by refreſhing ſhow'rs ? | 

Yet certain as theſe flow*rs ſhall fade, 


I Time every beauty will invade. 


The butterfly, of various hue, 


More than the flow'r reſembles you; 


Fair, flutt' ring, fickle, buſy thing, 


| To pleaſure ever on the wing, 


Gayly coquetting for an hour, 
| To die, and ne er be thought of more. 


Tis virtue that muſt bind it faſt 3 
An eaſy carriage, wholly free 


| From ſour reſerve, or levity ; 


Good-natur'd mirth, an open heart, 
And looks unſkill'd in any art; 


| Humility, enough to own 


The frailties, which a friend makes Kowwy 


| | And decent pride enough to know 


The worth, that virtue can beſtow. | 
Theſe are the charms, which ne er decay, 
Though youth and beauty fade away ; | 
And time, which all things elſe removes, 
Still heightens virtue, and improves. 
You'll frown, and aſk to what intent 
This blunt addreſs to you is ſent? 
I'll ſpare the queſtion, and confeſs 
I'd praiſe you, if I lov'd you leſs; 
But rail, be angry, or complain, 


| Iwill be rude, while you are vain. 


| BENEATH alion's peaceful reign, 
| When beaſts met friendly on the plain, 
[A Panther, of majeſtic port, 


I (The vaineſt female of the court) _ 
With ſpotted ſkin, and eyes of fire, 


Fill'd every boſom with deſire, | 
Where - e' er ſhe mov'd, 23 


Of fawning creatures cring'd and bow dz 


Aſſemblies every week ſhe held, 
(Like modern belles) with coxcombs fd, 
| Where noiſe, and nonſenſe, and grimace, 
And lies and ſcandal filPd the place. 

Behold the gay, fantaſtic thing, 
Encircled by the ſpacious ring. 


| Low-bowing, with important look, 


As firſt in rank, the Monkey ſpoke. | 
% Gad take me, madam, but I ſwear, 
4 No angel ever look*d ſo fair: | 
« Forgive my rudeneſs, but I vow, 
«© You were not quite divine till now ; 
ec Thoſe limbs! that ſhape ! +. - cf WR 
4 ©© O0, cloſe them, or the gazer dies 
Nay, gentle Pug, for goodneſs huſh, 
I vow, and ſwear, you make me bluſh; 
I ſhall be angry at this rate ; 


| "Tis fo like flat ry, which J hate. 


Would you the bloom of youth ſhould laſt ? 
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The Tor, in deeper eunning vers'd, 
The beauties of her mind rehears'd, 
And talk'd of knowledge, taſte, and "Hh 
lo which the fair have vaſt pretence ! 
Ye: well he knew them always vain 
Of what they ſtrive nat to attain, 
And play'd fo cunningly his part, 
That Pug was rival'd in his art. 

The Goat avow*'d his am'rous flame; 
 Andburnt—for what he durſt not name; 
Yet bop'd a meeting in the wood 
Might make his meaning underſtood. 

Half angry at the bold addreſs, 

She frown'd ; but yet ſhe muſt confeſs, 
uch deauties might inflame his blood, 
But ſtill his phraſe was ſomewhat rude. 

The Hog her neatneſs much admir'd ; 
The formal Aſs her ſwiftneſs fir d; 

While all to feed her folly ſtrove, 
And by their praiſes ſhar'd her love. | 

The horſe, whoſe gen'rous heart diſdain'd 
Applauſe, by ſervile flatt'ry gain'd, 

With graceful courage, ſilence broke, 
And thus with indignation on ſpoke. | 

When flatt'ring monkeys fawn, and brate, 
They juſtly raiſe contempt or hate; 

For merit's turn d to ridicule, 
Applauded by the grinning fool. 


The arttul Fox your wit co 


To lure you to his ſelfiſh ends ; 

From the vile flatt'rer turn away, 

For knaves make friendſhips to hetray. 
Diſmiſs the train of fops, and fools, 
And learn to live by wiſdom's roles 3 3 
Such beauties might the lion warm, 
Did not your folly break the charmz _ 
For who would court that lovely —— 


Io be tlie rival of an ? 


le ſaid; and ſnorting in diſdain, 
| Spunn'd at the crowd, and fought the plain. 


FABLE III. 
THE NIGHTINGALE AND GLOW-WORM. 


"HE prudent nymph, whoſe cheeks diſcloſe 

The lily, and the bluſhing roſe, 5 

From public view her charms will ſcreen, 
And rarely in the crowd be ſeen; 

This fimple truth ſhall keep her wiſe, 

_ & The faireſt fruits attract the flies.” | 


ONE night, A Glow-worm, proud ad vin, 
| Contemplating her glitt"ring train, 
_ Cry'd, Sure there never was in nature 
80 elegant, ſo fine a creature. 
All other inſects, that I ſee, 

The frugal ant, induſtrious bee, 
Or filk-worm, with contempt I view; 

With all that low, mechanic crew, 

Who ſervilely their lives employ 
In buſineſs, enemy to joy. | 
Mean, vulgar herd! ye are my com, 
For grandeur only I was born, 
Or ſure am ſprung from race divine, 
And plac'd on earth, to live and ſhine. 
Thoſe lights that ſparkle ſo on high, 

Are but the glow-worms of the ſky, 


—_ 


| | 
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And kings on earth their gems admire, 
Becauſe they imitate my fire. | 

She ſpoke. Attentive on a ſpray, 


A Nightingale forbore his lay; 


He ſaw the thining morſcl near, 
And flew, directed by the glare; 
A while he gaz'd with ſober look, 


And thus the trembling prey beſpoke. 


Deluded fool, with pride elate, 


| Know, tis thy beauty brings thy fate: 

| Leſs dazzling, long thou might" have lain 
| Unheeded on the velvet plain : 

Pride, ſoon or late, degraded mourtis, 
And beauty wrecks whom ſhe adorns. 


FABLE IV. 
HYMEN any DEAT 
\IXTEEN, dye ſay ? Nay then tis time; 


Another year deftroys your prime. 
But ſtay—The ſettlement ! ©* That's made. 


I Why then's my ſimple girl afraid? 


Yet hold a moment, if you can, 
And heedfully the fable ſcan. | 


THE fhades were fled, the morning ende, 
The winds were in their caverns huſh' d, 


When Hymen, penſive and ſedate, 


Held o'er the fields his muſing gait. 
Behind him, through the green- wood bade, 


Death's meagre form the god ſurvey d, 
IWao quickly, witn gigantic ſtride, 
| Out-went his pace, and join'd his fide. 
Te chat on various ſubjects ran, _ 

| Till angry Hymen thus began. 


' Relentleſs Death, whoſe iron a 


Mortals reluctant muſt obey, 


Still of thy pow*r ſhall I complain, 
And thy too partial hand arraign ? 


When Cupid brings a pair of hearts 


All over ſtuck with equal darts, 


Thy crucl ſhafts my hopes deride, 
And cut the knot, that Hymen ty d. 


I Shallnort the bloody, and the bold, 
The miſer, hoarding up his gold, 

I The harlot, reeking from the ſtew, 

| Alone thy fell revenge purſue? 


But muſt the gentle, and the kind, 


| Thy tury, undiſtinguiſn'd, find? 


The monarch calmly thus reply d: : 
Weigh well the cauſe, and then decide. 


| That friend of yours, you lately nam'd, 
I Cupid, alone is to be blam'd; | 
| Thenletthe charge be juſtly hd; * 


That idle boy neglects his trade, 
And hardly once in twenty years, 
A couple to your temple bears. 


IIe wretches, whom your office blends, | 
| Silenus now, or Plutus ſends ; | 
Hence care, and bitterneſs, and ſtrife 
Are common to the nuptial life. 


Believe me; more than all mankind, 


Your vot*ries my compaſſion find; 


vet eruel am I call'd, and baſe, 


Who ſeek the wretched to releaſe; 
The captive from his bonds to free, 
| Inciflobuble but for me, 
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"Tis I entice him to the yoke ; 
By me, your crowded altars ſmoke : 
or mortals boldly dare the nooſe, 
ecure that Death will ſet tnem looſe. 


FABLE V. 
uz POET AND Aus PATRON, 


HY, Celia, 18 your ſpreading waiſt 
So looſe, ſo negligently lac'd ? 

Why muſt the wrapping bed-z0wn hide 
Your ſnowy boſom's ſwelling pride? 
How ill that dreſs adorns your head, 
Difſtain'd, and rumpled from the bed ! 5 
Thoſe clouds, that ſhade your blooming _ | 
A little water might diſplace, 
As nature every morn be 
The cryſtal dew, to cleanſe the roſe. 
Thoſe treſſes, as 'the raven black, 
That wav'd in ringlets cown your back, 
Vncomb'd, and injur'd by neglect, 

Deſtroy the face, which once they deck d. 
Whence this forgetfulneſs of dreſfs? 
Pray, madam, are you marry'd? Yes. 
Nay, then indeed the wonder ceaſes, 
No matter now how looſe your dreſs is; 
The end is won, your fortune's made, 
Your fiſter now may take the trade. 

Alas ! what pity *tis to find 

This fault in half the female kind! 
From hence proceed averſion, ſtrife, 
And all that ſours the werlded life. 
Beauty can only peint the dart, 
Tis neatneſs guides it to the heart; 
Let neatneſs then, and beauty ſtrive 

_ To keep a wav'ving flame — 

_ *Tis harder far (you'll find it true) 
To keep the conqueR, than ſubdue ; 
Admit us once behind the ſcreen, 
What is there farther to be ſeen ? 

A newer face may raiſe the flame, 
ut every woman is the ſame. 
Then ſtudychiefly to improve 
The charm, that fix'd your huſband” TIER 

Weigh well his humour. Was it dreſs. 

That gave your beauty power to bleſs ? 

Purſue it ſtill; be neater ſeen; 

 *Tis always frugal to be clean; 
So ſhall you keep alive defire, 
And time's ſift wing thall fan the fire. | ; 


N garret high (as ſtories ay) 
A Poet ſung his tuneful lay; | 
_ So ſoft, ſoſmooth his verſe, you's fore 
Through all the town his praiſes rung, 
His ſonnets at the playhouſe ſung ; 
High waving o'er his lab'ring head, 
The goddeſs Want her pinions ſpread, 
And with poetic fury fir'd, 
What Pliœbus faintly had inſpir'd. 

A noble Youth, of taſte and wit, 
Approv'd the Corightly things he writ, 
And ſought him in his cobweb dome, 
Diſcharz*d his rent, and brought him home. 

Behold him at the ſtately board, 
Who, but the 1. and my Lars! N 
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Each day deliciouſly he dines, 
And greedy quaffs the gen'rous wines ; 
His fides were plump, his ſkin was ſleek, 


| And plenty wanton'd on his cheek ; 


 Aſtoniſh'd at the change ſo new, 
Away th' inſpiring goddeſs flew. 

Now, dropt for politics, and news, 
Neglected lay the di ooping muſe ; 
Unmindful whence his fartune came, 
He ſtifled the poetic flame; 

Nor tale, nor ſonnet, for my lady, 
Lampoon, nor epigram was ready. | 

With juſt contempt his Patron ſaw, 
(Reſolv'd his bounty to withdraw) 

And thus, with anger in his look, 
The late-repenting fool beſpoke. 

Blind to the good that courts thee grown, 
Whence has the ſun of favour ſhone ? 
Delighted with thy tuneful art, 


| Eſteem was growing in my heart; 


But idly thou reject'ſt the charm, 


That gave it birth, and kept it warm. 


Unthinking fools alone deſpiſe 


The arts, II U e e 


FABLE VI. 


| THE WOLF, THE SHEEP, AND THE LAMB. 


\ UTY demands, the parent's voice 
Should ſanctify the daughter's choice ; 4 
In that, is due obedience ſhown; 
To chuſe, belongs to her alone. 
May horror ſeize his midnight hour, E 


| Who builds upon a parent's pow'r, 
| And claims, by purchaſe vile and baſe, 
| The loathing maid for his embrace; 

_ | Hence virtue ſickens; and the breaſt, 

| Where peace had built her downy neſt, 
| Becomes the troubled ſeat of care, 
A 3 


A WOLF, rapacious, dd ad dods. - 


2 wit nightly plunders thinn'd the fold, 
_ | Contemplating his ill-ſpent life, | 
And cloy'd with thefts, would take a wife. 


His purpoſe known, the ſavage race, 
In num'rous crowds, attend the place; 


| For why, a mighty Wolf he was, = 


And held dominion in his jaws. 

Her fav'rite whelp each mother brought, 
And humbly his — ſought; 

But cold by age, or elſe too nice, 


| | None found acceptance in his eyes. 


It happen'd, as at early dawn, 
He ſolitary croſs'd the lawn, 


| | $tray'd from the fold, a ſportive Lamb 
| Skip'd wanton by her fleecy Dam; 


When Cupid, foe to man and beaſt, 


= Diſcharg'd an arrow at his breaſt. | 


The tim'rous breed the robber knew, 


EY And trembling o'er the meadow flew ; 


Their nimbleſt ſpeed the Wolf o 'ertook, 
And courteous, thus the Dam beſpoke. 
Stay, faireſt, and ſuſpend your fear, 


* no enemy is near; 
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Theſe jaws, in ſlaughter oft imkru'd, 
At length have k2own enough of blood; 
Ard kinder buſineis brings me row, 

Vanquiſh'd, at beauty's feet to bow. 

You have a daughter Sweet, 

A Wolt's addreſs—la her I Eve; 

Love from her eyes like lightning came, 
And ſet my marrow all on flame; | 
Let your conſent confirm my choice, 
And ratify our nuptial joys. 

Me ample weaith, and pow'r attend, 
| Wide o'er the plains my realms extend; 
What midnight robber dare invade 
The fold, if I tie guard am made? 

At home the ſhephere*s cur may ſleep, 


Wille I ſecure his maſter's ſheep. 


Diſcourſe like this, attention claim'd ; 

Grandeur the mother's breaſt inflam'd ; 
No fearleſs by his fide ſhe walk'd, 

Ot ſettlements, and jointures ralke'd 4 

Proposꝰd, and doubled her demands 

Of flow'ry fields, and turnip- lands. 

The Wolf agrees. Her boſom ſwells; 


Io Miſs her happy fate ſhe tells; 


And of the grand alliance vain, | 
Contemns her kindred of the plain. 
The loathing Lamb with horror hears, 
And wearies out her Dam with pray*rs ; 
But all in vain z mamma beſt knew 
| What inexperienc'd girls ſhould do; 
So, to the neighb'ring meadow = da 
A formal Aſs the couple marry 
- Torn from the — s ſide, 
The trembler goes, a victim-bride, 
Reluctant, meets the rude embrace, 
And bleats among the howling race. 
With horror oft her eyes behold _ 
Her murder*d kindred of the fold ; 
Each day a ſiſter- lamb is ſerv'd, 
And at the glutton's table carv'd; 
The craſhing hones he grinds for food, 


And flakes his thirſt with fireaming blood. 


Love, who the cruel mind deteſts, 

And lodyes but in gentle breaſts, 

Was now no more. Enjoyment paſt, 

The ſavage hunger'd for the feaſt; 

But (as we find in human race, 

A maſk conceals the villain's face) 

Juſtice muſt authorize the treat; 

Till then he long' d, but durit not cat. 
As forth he walk'd, in queſt of prey, 

The hunters met him on the way; 

Fear wines his flight; the marſh he ſought; 
The ſnuffing dogs are ſet at fault. 8 

Vis ſtomach baulk d, now hunger gnaws, 

Nowling, he grinds bis empty Jaws; 

Food muſt be had, and lamb is nigh; 

His maw invokes the fraudſul lie. 

Is this (diſſembling rage, he cry'd) 

The gentle virtue of a bride? 


That, leagu'd with man's deſtroying race, 


She ſets her huſband for the chace ? 
By treach'ry prompts the noiſy hound 
To ſcent his ſootſteps on the ground ? 
Thou trait'reſs vile! for this thy blood 
Shall glut my rage, and dye the wood! 
So ſaying, on the Lamb he flies, 
nn his A mas * dies. 
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FABLE VI. 
ur GOOSE, and THE SWANS. 


HATE the face, however fair, 
That carries an affected air; 
The Lſ>ing tone, the ſhape conſtrain'd, 


The ſtudy d look, the paſſion feign'd, 


Are topperies, which only tend 

To injure what they ſtr:ve to mend. 
With what ſuperior grace enchants 

| The face, which Nature's — paints ! 

Where eyes, unexercis'd in art, 

Glow with the meaning of the heart ! 

Where freedom, and good-humour fit, 

And eaſy gaiety, and wit 

Though perfect beauty de not there, 

The maiter lines, the finiſh'd air, 

We catch from every look delight, 

And grow enamour d at the fight : 

For beauty, though we all — 

| Excites our wonder more than love 

| While the agreeable ſtrikes ſure, 


| | And gives the wounds, we cannot cure, 


Why then, my Amoret, this care, 


= That forms you, in effect, leſs fair? 


it nature on your cheek beftows * 
'A bloom, that emulates the roſe, | 
Or from ſome heav*nly image drew 


lA form, Apelles never knew, 


| Your ill-judg'd aid will you * 


I And ſpoil by meretricious art? 


Or had you, nature's error, come 


| Abortive from the mother's womb, 
} Your forming care ſhe till rejeQs, 
[ Which only heightens her defects. 


| When ſuch, of glitt ing jewels proud, 
| Still preſs the foremoſt in the crowd, 


At every public ſhow are ſeen, 


I ͤ With look awry, and aukward mien, 
| The gaudy dreſs attracts the eye, 


And magnifics deformity. 
Nature may under-do her part, 
But ſeldom wants the help of art; 


| Truſt Her; ſhe is your ſureſt friend, 
. Nor made your form for you to mend. 


A GOOEFE, affected, empty, vain, | 


| The ſhrilleſt of the cackling train, 
| With proud, and elevated creſt, 
_ | Precedenceclaim''d above the reſt. 


Says ſhe, I laugh at human race, 


| Who ſay, geeſe hobble in their pace; 


Lock here! the dand'rous lie detect; 


— Not haughty man is fo erect. 


That peacock yonder ! lord, how vain 


i The creature's of his gaudy train 


If both were ſtript, I'd pawn my word, 


| A gooſe would be the finer bird. 
| Nature, to hide her own defects, 


Her bungled work with finery decks ; 

Were geeſe ſet off with half that ſhow, 

Would men admire the peacock ? No. | 
Thus vaunting, croſs the mead ſhe ſtalks, 

The cackling breed attend her walks; 

The ſun thot down his noon-tide beams, 


| The Swans were ſporting in the ſtreams ; 


Their nowy plumes, and ſtately pride 


| Proto di het ſpleen. Why there, the cry'd, 
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Again, what arrogance we ſce ! 

Thoſe creatures how they mimic me! 
Shall every fowl the waters ſkim, 
Becauſe we geeſe are known to ſwim? 


— Humility they ſoon ſhall learn, 


And their own emptineſs diſcern. 
So ſaying, with extended wings, 
Lightly upon the wave ſhe ſprings ; 
Her boſom ſwells, ſhe ſpread: her 
And the ſwan's ſtately creſt aſſumes. 
Contempt, and Mockery enſu'd, | 
And burſts of laughter ſhook the flood. 
A Swan, ſuperior tothe reſt, 
g forth, and thus the fool addreſs'd. 
Conceited thing, elate 3 5 
Thy affectation all deride; 5 | 
Theſe airs thy aukwardneſs impart, 
_ ſhew thee plainly, as thou art. 
thy equals of the flock, 
| Thou hadſt efcap'd the public mock, 
And as thy parts to good conduce, 
Been — an honeſt hobbling gooſe. 


Learn hence, to ſtudy wiſdom's rules; 


Know, ſoppery's the pride of fools; 
And ſtriving nature to conceal, | 
| You * her defeRs reveal. 


FABLE VIII. 


THY LAWYER, AND JUSTICE. | 


OE! thou divineſt good below, 
Thy pure delights few mortals know ! 
: Our rebel hearts thy ſway difown, 
D While tyrant luſt uſurps thy throne. 
The bounteous God of nature made 
The ſexes for each other's aid, 
Their mutual talents to employ, 
To leffen ills, and heighten joy. 
Io weaker woman he aſſign a 
That ſoſt ning gentleneſs of mind, 
That can, by ſympathy, impart 
Its likeneſs - the rougheſt heart. 
Her eyes with magic pow'r endu'd, 
To fire the dull, and awe the rude. 
His roſy fingers on her face 
Shed laviſh every blooming grace, 
And ftamp'd — to diſplay) 
His mildeſt image on her clay. | 
| Man, active, reſolute, = bold, 
He faſhion's i in a different mould, 
With uſeful arts his mind inform'd, 
His breaſt with nobler paſſions warm'd; 


| He gave him knowledge, taſte and ſenſe, 


And courage, for the fair's defence. 
Hier frame, reſiſtleſs to each wrong, 
Demands protection from the ſtrong; 
'To man ſhe flies, when fear alarms, 
And claims the temple of his arms. 
| By nature's author thus declar'd 
The woman's fov'reign, and her guard, 
Shall man, by treach'rous wiles, invade 
The weakneſs, he was meant to aid ? 
While beauty, given to inſpire 
Protecting love, and ſoft defire, 
Lights up a wild-fire in the heart, 
And to its own breaſt points the dart, 
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Becomes the ſpoiler's baſe pretence 


To triumph over innocence * ? 


The wolf, that tears the tim'rous ſheep, 


Was never ſet the fold to keep; 


Nor was the tyger, or the pard 

Meant the benighted trav*ler's guard; 
But man, the wildeſt beaſt of prey, 
Wears friendſhip*s ſemblance, to betray ; 


| His ſtrength againſt the weak employs, 
| And where he ſhould protect, deſtroys. 


The all-prevailing fee lay nigh, 
The earneſt of to-morrow's lie. 
Sudden the furious winds ariſe, 


The jarring caſement ſhatter'd flies; 
The doors admit a hollow ſound, 


And rattling from their hinges hound; 
When Juſtice, in a blaze of light, 


Reveal d her radiant form to fight. 


The wretch with thrilling horror ſhook, 


| | Looſe every joint, and pale his look; 
| Not having ſeen her in the courts, 

| Or found her mention'd in Reports] ? 
He aſk'd, with falt"ring tongue, her name, 
3 Her errand there, and whence ſhe came ? 


Sternly the white-rob'd Shade reply'd, 


+ (A crimſon glow her viſage dy'd) 


Canſt thou be doubtful who I am 
| Is Juſtice grown ſo ſtrange a name? 
| Were not your courts for Juſtice rais'd ? | 


| "Twas there, of old, my atars blaz d. 
5 | My guardian thee did I ele, = 8 
I My facred temple to protect, 

I Thar thou, and all thy venal tribe 7 
Should ſpurn the goddeſs for the bribe ? 


Aloud the ruin'd client cries, | 
22 has neither ears, nor eyes; 
n foul alliance with the bar, 
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And rarely iſſues his decree, 


I But with intent to baffle me. | 
IS de paus'd. Her breaſt with fury burn, 
| The trembling Lawyer thus return'd. _ 


I own the charge is juſtly laid, 


| And weak th' excuſe that can be made; 
I | Yet ſearch the ſpacious globe, and fee 
I all mankind are not like me. 
The gown-man, ſkill'd in Romiſh les, | 
By faith's falſe glaſs deludes our eyes; 
I Oer conſcience rides without controul, 
| And robs the man to ſave his ſoul. 


The doctor, with important face, 


I By ay defign, miſtakes the caſe ; 


Preſcribes, and ſpins out the diſcaſe, 


I Totrick the patient of his fees. 


The ſoldier, rough with many a 3 


| And red with laughter, 3 


If he a nation's truſt betray, 


| | The foe has offer'd double pay. 


| When vice 0'erall mankind prevails, 
And weighty int'reſt turns the ſcales, 


{ Muſt I be better than the reſt, 


And hartour Juſtice in my breaſt ? 
On one ſide only take the fee, 


| | Content with poverty and thee ? 


| PAST twelve o'clock, the watchin avs, 
His brief the ſtudious lawyer ply d; 


, , nowkhgaoaarwsm: oe. 
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Tnou blind to ſenſe, and vile of mind, 
Th exaſperated Shade rejoin'd, 
It virtue from the world is flown, 
Will others* frauds excuſe thy own ? 
For fickly ſouls the prieſt was made 
Phyſicians, tor the body's aid; 
The ſoldier guarded liberty ; 
Man woman, and the lawyer me. 
If all are faithleſs to their truſt, 
They leave not thee the leſs unjuſt. 
Henceforth your pleadings I diſclaim, 
And bar the ſanction of my name; 
Within your courts it ſhall be read, 
That Juſtice from the law is fled. 
She ſpoke; and hid in ſhades her face, 
Till HazDwicke ſooth'd her into grace. 


FABLE IX. 


Tux FARMER, run SPANIEL, axp Taz CAT. 


HY knits my dear her angry brow ? 
What rude offence alarms you now ? 
A Ay that Delia's fair, tis true, 
But did I ſay the equall'd you? 
Can't I another's face commend, 
Or to her virtues be a friend, 
But inſtantly your forehead lours, 
As if her merit lefſen'd yours? 
| From female envy never free, | 
_ — be blind, becauſe you ſee. | 
LE rvey the gardens, fields, and bow”rs, 
0 * bas, tne bloſſoms, and the flow ro, 
Then tell me where the woodbine grows, 
That vies in ſweetneſs with the roſe ? 
Or where the lily's ſnowy white, = 
That throws ſuch beauties on the ou? ? 
Yet folly is it to declare, | 
That theſe are neither ſweet, nor fair. 
The cryſtal! ſhines with fainter rays, 
Before the di'mond”s brighter blaze; 
And ſops will ſay, the di mond dies, 
Before the luſtre of your eyes 
But I, who deal in truth, den 
That neither ſhine when youu are by. - 
When zephirs o' er tlie bloſſoms ſtray, 
And ſwects along the air convey, 
Sfha'n't I the fragrant breeze inhale, 
Becauſe you breathe a 1weeter gale? ; 
| Sweet are the flow'rs, that de k the field ; 3 
Sweet is the ſmell the bloſſoms yield; | 
Sweet is the ſummer gale that blows ; 
And ſveet, tho? ſweeter you, the roſe. 
 _ Shall envy then torment your breaſt, 
I you are lovelier than the reſt ? 
For while I give to each her due, 
Ey praiſing them I flatter you; 
And praifing moſt, I ſtill declare 
Lou faireſt, where the reſt are fair. 


AS at his board a farmer ſate, 
Repleniſh'd by his homely treat, 
_ His fav'rite Spaniel near him ſtood, 
And with his maſter ſhar*d the food; 
The crackling bones his jaws devour” Fl | 
His lapping tongue the trenchers ſcour'd; 
Till ſated now, ſupine he lay, 
Am et d the nnd fumes dar. 
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The hungry cat in turn, drew near, 
And humbly crav'd a ſervant's ſhare ; 
Her modeſt worth the Maſter knew, 
And ſtraight the fatt'ꝰ ning morſel threw : 
Enraz*d the fnarling Cur awoke, 
And thus, with ſpiteful envy, ſpoke. 
They only claim a right to eat, 
' Who earn by ſervices their meat. 
Me, zeal and induſtry inflame 
To ſcour the fields, and ſpring the game; 
Or, plunging in the wintry wave, 
For man the wounded bird to ſave. 
With watchful diligence I keep, 
From prowling wolves, his fleecy ſheep ; 
At home his midnight hours ſecure, 
And drive the robber from the door. | 
For this, his breaſt with kindneſs glows 
For this, his hand the food beſtows ; 
And ſhall thy indolence impart 
A warmer friendſhip to his heart, 
That thus he robs me of my due, 
To pamper ſuch vile things as you ? 
I own (with meekneſs Puis reply d) 
Superior merit on your ſide ; 


Nor does my breaſt with envy ſwell, 


To find it recompens'd fo well; 
Vet I, in what my nature can, 
Contribute to the good of man. | 
Whoſe claws deſtroy the pilt'ring monke ? E 


| | Who drives the vermin from the houfe ? 


| Or, watchful for the lab'ring ſwain, 


_ | From urking rats ſecures the grain ? 
| From hence, if he rewards beſtow, 


| Why ſhould your heart with gall o'erflow ? 
Why pine my happineſs to ſee, 
Since there's enouzh for you and me ? 


: | Thy words are juſt, the Farmer cry'd, 


* 


FABLE x. 
THE. 8 PID ER, 


And tets her cap at all the meets, 


1 May catch the fool who turns to ita, 
But men of ſenſe avoid the ſnare. 


As on the margin of the tiood, 
| With fiiken line, my Lydia ſtood, 
I tmil'@ to ſec the pains you took, 


| To cover o'er the fraudful hook. 


Along the foreſt as we ſtiay d 


| | You ſaw the boy his lime-twigs ſpread ; ; 


Gusſs'd you the reaſon of his fear, 


| Left, heedleſs, we approach d too near? 
5 For as behind the buth we lay, 


The linnet flutter d on the ſprav. 

| Needs there ſuch caution to delude 
The ſcaly fry, and featner'd brood ? 

And think you, with inferior art, 


_ | To captivate the human heart? 


The maid, wo modeſtly conceals 
Her beauties, „ white ſhe hides, reveals. 
Cive but a glimpſe, and fancy draws 
Whate'er the Grecian Venus was. 
Eve*s firt fi- leaf to hrocade, 
Au Sus Was meant tor fancy*s ai., 


and Tus BEE 


HE nymph, who walks the pablic ſects, | = 


* 


| 5 His exclamations, O 
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Which evermore delightes dwells 
On what the baſhful nymph conceals. 
When Czlia ſtruts in man's attire, 
She ſhews too much to raiſe deſire; 
But from the hoop's bewitching round, 
Her very ſhoe has to 
The roving eye, the boſom bare, 


| The forward laugh, the wanton air, 


May catch the fop ; for gudgeons ſtrike 
At the bare hook, and bait, alike 
While ſalmon play regardleis by, 
"Fi ai, to nan Rides the fp 


BENEATH a peaſant's homely thatch, 
A Spider long had held her watch ; 
From morn to night, with reſtleſs care, 
She ſpun her web, and wove her ſnare. 
Within the limits of her reign, 

Lay many a heedleſs captive ſlain, 
Or flutt' ring, ſtruggled in the tolls, 
To burſt the chains, and ſhun her wiles. - 


And thus began. Mean thing, give o'er, 
And lay thy ſlender threads no more; 
A thoughtleſs fly or two, at moſt, 

Is all the conqueſt thou canſt boaſt ; 
For bees of ſenſe thy arts evade, 

We ſee ſo plain the nets are laid. 

T The gaudy tulip, that diſplays 

Her ſpreading foliage to the gaze; 
That points her charms at all ſhe ſees, 
And yields to every wanton breeze, 
_ Attracts not me: where bluſhing grows, 
Guarded with thorns, the modeſt roſe, 
| Enamour'd, round and round I fly, 

Or on her fragrant boſom lie ; | 
Reluctant, ſhe my ardour meets, 

And baſhful, renders up her ſweets. 

I To wiſer heads attention lend, 
And learn this leſſon from a friend. 
She, who with retires, 
Adds fewel to her lover's fires, 

While ſuch incautious jilts as you, 


'F A B L E XI. 
Inn YOUNG LION, AND THE APE. 


IS true, I blame your lover's choice, 3 

Though — og by the public veces = 
il pris gr, nd Bc 10 her 3 
I liſten not to wild delights, = 
And tranſports of expected nights: 
What is to me your hoard of charms? 
The whiteneſs of your neck and arms? 
Needs there no acquiſition more, | 
To keep contention from the door ? 
Ves; paſs a fortnight, and you'll find, 
All or cloys, but of the mind. 

Senſe —— 
| 8 RIS 
| Yet, Phillis, fimpleſt of your ſex, 

You never think but to perplex, 


And 


That might create one jealous fear, 


| The beaſts were ſummon'd to appear, 


| The hand to give, or eye to flow? 
| Learn'd in the practice of their ſchools, 


| 
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Coquetting it with every ape, 

nat ſtruts abroad in human ſhape ; 
Not that the coxcomb is your taſte, 
Bur that it ſtings your lover's breaſt : 
 To-morrow you retign the ſway, 
Prepaid to honour, and obey, 

The tyrant-miſtreſs change for life, 
To the ſubmiſſion of a wife. 

Your follies, if you can, ſuſpend, 
And learn inſtruction from a friend. 
Reluctant, hear the firſt addreſs, 
| Think often, ere you anſwer, yes; 
ut once refolv*d, throw off diſguiſe, 


| And wear your wiſhes in your eyes. 


With caution every look forbear, 


A lover's ripening hopes confound, 
Or give the gen'rous breaſt a wound. 
Contemn the girliſh arts to teaze, 
Nor uſe your pow'r, unleſs to pleaſe; 5 | 

For fools alone with rigour ſway, 


| When ſoon, or late, they muſt obey. | 


THE King of brutes, in e's decline, „ | 
Refolv'd dominion to refign ; | 

And bend before the heir. | 
They came; a day was fix'd; the crowd | 


| Bufece their foruve manzecd how's. 8 


A dapper 


Monkey, pert and vain, 


| Stepp'd forth, and thus 


Why cringe my friends with ſlaviſn awe, 
Before this pageant king of ſtraw? 


Shall we anticipate the hour, 
| Andere we feel it, own his pow'r? 
| The counſels of experience prize, 


I know the maxims of the wiſe ; 
Subjection let us caſt away, 


| And live the monarchs of to-day ; 


"Tis ours the vacant hand to ſpurn, 
And play the tyrant each in turn. 
So ſhall he right from wrong diſcern, 
And mercy from learn ; 

At others' — — melt, 


I And loath the ills himſelf has felt. 


| He ſpoke 3 his boſom fwell'd with pride. 


| The youthful Lion thus reply d. 


What madneſs prompts thee to 


| My wrath, and dare th* impending ftroke ? 2 8 


Thou wretched fool! can wrongs — | 
| Compaſſion to the feeling heart? 
Or teach the grateful breaſt to glow, 


From women thou haſt drawn thy rules: 


I To them return; in ſuch a cauſe, 


From only ſuch expect applauſe ; 

The partial ſex I not condemn, | 

For- 4 thoſe, who copy them. | 
ould*ſt thou the gen'rous Lion bind, 


Wear tam ray arr kind; 


Good offices their likeneſs get, 
And t leſſens not the debt; 
With multiplying hand he gives 
The good, from others he receives: 


Or for the bad makes fair return, 
And pays with int'reſt, ſcorn for ſcorn. 


Revolving winter came at laſt ; 
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FABLE XII. 
THE CADE au» THE FARMER. 


"ELL me, Corinna, if you can, 
Why ſo averſe, ſo coy to man ? 

Did nature, laviſh of her care, | 

From her beſt pattern form you fair, 

That you, ungrateful to her cauſe, 

Should mock her gifts, and ſpurn her laws ? 

And miſer-like, with-hold that ſtore, - | 

Which, by imparting, bleſſes more? 

Beauty's a gift, by heav'n aſſign'd, 

The portion of the female kind ; 

For this the yielding maid demands 
Protection at her lover's hands; 

And though by waſting years it fade, 

Remembrance tells him, once 'twas paid. 

And will you then this wealth conceal, 

For age to ruſt, or time to ſtcal ? 

The ſummer of your youth to rove, 

A ſtranger to the joys of love? > 
Then, when life's winter haſtens on, 

And youth's fair heritage is gone, 
Dow'rlefs to court ſome peaſant's arms, 
To guard your wither'd age from harms z | 

No gratitude to warm his breaſt, | 

For blooming beauty, once poſſeſs d; 

How will you curſe that ſtubborn pride, 
Which drove your bark acroſs the tides | 

And failing before folly's wind, 

Leſt ſenſe and happineſs behind? 

Corinna, leſt theſe whims prevail, 

To ſuch as you, I write my tale. 


A COLT, for blood, and mettled ſpeed, | 
| The choiceſt of the running breed, 

Of youthful ſtrength, and beauty vain, 
Reius' d ſubjection to the rein. 

In vain the groom's officious ſkill 

Oppos'd his pride, and check'd his will; 

in vain the maſter's forming care | = 
Reſtrain'd with threats, or ſooth'd with pray 'r3 

Of freedom proud, and ſcoruing man, 

Wild o'er the ſpacious plains he ran. 
Where -c er luxuriant nature ſpread. 
Her flow'ry carpet o'er the mead, 

Or bubbling ſtreams ſoft-gliding paſs, 
To cool and freſhen up the graſs, 
Diſdaining bounds, he cropp'd the blade, 


And wanton'd in the ſpoil he made. 


In plenty thus the ſummer palſs'd, 


The trees no more a ſhelter yield, 
The verdure withers from the field, 


0 Perpetual ſmows inveſt the ground, 


In icy chains the ſtreams are bound; 

Cold, nipping winds, and rattling hail, 
His lank, unſhelter'd ſides aſſalil. 
As round he caſt his rueful eyes, 

He ſaw the thatch*d-roof cottage riſe ; 

The proſpect touch'd his heart with cler, 
And promis d kind deliv*rance near. | 
A ſtable, erſt his ſcorn and hate, 

Was now become his wWiſh'd retreat ; 
Vol. VII. 
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His paſſion cool, his pride forgot, 

A Farmer's welcome yard he fought. 

The Maſter ſaw his woeful plight, 

His limbs, that totter'd with his weight, 

And, friendly, to the ſtable led, 

And faw him litter d, drefs'd, nad fed. 

In ſlothful eaſe, all night he lay ; | 

The ſervants roſe at break of day ; 

The market calls. Along the road, 

| His back muſt bear the pond”rous load; 

In vain he ſtruggles, or complains, 

Inceſſant blows reward his pains. 

To-morrow varies but his toil ; 

Chain'd to the plough, he breaks the ſoil ; 

| While ſcanty meals, at night repay 

The painful labours of the day. | 
Subdu'd by toil, with anguiſh rent, 

His ſelf-upbraidings found a vent. 

Wretch that I am! he fighing ſaid, 


—— 


By arrogance and folly led, 


Had but my reſtive youth been brougla 
To learn the leſſon nature taught, 


Then had I, like my fires of yore, 


The prize from every courſer bore ; : 
While man beſtow*d rewards, and — 
And females crown'd my latter days. 
Now laſting ſervitude's my lot, | 
My birth contemn'd, my ſpeed forgot, 
Doom'd am I, for my pride, to bear 

A — — from your to — 


FABLE X11. 


| Til OWL, AND THE NIGHTINGALE, 


) know the miſtreſs” eds. 
Ser if her maids are clean, and tight ; ; 
If Betty waits without her ſtays, 185 
She copies but her lady's ways. 


When miſs comes in with boiſt'rous ſhout, 


And drops no curtſy going out, 
Nepend upon t, mamma is one, 


| Who reads, or drinks too much alone. 
I It bottled beer her thirſt afwage, 


She feels enthuſiaſtic rage, 


; And burns with ardour to inherit 


The gifts, and wor kings of the ſpirit. 
It learning crack her giddy brains, 5 
No remedy, but death, remains. 
Sum up the various ills of life, 


4 And all are ſweet, to ſuch a wiſe. 


At home, ſuperior wit ſhe vaunts, 
And twits her huſband with his wants; 
Her ragged offspring all around, 
Like pigs, are wallowing on the — 3 
Impatient ever of controul, | 

She krows no order, but of ſoul ; | 
With buo'cs her litrer'd foor is ſpread, 
Ot nameleſs authors, never read, 

| Foul linen, petticoats, and lac: 

Ful up 4 intermediate ſpace · 
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Abroad, at viſitings, her tongue 

I» never till and always wrong; 

All meanings the defines away, 

And ſtands, with truth and ſenſe, at bay. 

It e' er ſhe meets a gentle heart, 

SkilPd in the houſewife's uſeful art, 
Wl.o makes her family her care, 

And builds cantentment”s temple there, 
She ſtarts at ſuch miſtakes in nature, 
And cries, Lord help us! what a n 
Mccliſſa, if the moral ſtrike, 

You'll find the fable not unlike. 

AN Owl, puff d up with ſelf-conceit, 

Lov'd learning better than his meat; 
Old manuſcripts he treaſur*d up, | 
And rummag d every grocer's ſhop; 
At paſtry-cooks was known to ply, 

And ſtrip, for ſcience, every pye. 
For modern poetry and wit, | 
He had read all that Blackmore writ ; 
So intimate with Curl was grown, 
His learned treaſures were his own ; 
To all his authors had acceſs, 

And ſometimes would correct the | 
In logic he acquir'd ſuch obo cop 5 
Vou'd ſwear him fellow of a college; 
Alike to every art, and ſcience, 
His daring genivs bid defiance, 


And ſwallow*d wiſdom, with that haſte, : 


That cits do cuſtards at a feaſt. 

Within the ſhelter of a wood, 

One ev ning, as he muſing ſtood, 

Hard by, upon a leafy ſpray, 

A Nightingale began his lay. | 
Sudden he ſtarts, with anger ſtung, 

And, ſcreeching, interrupts the ſong. 
Pert, buſy thing, thy airs give o'er, 

And let my contemplations ſoar. 
V hat is the muſic of thy voice, 


But jarring diiſonance, and noiſe ? 


Be wite. True harmony, thou It find, S 
Not in the throat, but in the mind; 

By empty chirping not attain'd, 
But by laborious ſtudy gain'd. 
Go read the authors Pope explodes, 
Fatizom the depth of Cibber's odes, 
With modern plays improve thy wit, 
Read all the learning Henley writ; 
And, it thou needs mult fing, fing then, 

And emulate the ways of men; | 
So thalt thou grow, like me, refin'd, 
And bring improvement to thy kind. 
Thou wretch, the little Warbler cry” 
Made up of ignorance, and pride, 
Aſk all the birds, and they'll declare. 
A greater blockhead wings not a:r. 
Read o'er thyſelt, thy talents dean. N 
Science was only meant for man | 

No uſeleſs authors me moleſt, 

1 mind the duties of my neft | 
With careful wing proteet my young, 
And chear their ev'nings with a forg. 
Thus, following nature, and her laws, 
From men, and birds I claim applauſe ; 
Whye, nurs'd in pedantry, and floth. 
An Qwl is worn d alike by both. 


"Y 


| * was the caution vain ; he ſaw _ 


0 


1 Juſt left his lady of a night, 


| 
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FABLE XIV. 
Tur SPARROW, any Tur DOVE. 


T was, as learn'd traditions ſay, 
Upon an April's blithſome day, 


Return'd, companion of the ſpring, 
And cheer'd the birds with am'rous heat 


Inſtructing little hearts to beat; 


A Sparrow, frolic, ps and young, 

flippant tongue, 

Like him, to follow new delight. | 
The youth, of many a conqueſt vain, 


| Flew off to ſeek the chirping train 


The chirping train he quickly found, 


| And with a ſaucy eaſe, bow'd round. 


For every ſhe his boſom burns, = 
And this, and that he wooes by turns ; 
And here a figlr, and there a bill, 

And here—thoſe eyes, ſo form'd to kill! 
And now, with ready tongue, he ſtrings 
Unmeaning, ſoft, reſiſtleſs things; 

With VOWS, and dem-me's kkill'd to woos 
As other fellows do. 


A Not that he thought this ſhort effay 


| A prologue needful to his playz 
No, truſt me, ſays our learned letter, 
He knew the virtuous ſex much better; 


I Bur theſe he held as ſpecious arts, 


To ſhew his own ſuperior parts, 
The form of decency to ſhield, 


4 And give a juſt pretence to yield. 


Thus finiſhing his courtly play, 
He mark'd the fav'rite of the day; 
With careleſs impudence drew near, 


And whiſper'd Hebrew in her ear; 


A hint, which like the maſon's ſign, 


4 The conſeious can alone divine. 


The flutt' ring nymph, expert at ſeigning, 


24 Cry*d, Sir !—-pray Sir, explain your m | 
| Go prate to thoſe, that may endure 


To me this rudeneſs I'll aſſure ye 


I Then off the glided, like a ſwallow, 


As faying—you gueſs where to follow. . 
To ſuch as krow the party ſet, 
*Tis needlef> to declare they met; 


The parſon's barn, as authors mention, [ 


Confefs'd the fair had apprehenſion. 


= Her honour there ſecure from ſtain, 


She held all farther —_ vey 


= Bur ruſh'd, licentious, on che joy. 


Hiſt, love | the male companion er. 
Retire a while ; I fear we're 12 5 


A Turtle, ruſtling in the firaw, ; 
ile o'er her callow brood ſhe hung, 
And fondly thus addreſs d her young. 

Ye tender objects of my care! 
Peace, peace, ye little helpleſs pair 
Aron he comes, your gentle fire, 
And brings you all your hearts require. 
Far us, his irfants, and his bride, 
For us with only love to guide, 
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Our lord affumes an  eagle's ſpeed, 
And like a lion, dares to bleed. 
Nor yet by wintry ſkies confin'd, 
He mounts upon the rudeſt wind, 
From danger tears the vital ſpoil, 
And with affection ſweetens toil. 
Ah ceaſe, too vent' rous! ceaſe to dare, 
In thine, our dearer ſafety ſpare ! 
From him, ye cruel falcons, ftray, 
And turn, ye fowlers, far away! 
Should I ſurvive to ſee the day, 
| That tears me from myſelf away, | 
"That cancels all that heav*n could give, 
The life, by which alone I live, 

Alas, how more than loſt were I, 
Who, in the thought, already die! 

Ye pow'rs, whom men, and birds obey, 

Great rulers of your creatures, ſay, 
_ Why mourning comes, by bliſs convey'd, 
And ev'n the ſweets of love allay'd ? 
Where grows enjoyment, tall, and fair, 
Around it twines entangling care; 
While fear for what our ſouls poſſeſs 
Enervates every pow'r to bleſs; 
Vet friendſhip forms the blifs above, 


And, life ! what art thou, without love? = 


Our hero, who had heard apart, 
Felt ſomething moving in his heart, 
But quickly, with diſdain, ſuppreſs'd 
The virtue, riſing in his breaſt ; 
And firſt he feign'd to laugh aloud, 


And next, approaching, ſmil'd and KY 


| » you muſt not think me rude z 
— Good-manners never can intrude; _ 
I vow II come through pure good- nature 
(Upon my foul a charming creature!) 
Are theſe the comforts of a wife ? 
This careful, cloiſter*d, mopeing life ? 
No doubt, that odious thing call d duty, 
Is a ſweet province for a beauty. 
Thau pretty ignorance ! thy will 
Is meaſur'd to thy want of ſkill ; 


That good old-faſhion'd dame, thy mother, 


Has taught thy infant years no 'other. 
The greateſt ill in the creation, 
Is ſure the want of education. 


But think ye tell me without feigning, ; 
| Have all theſe charms no farther meaning? 


Dame nature, if you don't forget her, 


Might teach your ladyſhip much better. 


For ſhame, rej ect this mean employment, 
Enter the world, and taſte enjoyment 3 
| Where time by circling bliſs we meaſure ; 
Beauty was form'd alone for pleaſure: 
; Come, prove the bleſſing, follow me, 
Kind Sir, reply'd our matron chaſte, 

Your zeal ſeems pretty much in haſte ; 

T own, the fondneſs to be bleſs'd | 

Is a deep thirſt in every breaſt; _ 

Ot bleſſings too I have my ſtore, 


Vet quarrel not, ſhould heav*n give more; 


Then prove the change to be expedient, 
And think me, Sir, your moſt obedient. 
Here turning, as to one inferior, | 
Dur gallant ſpoke, and ſmil'd ſuperior. 
_ Methinks to quit your boaſted ſtation 
Requires a world of heſitation ; 


r 


| 


. E No, no.““ 
| © What does the buſineſs full as well.” 
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Where brats, and bonds are held a bleffing, 


I The caſe, 1 doubt, is paſt redreſſing. 


Why, child, ſuppoſe the j Joys I mention, 
Were the mere fruits of my invention, 
You've cauſe ſufficient for your carriage, 
In flying from the curſe of marriage; 

That fly decoy, with vary'd ſnares, 

That takes your widgeon in by pairs 3 

Alike to huſband, and to wife, 

The cure of love, and bane of liſe; 


= The only method of forecaſting, 
| 


To make misfortune firm, and laſting ; 

The fin, by heav'n's peculiar ſentence, 

Unpardon'd through a life's repentance. 

It is the double make, that weds . 

A common t# to diffrent heads, 

That lead the carcaſs ſtill aſtray, 

By dragging each a diff rent way. 

Or all the ills, that may attend me, 

From marriage, mighty gods, defend me! 
Give Me trank nature's wild demeſne, 

And boundleſs tract of air ſerene, 


Where tancy, ever wing'd for change, 
| Delights to ſport, delights to range ; 


There, Liberty ! to thee is owing 

 Whate'er of bliſs is worth beſtowing; 

Delights, ſtill vary*d, and divine, 

Sweet goddeſs of the hills! are thine, 
What ſay you now, you pretty pink you ? 4 

Have I, for once, ſpoke reaſon, think you? 


| You take me now for no romancer— 
Come, never ſtudy for an anſwer ; 


Away, caſt every care behind ye, | 
And fly where joy alone thall find ye. 
Soft yet, return'd our female fencer, 
A queſtion more, or ſo-and then, Sir. 
| You've rally'd me with ſenſe exceeding, 
| With much fine wit, and better breeding; 
| But pray, Sir, how do you contrive it? 
Do thoſe of your world never wive it ? 
How then? „ Why, dare I tell, 


Do you ne'er love? An hour at leiſure.” 


| Have you no friendſhips? Ves, for pleaſure. WP. 


No care for little ones? “ We get em, 
The reſt the mothers mind, and let em. 
Thou wretch, rejoin'd the kindkag Dove, | 
vite loſt to life, as loſt to love 
nent er misfortune comes, how juſt ! 


I And come misfortune ſurely muſt ; 
In the dread ſeaſon of diſmay, 


In that, your hour of trial, ſay, | 
Who then ſhall prop your fmking heart ? ? 


| Who bear afflition's weightier part? 


Say, when the black-brow'd welkin bends, 
And winter's gloomy form impends, 
To mourning turns all tranſient cheer, 
And blaſts the melancholy year; 

For times, at no perſuaſion, ſtay, 

Nor vice can find perpetual May ; Yo 
Then where's that tongue, by folly fed, '_ 
That ſoul of pertneſs, whither fled ? | 
All ſhrunk within thy lonely neſt, 

Forlorn, abandon'd, and unbleſs d; 

No friend, by cordial bonds ally d, 

Shall ſeek thy cold, unſocial ſide; 

No chirping prattlers, to delight 


— [all tuin the long-enduring night ; 
| D 2 
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No bride her words of balm impart, 
And warm thee at her conſtant heart. 
Freedom, reſtrain'd by reaſon's force, 
Is as the ſun's unvarying courſe, 
Benignly active, ſweetly bright, 
Affording warmth, affording light; 
But torn from virtue's ſacred rules, 
Becomes a comet, gaz'd by fools, 
| Fore-boding cares, and ſtorms, and ſtrife, 
And fraught with all the plagues of life. 
| Thou fool! by union every creature 
Subfiſts, through univerſal nature; 
And this, to beings void of mind, 
Is wedlock, of a meaner kind. 
While womb'd in ſpace, primeval * 
A yet unfathion'd embryo lay, 
I he ſource of endleſs good above | 
Shot down his ſpark of kindling love; 
Touch'd by the all-enliv*ning flame, 
Then motion firſt exulting came; 
Each atom ſought its ſep'rate claſs, 
Through many a fair enamour'd maſs 3 
Love caſt the central charm around, 
And with cternal nuptials bound. 
Then form, and order o'er the ſky, | 
_ Firſt train'd their bridal pomp on high ; 
The ſun diſplay'd his orb to fight, 
And burnt with hymeneal light. 
Hence nature's virgin-womb concciv'd, 
And with the genial burden heav'd; 


Forth came tlie oak, her firſt-born heir, 


Ind ſcaPd the breathing fteep of air; 
Then infant ſtems, of various uſe, 
Imbib'd her ſoit, maternal juice; | 
The flow'rs, in early bloom diſclos'd, 
Upon her iragrant breaſt repos d; 
Within lier warm embraces grew 

A race of endleſs form, and le ; 3 
Then pcur'd her leſſer offspring round, 
And fondly cloath'd their parent ground. 
Nor here alone the virtue reign'd, 
By matter's cumb'ring form detain'd ; 
But thence, ſubliming, and refin'd, 

| Aſpir'd, and reach'd its kindred Mind. 
Caught in the fond, celeſtial fire, 
The Mind pcrceiv 4 unknown deſire, 
And now with kind effuſion flow'e, 
And now with cordial ardours glow'd, 
Peheld the ſympathetic fair, 

And lov'd its own reſemblance there; 
On all with circling radiance ſhone, 
But cent'rinz, ſix'd on one alone ; 


There claſp d the hcav'n- appoir. ted vile, | 


And doubled every joy of life. 
Here ever bleſſing, ever bleſs'd, 
Reſides this beauty of the breaſt ; 

As from his palace, here the god | 
Still beams effulgent bliſs abroad, 

Here gems his own eternal round, | 
The ring, by wich the world is bound, 
Here bids his ſeat of empire gro-, 

And builds his little heav'n below. 

Ihe bridal partners thus ally'd, 
And thus in ſweet accordance ty'd, 
One body, heart and ſpirit live, 
Enricld by every joy they give; 3 
Like echo, from her vocal hold, 
Rezurn's | in muſic tv = Hd, 
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Their union firm, and undecay'd, 

Nor time can ſhake, nor pow'r invade ; 
But as the ſtem, and ſcion ſtand, 
Ingraſted by a ſkilful hand, 

They check the tempeſt's wintry rage, 
And bloom and ſtrengthen into age. 


A thouſand amities unknown, 


And pow'rs, perceiv'd by love alone, 
Endearing looks, and chaſte deſire, 


| Fan, and ſupport the mutual fire, 


Whoſe flame, perpetual, as refin” d, 


_ | Is fed by an immortal mind. 


Nor yet the nuptial ſanction ends, 


Like Nile it opens, and deſcends, 


Which, by apparent windings led, 
We trace to its celeſtial head. 
The fire, firſt ſpringing from above, 


| Becomes the ſource of life, and love, 
And gives his filial heir to flow, 


In fondneſs down on ſons below : 

Thus roll d in one continu'd tide, 

To time's extremeſt verge they glide, 
While kindred ftreams, on either hand, 

Branch forth in bleſſings o'er the land. 


No kinſman on thy road rejoice, 


| | No ſiſter greet thy ent'ring voice, 


With partial eyes no parents ſee, 


| And bleſs their years reſtor'd in thee, 


ln age rejected, or declin'd, 
An alien, e'en among thy kind, 
The partner of thy ſcorn'd embrace | 


| Shall play the wanton in thy face, 


Each ſpark unplume thy little pride, 


All ſriendſhip fly thy faithleſs fide, 


Thy name ſhall like ti carcaſe rot, 


In fickneis ſpurn'd, in death forgot. 


All-giving power! great ſource of life? 


O hear the parent! hear the wife! 
{| Thar life, thou leadeſt from above, 
| Though little, make it large in love. 


O bid my feeling heart expand 


Iro every chm, on every hand; | 
] To thoſe, from whom my days I A | 


Jo theſe, in whom thoſe days renew 3 
To all my kin, kowever wide, 


In cordial warmth, as blood ally d; 
| To trienes, with ſteely ſetters twin ., 
Ard to the cruel, not unkind ! 


Put chief, the Jord of my deſire, : 


_- 1] My life, myſelf, my ſoul, my firc, 
| Friends, children, all that with can claim, 


Chaſte paſſion claip, and rapture name; 
O ſpare lim, ſparc him, gracious pow * 
O give him to my lateſt hour! 


| L-t me my length of life employ, 


To give my ſole enjoyment joy. 


His love, let mutual love excite, 


I Turn all my cares to his delight, 


And every needleſs blefiing ſpare, 
| Wheicin my darling wants 2 ſhare. 


Mien he with graceful action weores, 
And ſweetly bills, and fcnely ccocs, 
Ah! deck me, to his eyes alone, 
With charms attractive as his _ 


And in mv circling wings careſ,'d 


| ING all the lover to * bret. 


Thee, wretch ! no liſping babe ſhall name, 5 
No late- returning brother claim, 
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Then in cur chaſte, connubial bed, 
My boſom pillow'd for his head, | 
His eyes with bliſsful ſlumbers cloſe, 
And watch, with me, my lord's repoſe, 
Your peace around his temples wine, 
And love him with a love like mine. 
And, for I know his gen' rous flame, 
| Beyond what'er my ſex can claim, 
Me too to your protection take, 
And ſpare me for my huſband's ſake. 
Let one unruffled, calm delight 
The loving and belov d unite ; 
One pure deſire our boſoms warm, 
One will direct, one with inſorm; 
Through life, one mutual aid ſuſtain, 
In death, one peaceſul grave contain. 
While, ſwelling with the darling theme, 
Her accents pour'd an endleſs ſtream, 
The well-known wings a ſound impart, 
That reac!y'd her ear, and touch'd her heat ! 
Quick dropp'd the muſic of her tongue, 
And ſorth, with eager joy ſhe ſprung. 
As ſwiſt her ent'ring conſort flew, 
And plum'd, and kindled at the view; 
Their wings their ſouls embracing meet, 
Their hearts with anſw'ring meaſure beat; 
Half loſt in ſacred ſweets, and bleſs'd 
With raptures felt, but ne er expreſs d. 
Strait ro her humble roof ſhe led 
The partner of her ſpotleſs bed; 
Her young, a flutt' ring pair, arile, 
Their welcome ſparkling in their eyes; 
Tranſported, to their fire they bound, 
And hang with ſpeechleſs action — 
In pleaſure wrapt, the parents ſtand, 
And ſee their little wings expand; 
The fire, his life-ſuſtaining prize 
To each expecting bill applies, 
There fondly pours the wheaten ſpoil, 
With tranſport giv'n, though won with toil; 3 
While, all collected at the fight, | 
And filent through ſupreme delight, 
The fair high — n of bliſs beguiles, 
And on her lord, and infant ſmiles. 
I The Sparrow, whoſe attention hung 
VU pon the Dove's enchanting tongue, 
Of all his little Nights diſarm d, . 
And ſrom himſelf, by virtue, "charm" d, 
When now he favs, what only leem'd, 
A fi, ſo late a fable deem d, 
His ſoul to envy he reſign'd, 
Nis hours of folly to the wind, 
In ſccret with'd a turtle too, 
And fighing to hinſelf, withdrew. 


Tus FEMALE SEDUCERS. 
| 7 15 ſaid of widow, N and viſe, | 
; That honour is a woman's 1.1. 5 


| Unhappy ſez! who only claim 
being, in the breath of lame, 


Ne mor. Wit v 
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j Which, tainted, not the quick' ning gals 

That — Sabœæa's ſpicy vales, 

Nor all the healing ſweets reſtore, 

That oreathe along Arabia's ſhore. 
The trav'ler, if he chance to ſtray, 

May turn uncenſur'd to his way 

| Polluted ſtreams again are pure, 

And deepeſt wounds admit a cure; 

But woman ! no redemption knows, 

The wounds of kynour never cloſe. 

Though diſtant every hand to guide, 

| Nor ſkill'd on life's tempeſtucus tide, 

If once her feeble bark recede, 

Or deviate from the courſe decreed, 

In vain ſhe ſeeks the friendleſs ſhore, 

Her ſwiiter folly flies before; 

| The circling ports againſt her cloſe, 

And ſhut the wand'rer from repoſe ; 

Till, by conflicting waves oppreſs'd, 

Her found"ring pinnace ſinks to reit. 

Are there no off rings to atone 

For but a ſingle error ? None. 


| Though woman is avow'd, of old, 
| No daughter cf celeſtial mould, 
I | Her temp'ring not without allay, | 


And form'd but of the finer clay, 


| We challenge from the mortal dame 


The ftrength angelic natures claim; 


| | Nay more; for facred tories toll, 


That ev'n immortal angels fell. | 
Whatever fills the teeming ſphere | 1 0 


5 Of humid earth, and ambient air, 


With varying elements endu'd, 
Was form'd to fall, and riſe renew'd. 
The ftars no fix d duration know, 


| Wide oceans ebb, again to flow, 
| The moon repletes her waneing face, 
I All-heauteous, from her late diſgrace, 


And ſuns, that mourn approaghing nigh 
Retfulgent rite with new-born light. | 
In vain may death, and time ſubdue, 
While narure mints her race anew, 


| | And holds ſome vital ſpark apart, 


| Like virtue, hid in every heart 

| * Tis hence reviving warmth is ſeen, 
To cloath a naked world in green. 
No longer barr'd by winter's cold, 
Again the gates of life unſold; 


_ {| Again each inſect tries his wing, 


And lifts freth pinions on the ſpringz 
Again from every latent root 

"The bladed ſtem, and tendril ſhoot, 
| Exhaling incenſe to the ſkies, Rö; 


Again to periſh, and to rite. 


| And muſt weak woman then diſo n 

The change, to which a world is prone > 

In one meridian Erightnefs thine, 

And ne'er, like cv ning ſuns, decline? 

R-tolv*'d and firm alone ls this 

What we cemard of woman — ez. 
But ſhouid the ſpark of veſtal fue 


In ſome unguarded hour e pine 


Or ſhoulk! the niglitly thict ins Rf 0 
Heſpcria's ch: ute, and facred ſha! ie, 


— oe 


IOt all the hic oming ſpoil poitits'd, 


{ The dragon honour charnt'd to r it, 
Shall virtee's flame ro more returry ? 
zen füll. nde bum? 
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No more the! is at. i 
With 2 bloſſom Na. 
Pity may mourn, but not reſtore, | 
And woman falls, to riſe no more. 


WITHIN this ſublunary ſphere, 
A country lies no matter where ; 
The clime may readily be found 
By all, who tread poetic ground. 
A ſtream, call'd Life, acroſs it glides, 
And equally the land divides ; 


And here, of vice the province lies, 


And there, the hills of virtue rife. 

| Upon a mountain's airy ſtand, 
Whoſe ſummit look*d to either land, 

An ancient pair their dwelling choſe, 

As well for proſpect, as repoſe ; 

For mutual faith they long were fam d, 


And Temp' rance, and Religion, | nam d- 


A num 'rous progeny divine 
conſeſs d the honours of their line; 


But in a little daughter fair, 


Was center d more than half their care; 
For heav'n to her birth, | 
Gave ſigns of future joy to earth; 
White was the robe this infant wore, 
And Chaſtity the name ſhe bore. 

As now the maid in ſtature grew, 
| {A flow'r juſt op'ning to the view) | 
Ott through her native lawns the ſtray d. 
And wreſtling with the lambkins play'd; 
Her looks diffuſive ſweets bequeath d, 
The breeze grew purer as ſhe breath'd, 
The morn her radiant bluſh afſum'd, 
| The ſpring with exe fragrance bloom, 


And nature, yearly, took delight, *' 8 


Like her, to dreſs the world in white. 
But when her rifing form was ſeen 
Io reach the criſis of fifteen, 
Her parents up the mountain's head, 
With annizue — ted ; 


By turns they ſnatch'd her to their breaſt, 


And thus the fears of age expreſs*d. 

O © joyful cauſe of many a care! 
DO daughter, too divinely fair! 

Von world, on this important day, 

| Demands thee to a dangerous way; 

A painful journey, all muſt go, 
| Whoſe doubtful period none can know, 
— Whoſe due direction who can find, * 


Where Reaſon's mute, and Senſe is blind 


Ah, what unequal leaders theſe, 
Through ſuch a wide, perplexing maze! 
Then mark the warnings of the wiſe, 
And learn what love, and years adviſe. 

Par to the right thy proſpect bend, 
Where yonder tow' ring hills aſcend; 

Lo, there the arduous path's in view, 

Which Virtue, and her ſons purſue ! 

_ With toil o' er lefS'ning earth they riſe, 

And gain, and gain upon the ſkies. 

Narrow's the way her children tread, 

No walk, for pleaſure ſmoothly ſpread, 


But rough, and difficult, and ſteep, 


 Paintul to climb, and hard to keep. 
Fruits immature thoſe lands diſperſe, 
A food indelicate to ſeriſe, 


W 


Ne 


M 


And near the 
A gulph, black, fearful, and profound, 


1 And ſees with organs | 
| While, like the flumb'rer in the night, 
| Pleas'd with the ſhadowy dream ot lights | 


1 
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Of taſte unpleaſant; yet from thoſe 
Pure health, with cheertul vigour flows, 
And ſtrength, unfeeling of decay, 


Throughout the long, laborious way 


:—"n 


Hence, as they ſcale that heav'nly road, 


Each limb is lighten'd of its load; 


From earth refining ſtill they go, 


And leave the mortal weight below; 


Then ſpreads the ſtrait, the doubtful clears, 


5 And ſmooth the rugged path appears; 


For cuſtom turns fatigue to eaſe, 

And, taught by virtue, pain can pleaſe. 
At length, the toilſome journey o'er, 

„ celeſtial ſhore, 


Appears, of either world the bound, 
Through darkneſs, leading up to light: 


Senſe backwards ſhrinks, and ſhuns the fight; 


For there the tranſitory train, 


Of time, and form, and care, and pain. 
And matter's groſs, incumb'ring maſs, 
Man's late affociates, cannot pals, 


But ſinking, quit th* immortal charge, 
And leave the wand'ring foul at large; 
Lightly ſhe wings her obvious way, 
And mingles with eternal day. 

Thither, O! thither wing thy ſpeed, 
Though pleafure charm, or pain impede * 2 
To ſuch th” all- bounteous pow'r has giv' n. 
For preſent earth, a future heav'n; 

For trivial loſs, unmeaſur d gain, 


And endleſs bliſs, for tranſient pain. 


Then fear, ah? fear to tum thy fight, 


| Where yonder flow'ry fields invite; 


Wide on the leſt the path-way bends, 
And with pernicious eaſe deſcends; 
There ſweet to ſenſe, and fair to ſhow, 


1 New-planted Edens ſeem to blow, 
| Trees, that delicious poiſon bear, 


For death is vegetable there. 
Hence is the frame of health unbrac'd, 
Each finew ſlack ning at the taſte ; 
The foul to paſſion yields her throne, 
not her on; 


Before her alienated eyes | 
The ſcenes of fairy-land arife ; 


2 The puppet world's amuſing ſhow, | 
| Dipt in the gayly-colour'd bow; ; 


Scepters, and wreaths, and glitt'ring chings, 
The toys of infants, and of kings, 
That tempt, along the baneful plain, 

The idly wiſe, and lightly van, 


Till verging on the gulphy ſhore, 


Sudden they fink, and riſe no more. 
But liſt to what thy fates declare; 
Though thou art woman, frail as tair, 
If once thy ſlicing foot ſhould firay, 
Once quit yon heav*n-appointed way, 
— thee, loſt maid, for thee alone, | 
dor pray'rs thall plead, nor tears atone; 
pod 4 ſcorn, infamy, and hate, 


On thy returning ſteps ſhall wait, 


Thy form be loath'd by every eye, 
And every foot thy preſence fly. 
Thus arm'd with words of potent ſound, 


| Like guardian angels plac'd around, 


and ac Ms dC 
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A charm, by truth divinely caſt, 

Forward our young advent”rer paſs'd. 

Forth from her ſacred eye-lids ſent, 

Like morn, fore-running radiance went, 

While honour, hand-maid, late aſſign d, 

Upheld her lucid train behind. 
Awe-ſtruck, the much admiring crowd 

Betore the virgin viſion how'd, 

Gaz'd with an ever-new delight, 

And caught freſh virtues at the tight : 

For not of earth's unequal frame 

They deem'd the heav'n-com 

If matter, ſure the moſt refin'd, 

High wrought, and temper'd into mind, 

Some darling daughter of the day, | 

And body'd by her native ray. 

Where- e er ſhe „ thouſands bend, 
And thouſands, where ſhe moves, attend ; 
Her ways obſervant eyes confeſs, 

Her ſteps purſuing praiſes bleſs ; 
While to the elevated Maid 
Oblations, as to heav'n, are paid. 

Twas on an ever-blithſome day, 
Tae jovial birth of roſy May, 

When genial warmth, no more fuppreſ'd, 
New-melts the froſt in every breaſt, 

The cheek with ſecret fluſhing dyes, 

And looks kind things from chaſteſt eyes; 
The ſun with healthier viſage glows, 
Aſide his clouded kerchief throws, 

And dances up th” etherial plain, 

Where late he us'd to climb with pain, 
While Nature, as from bonds ſet free, 

Springs out, and gives a looſe to glee. 
And now, for momentary reſt, 
The Nymph her travel'd ſtep repreſs d, | 

_ Juſt turn'd to view the ſtag- attain'd, 
And glory'd in the height ſhe gain'd. | 

Qut-ſtretch'd before her wide ſurvey, 
The realms of ſweet ition lay, 
And pity touch'd her ſoul with woe, 

To fee a world fo loſt below; 
When ſtrait the breeze began to breathe 
Airs, gently waſted from beneath, Re 
That bore commiſſion'd witchcratt thence, 
And reach'd her ſympathy of ſenſe; 
No founds of diſcord, that diſcloſe 
A people ſunk, and loſt in woes, 

But as of preſent good poſſeſs d, 
The very triumph of the bleſs d. 
The Maid in wrapt attention hung, 


While thus approaching Sirens ſung. 


| Hither, faireſt, hither haſte, 
1 5 Brighteſt beauty, come and taſte 
What the pow'rs of bliſs unfold, 
Joys, too mighty to be told ; 
Taſte what extaſies they give, 
Dying raptures taſte, and live. 
In thy lap, diſdaining meaſure, 
Nature empties all her treaſure, 
Soſt deſires, that ſweetly languiſh, 
Fierce delights that riſe to anguith ; 
Faireſt, doſt thou yet delay? 
Brighteſt beauty, come away. 
Liſt not, hen the froward chide, 


* — and pride, 


* 


POEMS. 


Inarlers, to whoſe feeble ſenſe 

April funſhine is offence ; 

Age and envy will adviſe 

Evin againſt the joy they prize. 
Come, in pleaſure's balmy bowl 

Slake the thirſtings of thy ſoul, 

Till thy raptur d po rs are fainting. 

With enjoyment, paſt the painting 

Faireſt, doſt thou yet delay? 


Brightett beauty, come away. = 
So ſung the Sirens, as of yore, 


| Upon the falſe Auſonian ore; 


| And, O! for that preventing chain, 
That bound Ulyſſes on the main, 


That ſo our Fair-One might withſtand 
The covert ruin, now at hand. 


The ſong her charm'd attention drew, 


When now the tempters ſtood in view ; 


Curioſity with prying eyes, 
| And hands of buſy, bold empriſe ; 


Like Hermes, feather*d were her frets 

And, like fore-running fancy, fleet. 

By ſearch untaught, by toil untir*d,. 

To novelty ſhe ſtill aſpir'd, Et 

Taſteleſs of every good poſſeſs d, 

And but in expectation bleſs'd. | 
With her, aſſociate, Pleaſure came, 

Gay Pleaſure, frolic-loving dame, 


Her mien, all ſwimming in delight, 
Her beauties half reveal'd to fight ; 
| | Looſe flow'd her garments from the ground, 
$2 And caught the kiffing winds around. | 
As erſt Meduſa's looks were known 
To turn beholders into ſtone, 


A dire reverſion here they felt, 


I And in the eye of Pleaſure melt. 
I Her glance with ſweet perſuaſion charm'd, 


Unnerv' d the ſtrong, the ſteel'd diſarm'd ; 4 


| | No fafety ev'n the flying find, 
| Who vent'rous, look but once behind. 


Thus was the much-admiring Maid, 
While diſtant, more than half betray'd : 6. 
With ſmiles, and adulation bland, | 
They join'd her fide, and ſeiz'd her hand: 
Their touch envenom'd ſweets inflild, 
Her frame with new pulſations thrill'd, 


j While half conſenting, half denying, 


Reluctant now, and now complying, : 


8 Amidſt a war of hopes, and fears, 


Of trembling wiſhes, ſmiling tears, 


| 4 Still down, and down, the winning Pair 
I CompelF'd the ſtruggling, yielding Fair. 


As when ſome ſtately veſſel, bound 


| To bleſt Arabia's diſtant ground, 


Borne from her courſes, haply lights . 
Where Barca's flow'ry clime invites, 
Conceal'd around whoſe treach'rous land“, 


| Lurk the dire rock, and dangerous ſand ; 


The pilot warns with fail and bar, 
To ſhun the much-ſuſpeRed ſhore, 
In vain ; the tide, too ſubtly ſtrong, 
Still bears the wreſiling bark along, 


j *Till found'ring, the reigns to fate, Pe 
And ſinks o'erwhelm”e, with all her freights 


So baffling every bar to fin, 


| | And heaven's own pilot, plac'd within, 
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Along the devious, ſmooth deſcent, 
With pow'rs increaſing as they went, 

The Dames, accuſtom'd to ſubdue, 
As with a rapid current drew, | 
And o'er the fatal bounds convey d 
The loſt, the long-reluctant Maid. 

Here ſtop, ye fair-ones, and beware, 
Nor ſend your fond atfe&tions there; 

Yet, yet your darling, now deplor'd, 
May turn, to you, and heav'n, reſtor'd; 
Till then, with weeping honour wait, 
The ſervant of her better fate; 

With honour, left upon the ſhore, 

Her friend, and handmaid now no more; 
Nor, with the guilty world, upbraid 
The fortunes of a wretch, betray'd ; 

Put o'er her failing caſt the veil, | 
Rememb'ring, you yourſelves are frail. 
And now, trom all-enquiring light 

Faſt fled the conſcious ſhades of night z 

The Darnſel, from a ſhort repoſe, | 
Confounded at lier plight, aroſe. 1 a 
As when, with ſlumb'rous we oppreſs 7 
Some wealthy miſer ſinks to 8 
Where felons eye the glitt'ring prey, 

And ſteal his hoard of joys away; 
Hie, borne where golden Indus ſtreams, 
Of pearl, and quarry'd di'mond dreams, 
Like Midas, turns the glebe to ore, 
And ftands all wrapt amitdiit his ſtore, 
But wakers, naked, and deſpoil'd 

Of that, for which his years had toil' d. 

So far'd the Nymph, her treaſure ſiuwn, 

And turn'd, like Niobe, to ſtone; 
Within, without, obſcure, and void, 
She felt all ravag'd, all deſtroy d. 

And, O thou curs'd, inſidious coaſt! 

Are theſe the bleſſings thou canſt boaſt ? 
Theſe, virtue! theſe the joys they find, 
Who leave thy hrav'n-topt hills behind: 

Shade me, ye pines, ye caverns, hide, 
Te mountains, cover me, ſhe cry'd 
Her trumpet ſlander rals'd on hig gu, 
And told the tidings to the ſky ; 
Contempt diſcharg'd a living dart, 

A fide-long viper to her heart; 

Re proach breath*d poiſons o'cr her face, 
And ſoil'd, and blaſted every grace; 
Otficious came, her handmaid new, 

Still turn'd the mirror to her view; 
While thoſe, in crimes the deepett dy d. 
A 2proach'd, to whiten at her fide, 


And every lewd, inſulting dame 


Upon her folly roſe to fame. | | 
What ſhould ſhe do Attempt once mae 
To gain the late - deſerted ſhore? | 
So truſting, back the Mourner flew, 
As faſt the train of fiends purſue. 
Asain the farther ſhor-'s attain'd, 
Azain the land of virtue gain'd ; 
But echo gathers in the wind, 
And ſhows her inſſant ſo: s behind; 
 Amez*e, with headlong ipced the tends, 
Where late ſhe left a hoſt of friends: 
Als! thoſe ſhrinking friends decline, 
Nor longer that iorm divine; | 
With fear they mart. the following cry, 
An Bo the mY Trembler fl 5 
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As doom'd upon 
The breath of ſrailty muſt expire, 

The world diſſulve in living fire, 

I u The gems of heav'n, and ſolar flame 


| 
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Or back ward drive her on the coaſt, 
Where peace was wreck d, and honour Ibſt- 
From earth thus hoping aid in vain, 


To heav'n not daring to complain, 


No truce by hoſtile clamour giv'n, 


And from the face of friendſhip driv*n, 


The Nymph ſunk proſtrate on the ground, 
With all her weight of woes around. 
Enthron'd within a circling ſky, 


Upon a mount o'er mountains high, 


All radiant fate, as in a ſhrine, 

Virtue, firſt effluence divine; 

Far, far above the ſcenes of woe, 
That ſhut this cloud-wrapt world below ; 
Superior goddeſs, effence bright, 

Beauty of uncreated light, | 

Whom ſhould mortality ſurvey, 

a certain day, 


Be quench'd by her cternal beam, 
And nature, quick'ning in her eye, 


To rife a new-born phœnix, die. 


Hence, unreveal'd to mortal view, 


A veil around her form ſhe threw, 
Which three ſad fiſters of the ſhade, 


Pain, care, and melancholy, made. 
Through this her all-enquiring eye, 

Attentive from her ſtation high, 

Beheld, abandon'd to deſpair, 


| The ruins of her fav'rite Fair; 
And with a voice, whoſe awful ſound 
Appal'd the guilty world around, 


Bid the tumultuous winds be ill ; | 


To numbers bow) d each liſt'ning hill, 


Uncurl'd the ſurging of the main, 


| | And fmooth'd the thorny bed of pain; 


The golden harp of heav*n ſhe ſtrung, 
And thus the tunctul goddeſs * | 


Lovely Penitent, ariſe, | 
Come, and claim thy kindred les; : 
Come, thy ſiſter-angels ſay, 
Thou haſt wept thy ſtains away. 

Uu ct experience now decide, 
Tvrixt the good and evil try d.; 
In tlie ſmooth, enchanted ground, 
Say, untold the treaſures found. 
_ Strucuze, rais'd by mourning dreams, 
Sands, that trip the flitting ſtreams, 
Down, that anchors on the air, 
_ Clouds, tat paint their changes there. 
_ Seas, that fmoothly dimpling lie, 


. : While tlie orm impends on high, 
| Showing, in an obvious glaſs, 


Joys, that in poſſeſſion paſs; = 
Tranſien“, fickle, light, and gay, 
Flatt' ring, only to beta 
What, alas, can life contain! 
Life, like all! its circles, vain! 
Will the tork, intending reſt, 
On tie biliow build ker neſt ? 
Wul the bee demand his ftore 
droin the bleak, and bladeleſs ſhore 7 
Man alone, intent to ſtray, 
x Eve r tucus from wiſdom's way, 
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L4ys up wealth in foreign land, 
Sows the ſea, and plows the ſand. 
Soon this elemental mals, | 
Soon th" incumb'ring world ſhall paſs, 
Fo:m be wrapt in waſting fire, 
Time be ſpent, and life expire. 
Then, ye boaſted works of men, 
Where is your aſylum then? 
Sons of pleaſure, ſons of care, 
Tell me, mortaiz, tell me where? 
Gone, like traces on the deep, 
Like a ſcepter, graſp'd in cep, 
Des, exhal'd from morning glades, 
Melting ſnows, and gliding ſhades. 
Paſs the wol ld, and what” s behind? ? 
Virtue's gold, dy f ue refin'd; | 
From an univerſe aj av'd, 
From the wr ek of natvre ſav'd. 
Like the lite-'.: 2perung grain, 
Fruit of patience, and of pain, 
On the (wain' s autumnal day, 
Winno vd fromm the chatt away 
Little trembler, car no note, 
Thou hait plenteous crops in ſtore, 
See, by genial ſorrows io vn, 
More than all thy ſcorners own. 
What though hoſtile earth deſpiſe, 
_ Heav'n beholds with gentler eyes; 
Heav'n thy friendleſs ſteps ſhall guide, 
near thy hours, and guard thy fide. 
When the fatal trump ſhall ſound, 
When th* immortals pour around, 
Heav'n ſhall thy return atteſt. 
05 Hail d by myriads of the bleſs d. 
Little native of the ſkies, 
| Lovely penitent, ariſe, _ 
Calm thy boſom, clear thy brow, 
. Virtue is thy ſiſter now. 
More delightful are my woes, 
Than the rapture, pleaſure knows; 
_ Richer far the weeds I bring, 
Than the robes, that grace a king. 
On my wars, of ſhorteſt date, 
Crowns of endleſs triumphs wait; 
On my cares, a period bleſs'd; 
| On my toils, eternal reſt. . 
Tome, with virtue at thy fide, | 
| Come, be every bar dety'd, 
Till we gain our native ſhore; 
Siſter a n and t turn no more. 


FABLE XVl. 
LOVE ax» VANITY. 


HE breezy morning breath'd 8 


| The wak*ning flow'rs unveil'd their bloom, 
Up with the fun, from ſhort repoſe, _ 
Gay health, and luſty labour roſc, 
Tue milkmaid caroPd at her pal, 
And ihepherds whiſtled o'er the dale; 
When Love, who led a rural life, 
Remote tom huſtle, ſtate, and itrit/. 
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Forth from his thatch'd- roof cottage ftraz'd, 
And ftroll'd along the dewy glade. 
A Nymph, who lightly tript it by, 
To quick attention turn'd his eye; 
He mark'd the geſture of the Fair, 
Her ſeif-ſufficient grace, and air, 
Her ſteps, that mincing meant to pleaſe, 
Her ſtudy d negligence, and eaſe ; 


| And, curious to enquire what meant 


This thing of prettineſs, and paint, 


| Approaching ſpoxe, and bow'd obſervant 


'The Lady, thgitly „Sir, your ſervant. 
Such beauty in io rude a lace! 


- | Fair-one, you do the country grace: 


At court, no doubt, tne public care, 


| But Love has ſmall acquaintance there. 


Yes, Sir, reply'd the watt'ring Dame, 


This form confeffes whence it caine 3 
But dear variety, you know, 


Car make us pride, and pomp — 
My name is Vanity. I iway 

The uimott iſlands of the ſca; 
Within my court all honour centers, 
I raiſe the meaneſt ſoul that enters, 
Endow with latent gifts, and graces, 


And model fools for poſts and places. 


A3 Vanity appoints at pleaſure, 
The world receives its weight, and meaſure ; ; 
Hence all the grand concerns of life, 


2 Joys, cares, plagues, paiſions, peace and ſtrife. 


Reflect how far my pow'r prevails, 


| When I ſtep in, where nature fails, 
I Ant every breach of ſenſe repairing, 5 
| Am bounteous ſtill, where heav*n is ſparing. 


But chief in all their arts, and airs, 


= | Their playing, painting, pouts, and pray so 
{| Their various habits, ani complexions, 


Fits, frolics, foibles, and pertect ons, 


Their robeing, curling, and adorning, 


From noon to night, from night to morning, 
From fix to ſixty, tick, or ſound, 

I rule the female world around. 

Hold there a moment, Cupid cry 'd, 


| Nor boaſt dominion quite ſo wide; 


Was there no province to invade, 
But that by love, and merkne ſs * N 


I All other empire I retizn, 


| But be the ſphere of beauty mine. 
For in the duwny lawn or reit, 


That opens on a woman's breatt, 
Attended by my peacctul train, 


I chaſe to live, and cauſe ro reign. 
Far- ſiglued ſaith I bring along. 


And truth, above an army itr ong, 


And chaſlity, of icy mould, | 
Within the hurning tropics cole, Fete 
And owl; ness, to 'whoſe null brow. 
The pow'r and pride of nat. ons bow, 
And modeity, with downcait eye, 
"Flat lends rhe morn her Vir zin dye, 
And | Innocence, arrav'd in light, | 


And Honour, as a tor upright 3 


With ſwe-tly winning graces, more 


| Than puts ever d: reamt of yore, 


In vnaffeted conduct tree, 


All tmiiling fiſt:1:, three times three, 


| | And roiy peace, tlie cherub bic:s d, 


That nig! «7 lings 2s all to tet. 
E 
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Hence, from the bud of nature's 3 
From the firſt ſtep of infant time, 
Woman, the world 8 appointed light, 

Has ſkirted every ſhade with white ; 

Has ſtood for imitation high, 

To every heart, and every eye; 

From ancient deeds of fair renown, 

Has brought her bright memorials down ; 
To time affix'd perpetual youth, 

And form'd each tale of love and truth. 

Upon 2 new Promethean plan, 

She moulds the eſſence of a man, 
Tempers his maſs, his genius fires, 
And, as a better ſoul, inſpires. 

The rude ſhe ſoftens, warms the cold, 
Exalts the meek, and checks the bold, 
Calls floth from his ſupine repoſe, 
Within the coward's boſom glows, 

Of _ unplumes the lofty — 
| merit ſtand confeſs'd, | 

d ou coarſe metal from the mines, 
Collects, irradiates, and refines. 55 

The gentle ſcience, ſhe i : 
All manners ſmooths, informs all Rn ; | 
From her ſweetinfluence are felt | 
Paſſions that pleaſe, and thoughts that a 
To ſtormy rage ſhe bids controul, 

And inks ſerenely on the ſoul; 

Soitens Deucalion's flinty race, 

And tunes the warring world to peace. 
Thus arm'd to all that's light, and vain, 

And freed from thy fantaſtic chain, 

| She fills the ſphere, by heav'n aſſign'd, 

And rul'd by me, o'er-rules mankind. 
Hie ſpoke. The nymph impatient ſtood, 

And laughing, thus her ſpeech renew'd.. | 

And pray, Sir, may I be fo bold 
To hope your pretty tale is told ? 

And next demand, without a cavil, 

What new Utopia co you travel? _ 
Upon my word, theſe high-flown fancies 
Shew depth of learning—in romances. 
Why, what unfaſhion'd ſtuff you tell us, 
Of buckram dames, and tiptoe fellows! 
Go, child; and when you're grown — 


___ Yowll ſhoot your next opinion ſurer. 


O ſuch a pretty knack at painting! 
And all for ſoft*ning, and for ſainting ! 
_ Gueſs now, who can, a ſingle feature, 
Through the whole piece of female nature! 
Then mark! my looſer hand may fit 
15 n 
3 that woman, prone to changing, 
Through all the rounds of folly ranging, 
On life's uncertain ocean riding, 
No reaſon, rule, or rudder guiding, 
Is like the comet's wand' ring light, 
Eccentric, ominous, and bright, 
Trackleſs, and ſhifting as the wind, 
A ſea, whoſe fathom none can find, 
A moon, ſtill changing, and revolving, 
A riddle, paſt all human ſolving, 
A bliſs, a plague, a heav'n, a hell, 
4A — ſomething, which no man can tell. 
Now learn a ſecret from a friend, 
But keep your counſel, and attend. 


Thonæh in their tempers thought ſo diſtant, | 


Nor with their tae nor ſclves — 


— — c 
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Tis but the diff rence of a name, 


And every woman is the ſame. 

For as the world, however vary ' d, 

And through unnumber' d changes carry d, 

Of elemental modes, and forms, 

Clouds, meteors, colours, calms, and ſtorms, 
Though in a thouſand ſuits array d, 


Is of one ſubje& matter made; 


So, Sir, a woman's conſtitution, | 


| | The world's enigma, finds ſolution, 


And let her form be what you will, 


| I am the ſubje& eſſence ſtill. 


With the firſt ſpark of female ſenſe, 
The ſpeck of being, I commence, 


Within the womb make freſh advances, 


And diate future qualms, and fancies ; 
Thence in the growing form expand, 
With childhood travel hand in hand, 
And give a taſte to all their joys, 
In gewgaws, rattles, pomp, and noiſe. 
And now, familiar, and unaw*'d, 
I ſend the flutt ring ſoul abroad; 
Prais'd for her ſhape, her face, her mien, 


bj The little goddeſs, and the queen 


Takes at her infant ſhrine oblation, 


| And drinks ſweet draughts of adulation. 


Now blooming, tall, erect, and fair, 
To dreſs, becomes her darling care ; 
The realms of beauty then I bound, 


| I ſwell the hoop's enchanted round, 
Shrink in the waiſt's deſcending ſize, 
|] Heav'd in the ſnowy boſom, riſe, 


High on the floating lappet ſail, 


| [orcudin — kiſs the gale. 
5 DDr | 


And ſhow the lovely idol there, | 
Where, ſtruck as by divine emotion, 


She bows with moſt ſincere devotion, 5 
I And numb' ring every beauty o'er, 
In ſecret bids the world adore. 


Then all for parking, and parading, 


| Coquetting, dancing, maſquerading, 

For balls, plays, courts, and crowds what paſſion. ' 
I And churches, ſometimes—if the faſhion; 
I For woman's ſenſe of right, and wrong, 

Is ruPd by the almighty throng ; 


Still turns to each meander tame, 


I And ſwims the ſtraw of every ſtream. 
| Her ſoul intrinſic worth rejefts, 
I Accompliſh'd only in defects, 
I Such excellence is her ambition, 
_ | Folly, her wiſeſt acquiſition, 
_ | Andevn from pity, and diſdain, 
| She*ll cull ſome reaſon to be vain. | 
| Thus, Sir, from every form and feature, | 
The wealth, and wants of female nature, 
I And ev'n from vice, which you'd — 
I gather fewel to my fire, 
And on the very baſe of ſhame 
_ | Ere& my monument of fame. 


Let me another truth attempt, 


| Of which your godſhip has not dreamt. 


Thoſe ſhining virtues, which you TY 
Whence think you they derive their luſtre ? 
From native honour, and devotion ? 

O yes, a mighty likely notion | 
Truſt me, from titled dames to ſpinners, 
ai whoe'er makes ſinners; 


Then on I lead her with devotion 
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"Tis I inftru@ them to withdraw, 
And hold preſumptuous man in awe ; 
For temale worth, as I inſpire, 
In juſt degrees, ſtill mounts the higher, 
And virtue, ſo extremely nice, 
Demands long toil, and mighty price; 
Like Sampſon's Pillars, fix'd elate, 
I bear the ſex's tott"ring ſtate ; 
Sap theſe, and in a moment's ſpace, 
Down finks the fabric to its baſe. 
Alike from titles, and from toys, 
1 ſpring, the fount of female joys; 
In every widow, wife, and m, 
The ſole artificer of bliſs. 
For them each tropic I explore; 
I cleave the ſand of every ſhore; 
Lo them uniting Indias fail, 
Sabza breathes her farthett gale ; 
For them the bullion I refine, 
Dig ſenſe and Virtue from the mine, 
And from the bowels of invention, 
Spin out the various arts you mention. 
Nor bliſs alone my pow'rs beſtow, 
They hold the fov*reign balm of wor; 
Beyond the Stoic's boaſted art, 8 
I ſoothe the heavings of the heart; 
To pain give ſplendor, and relief, 
And gild the pallid face of grief. 
Alike the palace, and tlie plain 
Admit the glories of my reign; ; 
Through every age, in every nation, 
Taſte, talents, tempers, ſtate, and ſation, | 
 Whate'*er a woman fays, I ſay; 
Whate'er a woman ſpends, I Pay 3 
Alike I fill, and empty bags, 
Flutter in finery, and rags, 

With light coquets through folly r: range, 
And with the prude diſdain to change. 
And now you'd think, *rwixt you and I,. 
That things were ripe tor a repl /- 
But ſoft, and while I'm in the mood, 

Kinely permit me to conclude, 
Their utmoſt mazes to unravel, _ 

And touch the fartheſt ſtep they travel. 
When every plcaſure's run a- round, 
And folly tir'd through many a round ; 3 

The nymph, conceiving diſcontent hence, 
May ripen to an hour's repentance, 
And vapour, ſhed in pious moiſture, 
Diſmiſs her to a church, or cloyſter ; 


Conſpicuous in her dreſs, and —— 
| Inſpire the heav? nly-breathing air, 
| Roll up the lucid eye in pray 'r, 
Foſten the voice, and in the face 
Look melting harmony, and grace. 
Thus far extends my friendly pow r, 
Nor quits her in her lateſt hour; 
The couch of decent pain I ſpread, 
In form recline her languid head, 
Her thoughts I methodize in death, | 
And part rot, with her parting breath ; ; 
Then co I ſet, in order bright, 
A length of funeral pomp to fight, | 
The glitt"ring tapers, and attire, | 
The plumes, that whiten o'er her bier; 
And laſt, preſenting to her eye 
Angelic tineries on highs 


| 1 In 
The caſe vas ſhorr. 
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To ſcenes of painted bliſs I waft her, 
And form the heav'n ſhe hopes hercgiter. 
In truth, rejoin'd Love's gentle Gud, 
You've gone a tedious length of road, 
And ſtrange, in all the toilſome way, 
No houſe of kind refreſhment lay, 
No nymph, whoſe virtues might have — 
To hold her from her ſex exempted. 
For one, we'll never quarrel, man; 
Take her, and keep her, if you can; 
And plcas'd I yield to your petition, 
Since every fair, by ſuch permiſſion, 
{| Will hold hericlf the one ſelected, 


O, deaf to virtue, deaf to glory, 

1 To truths divinely vouch'd in ſtory ! 3 

| The Godhead in his zeal return'd, 

And kindling at her malice burn'd. 

| Then ſweetly rais'd his voice, and told 
Of heav'nly nymphs, rever'd of old; 
| Hypſipile, who ſav'd her fire; 
And Portia's love, approv'd by fire, 
Alike Penelope was quoted, 

Nor laurePd Daphne paſs* unnoted, 


| 25 ſo my ſyſtem ſtands protected. 


Nor Laodamia's fatal garter, | 
Nor fam'd Lucretia, honour's martyr, 


Alceſte's voluntary ſteel, 

And Catherine, ſmiling on the wheel. 
But who can hope to plant conviction 

Where cavil grows on contradiction? 

Some ſhe evades or diſavows, 


| Demurs to all, and none aliows ; 
IA kind of ancient things, call'd fables! 
| And thus the Goddeſs turn'd the tables. 


Now both in argument grew high, 


| | And choter flaſh'd from either eye; 
| Nor wonder each refus'd to yield 
Tue conqueſt of fo fair a field. 


When happily arriv'd in view _ 
| A Goddeſs, whom our grandames knew, 
Of af2e& grave, and ſober raite, 5 
Majeitic, awful, and ſedate, 


| As heav'n's autumnal eve ſerene, | 
When not a cloud ofercaſts the ſcene ; 
I once Prudence call'd, a matron fand, 


And in old Rome, Cornelia pam'd. 

Quick at a venture, both azree 
To leave their ſtrife to her decrie. | 
And now by each the facts were ſtated, 
form and manner as related, | 
They crav'd opin: ion, | 
Which held o'er females chief do minion? 


| When thus the Goddeſs, anſwering mild, 
| Firſt ſhook her gracious head, ard Imi d. f 


Alas, how willing to comply, 
Vet how unfit a judge am I! 
| In times oi golden Cate, t.s true, 
I ſhar'd the fickle ſex with you, . 
| But trom their preſence long precluded, 
Or held as one, wioſe form intruded, 
Full fitty annual ſuns can tell, | 
Prudence has bid the ſ-x farewell. - 
In this dilemma what to do, 
Or who to think of neither knew; 3 
For both, ſtill biaſs'd in opinion, 
And arrogant of ſole dominion, | 
| Were forc'd to hold the caſe compound ed, 
Or leave the N where they und 4 
2 
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When in the nick, a rural fair, 
Of ine: xperienc'd gaite, and air, 
Who ne'er had croſ d the neighb' ring lake, 
Nor ſeen the world heyond a wake, 
With camhbrick coif, and kerchicf clean, 
Tript lizhtly by them o'er the green. 
Nove, now ! cry'd Love's triumphant Child, 
Ant at approaching conqueſt ſmil'd, 
If Vanity will once be guided, 
Our diff'rence may be ſoon decided: 
| Behold yon wench; a fit occaſion 
To try your ſorce of gay perſuaſion. 
Go you, while I retire aloo., 
Go, put thoſe boaſted pow'rs to proof 3 
And if your prevalence of art 
Tranſcends my yet unerring dart, 
I give the fav'rite conteſt o'er, 
And ne*er will boaſt my empire more. 
At once, fo faid, and fo conſented ; 
And well our Godccfs ſeem'd contented 3 
Ner paufing, made a moment's ſtand, 
But tript, and took the girl in hand. 
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Mean while the Godhead, unalarm'd, 

As one to each occaſion arm'd, 
Forth from his quiver cull'd a dart, 
That erſt had wounded many a heart; 
Then, bending, Crew it to the head; 
The bow-ſtring twang'd, the arrow fled, 
And, to her ſecret ſoul addrefs'd, 
| Transfix' d tae whiteneſs of her breaſt. 
But here the Dame whoſe guardian care 
Had to a moment watch'd the fair, 
At once her pocket mirror drew, 
And held the wonder full in view; 
As quickly, rang'd in order bright, 


A thouſand beauties ruſh to fight ; 


A world of charms, till now unknown, 
A world, reveal'd to her alone: 
 Enraptur'd ſtancis the love-fick maid, 
Suſpended o'er the darling ſhade, 

Here only fixes to admire, 


MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


A 
HYMN To POVERTY. 


POVERTY ! thou ſource of "FIRE art, | 
Tiou great inſpirer of the poet's ſung! 
In vain Apollo dictates, and the Nine 
Attend in vain, urls thy mighty hand 
3 the tune ful lyre. Without thy aid 8 
"The canvas breathes no longer. Muſic's charms, 
Uninflucnc'd by thee, forget to pleaſe : | 
Thou g. v ſt thc organ fourd ; by thee the flute 
Breathes bat on; the W viel owns 
Thy pow*rful touch. The warbl::.g voice is thine: 
Thou g2v'|t to Nicolir.. every grace, = 
And every ciarm tc Farinelli's fong. 
By thee the jau yer plcads. The ſoldier's arm 
Is nerv*d by thee. Thy power the gown-man feels, 
And, urg'd by thec, unſolils heav*n's myſtic truths. 
Fs haught y fair, that ſwells with proud diſdain, 
Ard ſmiles at miſchiets, wich her eyes have made, 
Tiou 1umblent to ſubmit and bleſs mankind. 
Hail, Pow'r omnipotent ! Me uninvok'd 
Thou deign'ſt to viſit, far, alas! unfit 
bear thy awful preſence. O, retire! 
At biſtance let me view thee ; leſt too nigh, 
amn wad 


2 THE 
[Lover AND THE FRIEND. 


ti \ THOU, 8 


my hay I ſting, 

Of whom 1 ſpeak, and think, and ing 
Thou conſtant object of my joys, 

Whoſe ſweetneſs every wiſh employs ! 


| Thou deareſt of thy ſex attend, 


And hear the Lover and the Friend. 


| Fear not the poet's flatt' ring ſtain 1 
No idle praiſe my verſe ſhall ſtain 
The loviy numbers ſhall impart 

The ta.raful diftates of my heart, 


Nor humble modeſty offend, 


And part the Lover from the Friend. 


Not diſtant is the cruel day, . 
That tears me from my hopes away; 
Then frown not, faireſt, if I try 

To fieal the moiſture from your eye, 
Or force your heart a figh to ſend, 


| To mourn the Lover and the Friend. 


No perfect joy my life e er knew, 


| But when zvote fron lave and you 3 | 


Nor can I fear another pain 


Than your unkindnefs, or diſdain : 


Then let your looks their pity lend, 
| To cheer ts Lover andthe Fila, 


HFleal me with kinda, 
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Whole years I ſtrove againſt the flame, 
And tuf:r"d ils, that want a name; 
Vet (till the painful ſecret kept, 

And to myſelf in ſilence wept; 

Till grozm vaable to contena, 

I own'd the Lover and the Friend. 


I faw you ſtill. Your gen'rous heart 
In ali my forrow , bore a part; 
Yet wiile your eyes with pity glow'd, 
No worde of hope your tongue beſtow d, 
But mildly bid me ceaſe to hlend 
The name of Lover with the Friend. 


Sicx with defire, and mad with pain, 
1 ſeek for happineſs in vain : 
Thou lovely maid, to thee I cry, 
| or I die! 
PFrum ſad deſpair my ſoul deiend, 
And fix the Lover and the Friend, 


| 
| 
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Curs'd be all wealth that can deſtroy 
My utmoſt hope of earthly joy ! 
Thy gifts, O Fortune! I refign, 
Let her and poverty be mine! N 6 
And every year that life ſhall lend, | 
Suall bleſs the Lover and the Friend. 


In vain, alas! in vain I ſtrive 
To keep a dying hope alive; 
The laſt fad remedy remains, 
'Tis ablence that muſt heal my pains, 
Thy image from my boſom rend, 


And force the Lover from the Friend. 


Vain thought ! though ſeas between us roll, 


| Thy love is rooted in my ſoul; 


| The vital blood that warms my heart 
With thy idea muſt depart, 

And death's decifive ſtroke muſt end 
At once the Lover and the Friend. 


' SONG TAE FIRST. 
HUS I faid to my heart, in a pet t'other day, 
1 had rather be harg'd than go moping this 

Tay; 

No throbvings, no wiſhes your moments employ, 
But you fleep in my ticaſt without motion or joy. 
When Cloe perplex d me tas ſweeter by half, 
And at Thais's wiles I could often-times laugh ; 

Your burnings and akings I ſtrove not to cure, 

Ra armed a, and the other a whore. 


III. 


When I walk'd up the Mall, or ſtroil'd through the F And the kind one repair'd wiat the cruel deſtroy*d : | 


> TER ſtreet, 
Not a petticoat bruth'd me, but then you could 
Or if bang went the hoop azainſt corner or poſt, | 
In the _——_—_ round you were ſure to be loit. 


| | Iv. 

| ws Sams gors ns naidegd as ve, 

I. ke Adam, unfallen, you never perceive; 
Or the ſeat of delight if the tippet ſhould hide, 

Vou tempt not my fingers to draw it aſide. 


| V. | 
ls it caution, or dread, or the froſt of «la age, 
That inclines you with beauty no more to engage? 


Ten me quickly the cauſe, for it makes me yu i 
mad, 


| in he furmer's gay ſeaſon to ſee you fo fad. 


vi. 


| Have a care, quoth my heart, how you tempt me 


to ſtray; 


He that W ee muſt run a d—4 


G or hold cut with the fox, 


And, ſecure i in the chace, her purſuers ſhe mocks. | 


VII. 


-] Sar Cine 3 done e Bc. CO 
And beat to the muſic that breath*'d out her name; 
| Three ſummers flew over the caſtles 1 built, 

8 And beheld me a fool, and my goddeſs a Jilt. 


— , © 
Text Thais, the wanton, my wiſhes employ'd, 


Like Sliadrach, I liv'd in a furnace of fire, 


by my unlike * was ene 1 and 3 to 


| IX. 


| * | . once more, 1 — an pain, | 
I ͤAnd was Jiltec, and burnt, and bedevil'd again : 


Not a petticuat fring*d, or the heel of a ſhoe, 


| Ever rs you by day-light, but at it I flew. 


X. 


I Thus WY and wounded, and — to a coals 


For reſt I retreated again to be whole ; 

But your eyes, ever open, to lead me aſtray, 3 
Have beheld a new face, and IT 097: (was 
But 3 in 8 flames I may burn, 
Twill be folly ro aſk for, or wiſh my return: 
Neither Thais, nor Cloe, again ſhall inflame, 


But a nymph more provoking than all you can 


name, 
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XII. 

This faid, ann Wb flew ; 
O, Phillis ! theſe eyes ſaw him poſting to you 
Enſlav'd by your wit, he grows fond of his chain, 
And vows I ſhall never poſſeſs him again. | 


SONG ru SECOND. 
ende 

E ain, O ye winds, and attentive, ye a 

"Tis Phebe invites, and replies to my ſtrains ; 

The ſun never roſe on, ſearch all the world through, | 

28 fo dleſt, or 2 ihr ene © woe. | 


PZ ZE. 
_ Glide ſoftly, ye ſtreams, O ye nymphs, round me 
| throng, 
"Tis Collin commands, and attends to my ſong; 
Search all the world over, you never can find 
A maiden ſo bleſt, or a ſhepherd ſo kind. 


 BoTn. 
"Tis love, ke the ſun, that gives light to the year, 
Phe ſweeteſt of bleſſings that life can endear ; 
Our pleaſures it brightens, drives ſorrow away, 
Gives joy to the night, and enlivens the _ 


| CoL TIN. 
With Phebe beſide me, the ſeaſons how gay 


Then Winter's bleak months ſcem as 28 | 


May; 


7 | The Summer's gay verdure ſprings ſtill as ſhe treads, 1 
-"_ Hancts and E e | 
| "| The ruftic grown kind, by a kiſs old his mind, 


| PRT IRE. 
| When Collin i is abſent 'tis Winter all round, | 
Ho faint is the ſunſhine, how barren the ground ! | 


Inſtead of the linnet and nightingale's ſong, 


I ew the hon /c | 


= BoTH. 
*Tis love, like the ſun, &c | 
5 Cottin. 
Oer hill, dale and valley my Phebe and 1 
Together will wander, and love ſhall be hy: 
. Her Collin ſhall guard her ſafe all the long day, 
. And Phebe at night all his pains ſhall repay. | 
9 5 Punx. 
vy moonlight, RN 
His kiſſes ſhall chear me, his arm ſhall ſuſtain; 


PFF 
| Bor u. | 
*Tis love, like the fun, &c. 

|  Tenbkan 

Ye ſhepherds that wanton it over the plain, | 
How fleeting your tranſports, how laſting your 


| pain, 
| Tnconſtancy ſhun, and reward the kind the, | 
And learn to be happy of Phebe and me. 
| PxzBE. 


ve nymphs, who the pleaſures of love never try'd, | 


Attend to my ſtrains, and take me for your guide; 
| Your hearts keep from pride and inconſtancy free 
And learn to he happy of Collin and me. 


3 


| 


1 
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ova. 
"Tis love, like the ſun, that gives lizht to the year, 
The ſweeteſt of bleſſings that life can endear; 
Our pleaſures i it brightens, drives forrow away, 
Gives) joy to the night, and enlivens tue day. 


SONG vr THIRD. 
8 

S Phillis the gay, at the break of the day, 
Went forth to the meadows a maying, 


A hoon lay aſleep by a river ſo deep, 
That round i in meanders was ſtraying. 


II. 

| His boforn was bare, and for whiteneſs ſo rare, 

Her heart it was gone without warning, | 
With cheeks of ſuch hue, that the roſe wet with | 

dew, 
| Ne'er look'd half ſo freſh in a morning. 
| III. 

| She en the new hay, nd down by kim the ay, | 

Her wiſhes too warm for diſguiſing; 


She play'd with his eyes, till he walk'd in ſurprize, 


And bluſh'd like the fun at his rifing. 
IV. 


| the rag Nis 6 free, as he leant on his prong, 


And reſted her arm on his ſhoulder; | 
She preſs'd his coy check to her boſom ſo _— | 
And taught his two arms to infold her. 


And call d her his dear and his bleſſing: 
Together they ſtray d, and ſung, frolick'd, and 
{And what they did more theres no gueſng. 


"0 ONG x HE. | FOURTH. 


es H x. | 
Er "Es for pleaſure range the town, 
Or miters doat on golden guineas, 


The dark haunted grove I can trace without fear, > Let plenty ſenile, or forrune frown, 


This ous of hee: we er an Jr's 
SHE. | 


3 1 Let wanton maids indulge defire, 


How ſoon the fleeting pleaſure gone is? 1 
The joys of virtue never tire, 
FP 8. 


Bo ru. 


: Together let us ſport and play, 


And live in pleaſure where no fin is; 


The prieſt ſhall tie the knot to-day, 


And wedlock's bands make Johnny ws 
| H F. | 
Let roving ſwains young hearts invade, 
The pleaſure ends in ſhame and folly ; ; 


| So Willy woo'd, and then betray'd 


The poor, believing timple Molly. 


MOORE'S 


Sur. 
do Lucy lov'd, and lightly toy'd, 
And langh'd at harmleſs maids who marry ; 
But now the finds her thepierd cloy'd, 
And chides too late her faithleſs Harry. 


| WOT 
But we'll together ſport and play, 
And live in pleature where no fin is; 
The prieſt ſhall tie the knot to-day, 
And wedlock's bands make Johnny Jenny*s. 


H x. 
By cooling ſtreams our flocks we'll feed, 
And leave deceit to knaves and ninnies 3 
Or fondly ſtray where love ſhall lead, 
And every joy be mine and jenny s. 
| SHE. 
Let guilt the faithleſs hoſom fright, 
The conſtant heart is always bonny; 
Content, and peace, and ſweet delight = 
And love ſhall live with me and folinny. | 


_— {+ - 
Together ſill we'll ſport and play, 
And live in pleaſure where ro tin is; 
The prieſt ſhall tie the knot to- day, | 
And wedlock's bands make ROY ad 8. 


8 os G Tue FIFTH. 


I. 
TAND round, my brave boy with heart and. 
| with voice, 
And all in ſull chorus agree; | 
We'll fight for our king, and as loyally ang, 
| And let the world know we'll be free. 1 
Cuno us. 
The n ſhall fly, as with thouts we 4 nigh; 
: And echo ſhall victory ring 
Then ſafe from alarms, . 
: And chorus it, long ive the kung | 
II. 


7 Then commerce once more hall bring wealth to ou: 


ſhore, 

And plenty and peace bleſs the iſle; | 
The peaſant ſhall quatf off his bowl with a laugh, 
| Anq map the vwect ens of his toil. 
: enen. 
5 „ 
: Kind k love ſhall repay the fatigues of the 4 

| And melt us to ſofter alarms; | 
Coy Phillis ſhall burn at her ſoldier's return, | 
. blets the brave youth in her arms. 


8 CHoruUus. 

Tue rebels ſhall fly as with ſhouts we draw nigh, 
And echo ſhall victory ring 

Then ſafe from alarms, wr il = on our ams, 

Ard. Coeres it lang 1 llve the kE 
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SONG Tas SIXTH. 
= 
O make the vi kind; aud wy 2ap the honke 
| ſtill, 


You muſt be of her mind, let her ſay what ſhe will; 
In all that ſhe does you mult give her her way, 
* tell her ſhe's wrong, and you lead her attrag. 


CHORUS. 


| Then, huſbands, take care, of ſuſpicion heware, 


Your wives may be true, if you fancy they are; 
With confidence trutt them, and be not ſuch elves, 


As to make by 2 | 


_ 
Abroad all the day if ſhe chuſes to roam, 
Serm pleas'd with her abſence, the l ugh to core 

home; : 
The man ſhe likes beſt, and Jongs moſt to get at, 
Be 1ure to commend, and ine Il hate hins for char. 


ChHoave, 


| Then, huſbands, &c. 


III. 


| What virtues me has, you may ſafcly oppoſe, 


| Whatever her follics are, praiie her for thoſe ; 
Apolaud all her ſchemes that ſhe lays for a man, 
Foc accule her of vice, and ſhe'll fin if the can. 


CnoruUs. 


| Then, huſbands, take care, of ſuſpicion beware, 


{ Your wives may be true, if you tancy they are; 


| | With confidence truſt them, and he not ſuch elves, 


As to make by — — 5 horns & tor * 


SONG ris SEVENTH. 
BY | Dames. | 1 

TARK, lente o'er the plains low the merry 

bells ring, . 
| Aitleep while my charmer i is lad! | 
Te village is up, and the day on the wing, 
And FRO may yer die a maid. | 


as 19973 | 
: "Tis Wb yet day, and I cannot away, 
O, Damon, I'm young and atraid; 


To- morro, my dear, 1 l to church without _ - 


Bu. let me - r0-nigta lie a aid. 
| Damox. 


_ The hride-maids are met, and mamma's on Wa. ber, 


All, att my coy Ptullis upbraid; 


| come open the door, end deny me no more, 


Nor cry to 9 le longer a maid. 


| PHuILL1s. | 
| Dons ſhep * forbear, and to-morrow 1 3 
to-morrow ll not be afraid ; 


| Fu open the door, and deny you no more, 


Hi Nor cry to live longer a maid. 
DAMON. 


| | No, no, Phiilis, no, on that boſom of ſnow 


To-night tall your ſhepherd be laid; 


_ | By morning my dear zhall be cas'd of her fear, 


ny WE RFI a maid. 
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pus. 
Then open the door, twas before, 
His bliſs filly Damon delay'd ; 


To church let us go, and if there I fay no, 
O then let me die an old maid. 


rus EIGHTH. 
J. 


SONG 


T Jenny's my friend, my delight, and my E 


pride, 
I always have boaſted, and ſeek not to hide 


I dwell on her praiſes wherever 1 go, 
W e but I anſwer no, no 

II. 
At ev'ning oft-times with what pleaſure I ee | 
A note from her hand, I'll be with you at tea 
My heart how it bounds, when I hear her below : 
But ſay not "tis love, for I anſwer no, no. 


III. 

She ſings me a ſong, 8 

Again I cry, Jenny! ſweet Jenny, again! 

I kiſs her ſoft lips, as if there I could grow, 

And fear I'm in love, though 1 anfwer no, no. 

; , 

1 $he tells me her faults, as the fits on my knee, 
I chide her, and ſwear ſhe's an angel to me: 
My ſhoulder ſhe taps, and ſtill bids me think ſo; 
1 e N 


| Yor fol bo amy trans; 8 

I aſk not Her heart, but would conquer my own : 
Her boſom's ſoft peace ſhall I ſeek to o'erthrow, 
And wiſh to perſuade, 3 no? - 


VI. 
From beauty, and wit, and good-humour, ah! 


| why 

Should prudence adviſe, and compel me to fly ? 
Thy bounties, O Fortune! make haſte to beſtow, 
CEC WAEEERER® | 


7 OU tell me Pm handſome, I know not how 
of true, 
And eaſy, and chatty, and good-humour'd too : 
That my lips are as red as the roſe-bud in June, 
And my voice, like the nightingale” Sy weetly in 
| tune: 
All this has been told me by twenty beſore, 

| But he that would win me, muſt flatter me more. 
II. 
| If beauty from virtue receive no ſupply, 
Or prattle from prudence, how wanting am I! 


My eaſe and good-humour ſhort raptures will bring, 


And my voice, like the W know but a 
ſpring. 
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| 


| - 


POEMS. 


| For charms ſuch as theſe then, your praiſes give o er⸗ 
To love me for life, you muſt love me tor more. 


III. 
Then talk to me not of a ſhape or an air, 
For Cloe, the wanton, can rival me there : 
Tis virtue alone that makes beauty look gay, 
And brightens good-humour, as ſurſhir.- the day; 
For that if you love me, your flame ill all be true, 
And I in my turn, may be taught to love too. 


SONG ru b TENTH. 


: H * bleſt has my time been, what days have 1 


known, 
Since wedlock's ſoft bondage acl Jeſſe my own! 
So joyful my heart is, to eaſy my chain, 
That freedom is taſteicſs, and roving a om. 
II. 
| Through walks, grown with  woodbines, EQ oben 
we 


* 
Around us our boys and girls frolic and play; 


| How pleaſing their ſport is the wanton ones ſee, 


OY AO CERN ICIS: 
II. 


| To try her feet temper fometimes am I deen 
| In revels all day with the nymphs of the green; 


Though painful my abſence, my doubts ſhe beguiles, | 


And wares the =: night with compliance and ſmiles. | 


|; 


5 Wat though on her cheek the roſe loſes its hue, | 
| | Her eaſe and good-humour bloom all the year 


through 


I Time Kill as he flies brings increaſe to her truth, 
And gives to her mind 


* 
* | 


V. 


| Ye FRONT ſo gay, who make love to 8 
And cheat with falſe vows the too credulous e, 


In ſearch of true pleaſure how vainly you roam 


| E 2 home. | 


ARK! hark! ttis a voice from the tomb ! 
Come, Lucy, it cries, come ny i 3 


The grave of thy Collin has room, 


To reſt thee beſide his cold clay. 
I come, my dear ſhepherd, I come; 
Ye friends and companions, adieu YH 


| I haſte to my Coliin's dark home, 


' To die on his boſom ſo true. 
II. 


| All mournful the midnight bell rung, : 


When Lucy, fad Lucy, aroſe ; 
And forth to the green-turt the ſprung, 
Where Collin's pale aſhes repoſe. 
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All wet with the night's chilling dew, 
Her boſom embrac'd the cold ground, 
While ſtormy winds over her blew, 
And night-ravens croak'd all around. 
III. 
How long, my lov'd Collin, ſhe cry'd, 
How long muſt thy Lucy complain ? 
How long ſhall the grave my love hide ? 
Ho long ere it join us ? 
For thee thy fond ſhepherdeſs liv'd, 
With thee o'er the world would the fly, 
For thee has ſhe ſorrow'd and griev'd, 
— — Ul 


| IV. 
— Ann 

Thy Lucy was once to her ſwain ! 
Her face like the lily ſo fair, 

And eyes that gave light to the plain ! 
The ſhepherd that lov'd her is gone, . 
Y That face and thoſe eyes charm no more, 
And Lucy | 


| 63228 
Inflam'd all at once grew the air, | 
| And thunder ſhook dreadful the ground 
1 hear the kind call, and obey, 
On, Collin receive me, ſhe cry'd! 
Then breathing a groan o'er his clay, 
8 FP 


s ONG rar 


| vrtilla was brighteſt o of all the gay geen; 
But artfully wild, and affectediy coy, „ 


| Theſe hay honnties — her pride would defloy 
3 


By the flocks a he N wit the nymphs of the 


| 6 her to hear his ſoft tale; 


And return'd with — what ſhe heard with 


F But ny has wings and too o haftily flies, 


Now fighs in her turn for the bliſs ſhe denicd. 


| IV. 

No Nn me frolicks it wide o'er the plain, 
To kill with her coyneſs the languiſhing ſwain z 
_ $0 humbled her pride is, ſo ſoftened her mind, 


| Thar, 2 courted by . the to all a 4 


kind. 
E VOL. VII. 


ö 


And love unrewarded, ſoon ſickens and dies. 


The nymph cur'd by time of her folly and pride, | 


With maidens at midnight to ſigh, 
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SONG ras THIRTEENTH. 


- HEN Damon languiſh'd at my feet 
And I believ'd him true, 

The moments of delight how ſweet ! 
But ah ! how ſwift they flew ! 

The ſunny hill, the flow'ry vale ! 
The garden and the grove, 


Have echo'd to his ardent tale, 


And vows of endleſs love, 


II. 
The gain'd, he left his prize | 
He left her to complain ; 


To talk of joy with weeping eyes, 


And meaſure time by pain. 


| Bur heaven will take the mourner's part, 


In pity to deſpair ; 


And thelaſt Ggh that rends the hearty 


r 


— 


THE 
ve N; 
A ARX TATA 


RECITATIVE 


F rates ele tans wth 2 
The ſofteſt ſiſter of the cell; 


1 


2 | Kone font to hane's fo fiveet a ary 
I Or roll'd at maſs ſo bright an eye. 


TWELFTH. 


No wanton taint her boſom knew, 


Her hours in heav'nly viſion flew, 


Her knees were worn with midnight pray, 


| 220282888. lf 


AIR. 


| In hallow'd walks, and awful cells, 


Secluded from the light and vain, 


| The chaſte-ey'd maid with virtue dwells, 


The wanton's voice is heard not here, 
To heav'n the ſacred pile belongs; p | 


Each wall returns the whiſper'd pray r, 
Though fatal the paſſion, ſhe laugh'd at the bein, 1 ; 


And echoes but to holy ſongs. 
| RECITATIVE. 


| Alas, that pamper*d monks * dare 


. where ſainted veſtals are 

» Francis! Francis! well I weet 

T hoſe holy lcoks all are dece:t. = 
Wirth ſhame the muſe prolongs her tale, 


| The Prieſt was young, the Nun was trail, 
Devotion taulter'd on her tongue, | 
W Love tun 'd her voice, and thus ſhe ſung, 


. 
Alas, how deluded was I, 
To fancy delights as I did! 
_ 


And love, the ſweet paſſion, forbid 
.F. 
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O, father ! my follies forgive, 
And ſt. ll to abſolve me be nigh ; 
Your icfſonghave tauglit me to hee, 
Come teach me, O! teach me to die! 
To her arms in a rapture he ſprung, 
Her boſom, half-naked, met his; 
Tranſported in filence the hung, 
And melted away at each kiſs. 
Ah! father, expiring ſhe cry'd, 
Wirth rapture I yield up my breath! 
Ah, daugiiter ! he fondly reply*c, 
— The rightcous find comfort in death. 


A SERENATA: 
SET TO MUSIC BY DR. BOYCE. 
TA 3-5 

CHORUS. 
EHOLD, Jeruſalem, thy king, 
Whoſe praiſes all the nations me 
10 Solomon the Lord has givin 
All arts and wiſdom under heav*n : 
For him the tunetul virgin throng 
Of Zion's daughter's ſwell the ſong : 
_ While young and old their voices raiſe, 
And wake the echoes with his praiſe. 


RECITATIVE.. 
"a Sur. From the mountains, lo! he comes, 
Breathing from lus lips pertumes 
While zephy rs on his garments play, 
And ſweets tl.rough all the air convey. 


AIX. 

Tell me, lovely ſhepherd, where 

Thou teed*tt at noon tliy fleecy care? 
Direct me to the ſweet retreat, | 
That guards thee from the mid-day heat : 
Leit by the flocks 1 lonely ſtray, 
Without a guide, and loſe my way : 
Where rett, at noon, thy ble —_ care, 
Gentic thephere, tell me wre? 


ATR. 
Hr. Faireſt of the Virgin throng, 
Poult thou tek thy ſwain's abode ? 
Sec. von tertile vale along | 
he new-worn path the flocks how uod: 
Pu e the prints their tect have made, 
| Aug they mall guide tie to the ſhade. 


RECITATLIV E. | 
Sur. As the rich apple, on wldſe 3 
Rive tiuit with ſtreaky beauty glows, 
| Exce!s tue trees that ſhade the grove, 
So ines, Among lis lex, my love. 


| ATR. 
: Beneath his ample ſhade I lay, 
De tende from the ſultry day | 
_ H:s cool ns truit my thirſt afſuag'd, 
And quenct''d the fires that in me rag; 
Till ſated with the luſcious taſte, 
I ivic and bleſt the ſwect repait. 
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RECTITATIVE 
Hr. Who quits the lily's fleecy white, 
To fix on meaner flow*rs the fight ? 


Or leaves the roſe's ſtem untorn, 


To crop the hloffom from the thorn ? 
Unrival'd thus thy beauties are; 


So ſhines my love among the fair. 


AIX. 


Balmy ſweetneſs, ever flowing, 


From her dropping lips diſtills; 


I Flowers on her cheeks are blowing, 


And her voice with muſic thrills. 


Zephyrs v'er the ſpices flying, 


Waiting ſweets from cvery tree, 


] Sick'ning ſenſe with ocours cloy ing, 


JC 


Breathe not half ſo ſweet as ſne. 


> EECITATIVE 
Sux. Let not my prince his ſlave deſpiſe, 


Or paſs me with unheeding eyes, 

| Becauſe the ſun's diſcolouring rays 

| Have chac'd the lily from my face. 
| My envious ſiſters ſaw my bloom, 


And drove me from my mother's home; 
Unſnelter'd all the ſcorching day 


They made me in their vineyard ſtay. 


| AIR. 
Ah ſimple me! my own, more dear, 
My own, alas; was not my care: 


Inv ading love the fences broke, 

I And tore the cluſters from the ſtock. 
| With eager graſp the fruit deftroy'd, 

1 Nor reſted, till the ravage 1 


Ur. Fair and comely i is my love, 


| | And ſoſter than the blue-ey*d dove; 


Down her neck the wanton locks 


| Bound like the kids on Gilead's rocks; 
Her teeth like flocks in beauty ſeem, 


New ſhorn, and dropping from the ſtream 3 7 
Her glowing lips by far outvie 


|| The plaited threads of ſcarlet dye z 
 Whenc'er ſhe ſpeaks the accents wound, 
_ | And muſic floats upon the found. 1 


RECITATIVE. 


And every ſenſe within me dies. 
AIR. 


o fill with cooling Juice the bowl! 
I Affuage the fever in my ſoul ! 


With copious draughts my thirſt remove, 


2] And ſooch the e | 


RECITATIVE. 


He. The chearful ſpring begins ways ; 
|] Ariſe, my fair-one, come away! | | 
RECITATI v E. 35 

Su x. Sweet muſic ſteals along the ai 
Hark! my beloved's voice I hear! 


| n. Forbear, O charming ſwain, forbear ? 
| Thy voice enchants my liſtꝰ' ning ear; 
And while I gaze my boſom glows, 

My flutt'ring heart with love o'erflows. 
| The ſhades of night hang o'er my _ 
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AIR. 

He. Ariſe, my fair, and come away, 
The chearful ſpring begins to-day : 
Bleak winter's gone with all his train 
Ot chilling troits, and dropping rain. 
Amidtt the verdurt ot the mead 
The primroſe liits her velvet head: 
The warhling birds, the woods among, 
Salute the ſcaſon with a ſong: 

The coo.ng turtle in the grove 
Rencws his tender tale ot love: 

The vines their iniant tendrils ſhoot : 
The fig-trce bends with early fruit: 
All welcome in the genial ray : 

Ariſe, my fair, and come away ! 


| CHORUS. 
All welcome in the gen.al ray, 
Ariſe, O fair-one, come away 
„ 
Together let us range the fields, 
Impearled with the morning dew ; 
Or view the fruits the vincyard yields, 
Or the apple's cluſt' ring bough : 
There in cloſe-embower*d ſhades, 
lmpervious to the noon-tide ray, 
By tinkling rills, on roſy beds, 
We'll love the ſultry hours away. 
2 RECITATI YE. 
| Hz. How lovely art thou to the fight, 
For pleaſure form'd, and fiveet delight! 
Tall as the palm-tree i is thy 1hape, 
| Thy breaits are like the cluſt' ring grape. 


„„ i * 
Let me, 1 thy bole aſcending, 
On the ſwelling cluſters iced : 
With my graſp the vine-trec bending, 
In ray cloſe embrace ſhall bleed. 
Stay me with delicious kitſcs, 
From thy honey-dropping mouth ; 
Swee ter than the ſummer breezes 
Blowing from the genial ſouth. | 


| RECEIET ATI v . 
sur. O that a ſiſter's ſpecious name 
Concral'd from prying eyes my flame! 
Uancenur'd then I'd own my love, 
And chaſt-ſt virgins ſhould approve ; 

Then fearieſs to my mother's bed 
My ſeeming brothcr would I la-: 
Sott tranſports ſhould the hours employ, 
Ana che deceit mould crown tue Joy. 

„„ 7 S | 

Soft 1 ww you, by the fawns 
That bound acrofs the flov-'ry lawns, 
Te virgins, tat ye lightly move, | 
Nor with your wiuſpers wake my love! 


5 RECITATIVE. 

He. My fairs a garden of deligit, 
Enclor'd and hid from vulgar fight ; 5 
Where ſtreams from hubbling tountains ſtray, 
And roſes deck the verdant way. 
| AIR. 

Softly ariſe, O ſouthern breeze ! 
And kindly fan the blooming trees 3 
Upon my ſpicy garden blow, 

That ſv-cews from every part may flow. 


TY 


: * ü 


1 
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CHORUS. 
ve ſouthern breczes, yently blow, 


| That iweets from every part may flow. 


P AR T IT 
AIR. 
| Hs. Ariſe, my fair, the doors unfold, 
Receive me ſhivering with the cold. 
REECE ATIVELE 


Sunk. My heart amidit my flumbers wales, | 
And tells me my beloved ſpcaks. 


3 
Hz. Ariſe, my fair, the doors unfold, 
| Receive me, ſhivering with the cold: 
The chill-drops hang upon my head, 
And night's cold deves my cheeks o *erfpread : : 
Receive me, dropping, to thy breaſt, | 
And lull me in thy arms to reſt. | 


ECRATATIV E. 
Suk. Obechent to thy voice I hie; 


| 


Ie willing doors wide open fly. 


| AIR. | 
whither, whither art thou gone? 
Whierc is my lovely wand'rer flown ? 
| Ye blooming virgins, as you rove, 
It chance you met my ſtraying love, 


1 1 charge you tell him how I mourn, 


And pant, and die for his return. | 

| CHORUS or Vircins. 
Who is thy love, O charming maid ! 5 
That rom thy arms fo late has ſtray d? 


Say what diſtinguiſh'd charms adorn, 
I And finiſh out his radiant form? _ 


| . 8 
Sur. On his face the vernal roſe, 


| Blen. td Witil the lilly, glows ; 3 
His locis are as the raven black, 
| In ringlets waving down his hack 


His eyes w:th mil: der heauties beam, 
Ti bling doves befide the ſtream 3 
Hs your: ful che2ks are beds of flowers, 
Enripen'd by refreſhing ſhoww'rs 3 

| His lips are of tlie roſc's hue, 


] Dropping with a fra rant dew; 


Tall as the cedar lie appcars, 
| And as erect his forma he brars. 


Ius, O ye Virgit: 87 is Tae ſwan, 
_ | Whoſe abſence cauſes all my pain. 


RECITATIVE | 
He. Sweet ny mph. whom ruddier clarms adorn, 
Than open with ti roſy morn ; = 
Fair as the moon's uncloucted 1, cht, 
And as the ſun in ſ>lendour hrigit; 
Thy beauties daz: from a-far, 


[Like glitt'ring arns that sid the war. 1 


R E C, in 

Su x. O take me! ſtump me on tay breaſt! 
Dec let tne image be impreſt | 
For love, like arm'd death, is ſtrong, 

Rudely he drags his flaves along: 

It once to jealouſy he turns, 

Wich never-dying rage lie burns. 

| F 2 | 
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VET. 

Thou ſoft invader of the ſoul ! 

O love, who ſhall thy pow'r controul ! 

To quench thy fires whole rivers drain, 

Thy burning heat ſhall ſtill remain.” 

In vain we trace the globe to try, 

If pow'rful gold thy joys can buy: 

e 

Too poor a bribe to 
C 
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T © 
„ 
SPOKEN BY MR. WOODW ARD | 
| IN THE CHARACTER OF A CRITIC, WITH A 
|  CATCALL IN HIS HAND.  _ 
RE you all ready ? Here's your mufick 

'* 
Author, ſneak off, we'll tickle you, my dear. 
I The fellow ſtopped me in a helliſh fright — 
| ny fir, fays he, muſt I be damn'd to-night? 


— 
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Damn'd ! —4 friend Don't hope for our com - 


Zounds, fir '—a ſecond play's downright defiance. 
Tho? once, poor rogue, we pitied your condition, 
Here's the true reci repetition. 

Well, fir, ſays he, een as you pleaſe, ſo then 
Pl never trouble you with plays again 

But harkee, „ fays J. 
Pon honour. Then we'll d.mn you, let me die. 
Sha'n't we, my Bucks ? Let's take him at his 


word 
enn he'll write a third. | 
The man wants money, I ſuppoſe—but mind ye 
: N 
A plea, his wants to our 
As if we Bloods had bowels for a bard! 
Beſides, what men of ſpirit, now-a- days, 


| Come to give ſober judgments of new plays? 


It argues ſome good-nature to be quiet 


| Good-nature ! Ay—but then we loſe a riot. 
The ſcribbling fool may beg and make a fuſs, 


"Tis death to him What then ?—"Tis ſport to us. 
[Or mind me fir off map for and jokes, 
The bard may find us Bloods good-natur'd folks; 
Not crabbed critics—toes to riſing merit 
Write but with fire—and we'll applaud with ſpirits 


| Our author aims at no diſhoneſt ends, 


He knows no enemies, and boaſts ſome friends ; 
He takes no methods down your throats to cram it ʒ 
PIN ſave it ; — nc | 


| nnd or ooze! 5 ron. 


THE 


POEMS OF MR. CAWTHORN. 


MISS 
OF HORSEMANDEN, 


HEN W.t and Science trimm*d their wither” a] 
bays, 


, 


IN KENT. 


5 At Petrarch's voice, and beam'd with half their | 


rays. 


Some heav*n-born genius, panting to explore 

The ſcenes oblivion wiſh'd to live no more, 

Found Aoelard in zricf's ſad pomp array*d, 

And call'd the melting mourner from the ſhade. 

Touch'd by his woes, and kindling at his rage, 
Admiring nations glow*d from age to age; | 
From age to age the ſoſt infection ran, 

Taught to lament the hermit in the man 
Pride dropt her creſt, Ambition learn'd to fighs 
And dove-like pity ſtream'd i in every eye. 


Sick of the wortd's applauſe, yet ſond to warm „ 


Each maid that knows with Eloiſe to charm, 
He aſks of verſe to aid his native nre, 

| Refines, and wildly lives along the lyre ; 

Bids all his various paſſions throb anew, 

And hopes, my fair, to ſteal a tear from you. 
O O bleſt with temper, bleſt with ſkill to pour 
_ Life's ev*ry comfort on each ſocial hour; 
Chaſte as thy bluthes, gentle as thy mien, 
Too grave for tolly, and too gay for ſplecn 3 
Indulg'd to win, to ſoften, to inſpire, | 
To melt with muſic, and with wit to fire; 

To blend, as judgment tells thee how to pleaſe, 
Wiſdom with ſmiles, and majeſty with eaſe 5 
Alke to virtue as the Graces known, | 
And proud to love all merit but thy own ! 
| Theſe are thy honours, theſe will charms ſupply, 
When thoſe dear ſuns ſhall ſet in either eye; 
While She, who, fond of drefs, of paint, and place, 
Aims but to be a goddeſs in the face; 
Born all thy ſex illumines to deſpiſe, 
Too mad for thought, too pretty to be wiſe, 
Haunts for a year fantaftically vain, 

With half our Fribbles dying in her train; 
Then finks, as beauty fades and paſſion cools, 
va Ges coxcombs, MEETINGS fools. 
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ABELARD Too ELOISA. 
FIRST PUBLISHED 1747. 
a KG SEW T. 


| 4belard and Eloiſa flouriſhed in the twelfth c 


they were tw) of the moſt diſtinguiſied ps 7 | 
their age in learning and beauty, brt for nothing 
_ famzus than for their unfortunate paſſian. After 
2 courſe of calamities, they retired each to a ſe- 
convent, and conſecrated the remainder of their 
dey to reli gian. It was many years after this ſepa- 
ration that a letter of Abelara"s to a friend, which 
contained the hiftory of his misfortunes, fell into tie 
hands of Elciſa : this occajirned thoſe celebrated letters 

out of which — foilowing is 

| which give ſo lively a picture of the ftruggles 

_ Grace and Hate Fire ard Paſſion. f 
MR. POPE. 


n . this e pain, | 

That wings my pulſe, and ſhoots from vein | 
to ven?! | 5 
What mean, regardleſs of yon midnight bell, 

Theſe earthborn vifions ſaddening o'er my cell! 


4 What ſtrange ditorder prompts theſe thoughts wo. 
glow, 


* dsds to murmur, and theſe tears to flow ? 
"Tis the, tis Eloiſa's form reſtor d, 


Once a pure faint, and more than ſaints ador'd : | 
Size comes in all her killing charms confeſs'd, 


| Glares thro? the gloom, and pours upon my breaſt, 
araclete 


Bids heaven's bright guard from P removes 
And drags me back to miſery and love. 
Enjoy thy triumphs, dear illuſion ! ſee 


| | This fad apoſtate from his God to thee ; 


See at thy call, my guilty warmths return, 
Flame thro” my blood, and ſteal me from my urn. 
Yet, yet, frail Abelard ! one effort try, | 
Ere the laſt tingering ſpark of virtue die; 

The deadly charming ſorcereſs controul, 


And, ſpite of nature, tear her from thy ſoul. 


Long has that ſoul, in theſe unſocial woods, 


| Where anguiſh muſes, and where ſorrow broods; 


From love's wild viſionary wiſhes ſtray*d, 
And ſought to loſe thy beauties in the ſhade. 


Faith dropp'd a ſmile, devotion lent her fire, - 


Woke the keen pang, and ſanctiſied defire ; 
Led me enraptur'd to the bleſt abode, 


And taught my heart to glow with all its God. 


tly extracted) ED 


| And the graſp'd vengeance only waits his rod.” 
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But, O! how weak fiir faith and virtue prove 
When Eloifa melts away in love! 
When her tond ſoul, impatſion' d, rapt, unveii'd, 
No joy ſorgotter, and no with conc: al q, 
Flows thro her pen as inſant- ſottneſs fee, 
And fierccly ſprings in ecitacies to me 
Ye heav'ys ! as walking in yon ſacfed fane, 
With every ſcraph warm in every vein, 

uſt as remorſe had rous'd an aching ſigh, 
And my torn ſou! hung crembling in my eye, 
In that kind hour tliy {:tal letter came, 
I ſaw, Izaz'd, I thiver'd at the name 
The conſcious lamps at once forgot to ſhine, 
Prophetic tremor's ſhouk the hallow'd ſhrine; 
Prieſts, cenſers, ahats from thy genius fled, 

And heav'n itſelf ſhut on me while I read. | 
Dear ſmiling miſcluef; art thou ſtil] the ſame, 
The ſtill pale victim of too ſoft a flame ? | 
Warm as when firſt, with more than mortal ſhine, 

Each melting eyc-bail mix'd thy foul wit': mine? 

Have not tliy tears, for ever taught to flow, 

The glooms of abſence, and the pangs of woe, 

The pomp oi ſacrifice, the whilper'd tale, 

The dreadful vo yet hovꝰ ring o' er thy veil, 

Drove this bewitchins tondnets from thy breaſt, | 

Curb'd the looſe with, and ſorm'd each pulſe to 
reſt * 

And canſt thou ſtill, til! bend the uppliant knee 
To love's dread ſhrine, and weep and fiyit for ric ? 
Then take me, take me, lock me in thy arms, 
Spring to my lips, and give me all thy charms. 
 No—fly me, fly me, ſpread th* impatient tail, 
Steal tlie lark's wing, and mount the ſwiſteſt gale ; ; 
Skim the vaſt ocean, freeze beneath the pole, 
Renounce me, curſe me, root me from thy ſoul; 
Fly, fly, for juſtice bears the arm of God, 


Are theſe thy wiſhes? can they thus aſpire? 
Docs phrenzy form them, or does grace inſpirc? 
Can Abelard, in !wrr;canes of zeal, 
Ee tray his heart, and teach tlice not to feel? 
Teach thy enamour' d tpirit to difovn | 
Each human warnith, and chill tice into ſtone 7 ? 
Ah! rather kt my tendcreft accents move 
The 1; wild accents of unholy low; 
On ti:at dear toſom tr-mbling let rae lie, 
Pour out my foul, and in fierce raptures die, 
 Rvuſe ali my paſſions, act my Jo; new. 
Farewell, ye cells! ve martyr'd ſaints! adicu! 
Sep, cor ſclerce! ! lleep, cacti awtul — be 
drown'd, 
And ſeven-told darkneſs veil the feene around. 
What mear's this pauſe, this agonizing tart, 
_ Flris 2l:mpfe of heav'n quick ruthing Ugo? my 
5 heart? | 
' Methint:s I fee a radiant croſs diſſ ty Ants | 
A wounded Saviour bleeds along tie the'te ; 
Around th* expiring Cod briglit angels fly, 
Swell the loud hymn, and open all the 1K. 
O fave me, fave me, ere the thupders rol, 
And hell's black caverns twallow up my ſoul. 
Return, ye hours! when, eniltlets of a ſtain, 
My ftrong-lum'” < ger.ius throbb*d in every vein ; 
Win, amd wich all the Egyptian fanes inſpir 'd, 
All Zz. t s ty aten, and all Rome acnur'd ; 3 
M, wn wn full mer. d. an ſhope, 
Pac rival LUlull. ing, and each heart my own. 


5 * 


Return, ye ſcenes — Ah, no, from fancy fly, 
On time” ſtreten'd wing, till each: idca die, 
Eternal fly; ſinct all that learning gave, 
Too weak to conquer, and too tond to ſave, 
To love's foit empire every wiſh hetray*d, 
And lett my laurels witl”ring in the ſhade. 
Let me forget that, while deceitful fame 
Graf d her (&..ll trump, and filPd it with my name, 
Thy ftrongen charms, impower*d by heav'n to move 
| Eac!i faint, each hleſt inſenfible to love, 
At once my ſoul ſrom bright ambition won, 
I hugz'd the dart, I wiſh'd to he undone : \ 
No more pale ſcience durſt my thoughts engage, 
Inſipid dulneſs hung on every pare 3 
The midr.ight-lLamp no mc'e enjoy'd its blaze, 
No more my ſpirit flew from maze to maze : 
Thy glances bacle pluloſophy reſign 
Her tu one to thee, and every ſenſe was thine. 
But what could all the froſts of wiſdom do, 
Oppo,'d to beauty, when it melts in you ? 


| Since theſe dark, cheerleſs, ſolitary caves, 


 Death-breatiiung woods, and daily-opening graves, 


| Misſhapen rocks, wid images of woe, 


For ever howling to the deeps below 3 
Ungenial deferts, where no vernal ſhow'r 


flow”r ; 5 
The embro:vning glooms theſe holy manſions ſhed, 
Tue night-born lorrors brooding o'er my hed, 
Tue diſmal ſcenes black melancholy pours 
O'er the fad viſions of enanguiſh'd hours; 
I. can abſtinence, wan grief, low-ttoughted care, 


Confpire in vain, with all the aids of art, 
| To hlot thy dear idea from my heart. | 
Deluſive, fightleſs God of warm defire ! 


2, Why would'ſt thou with to ſet a wretch on fire? 


Why hrs thy ſoit divinity where woe | 
Hraves the pale ſigi and anguith loves to how | | 
Fly to the mead, the daiſy- painted vale, 


| Breathe in its ſweets, and melt along the gale; 


Fly where gay ſcenes luxurious youths empioy, 
Where ev'ry moment ſteal; the wing of joy: 


| There may 'i thou fer, low prottrats at thy thrones 
| Devoted flaves, and victims all thy on; 


Lach village-ſwain the turi-huilt ſhrine ſhall raiſe, 
And kings command whole hecatombs to blaze, 
O memory! ingenious to revive 


Each fleeting hour, and teach the paſt to live, 


W. ines what conflicts this frail boſom tore 
What griets I ſuifer'd 3 and what pangs I bore ! 


1 How long I ſtrugaled, latour'd, ſtrove to ſave 


An heart that panted to be till a ſlave ! 
when youth, warmth, rapture, ſpirit, love and fame, 


| Seiz'd ever 7 ſenſe, and burnt tluo' all my trame 


From youth, warmth, rapture, to theſe w. Ide 1 fied, 


| My food ti: hcrbage, and the rock my bed. 


nere, while theſe venerable cloiſters r.ſe 
O'er the hleak ſurge, and gain upon ti ſkies, 


| My wounded foul indulg'd toe tear to flow 


O'er all her ſad viciſſitudes of wo: 3 _ 
Profuſe of life, and vet afraid to dic, 


Guilt in my heart, and horror in n eye, 


With ccafeicts pray'rs, the whole artill'ry givin 
To win the mcrcics of offended heav'n, 


| Each hill, mace vocal, eclioed all around, | 
| While my torn breast knock'd biccding on he 


| Wakes the green herb, or paints the unfolding | 


i ſtracting guilt, and, hell's wartt fiend, deſpair, 
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CAWTHORN's 


Yet, yet, alas! though all my moments fly, 
Stain'd by a tcar, and darken'd in a tigh, 
Tho mcaxre fatts have on my cliceks d.tplay*d 
The duſk of death, and funk me to a ſhade, 
Spite ot myſelt the ſtill- empoiſoning dart 


| Y e vo wo! 
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Aid me, fair faith! aſſiſt me, grace divine ! 


Ve martyrs! bleſs me, and, ye ſaints ! refine ; 


Ye 1acred groves! ye heav'n-veroted Walls! 
Where to. by lickens, and where virtue calls; 
ye altats Hon t!us boſom tear 


$;;z00ts tluo' my blood, and drinks up all my heart: Voluptuous love, and leave no anguith there: 


My vows and wiſhes wildly difagree, 
And grace itſelf miſtakes my God tor tice. 
Athwart the glooms that wrap the midnighit- ſæy, 

My Eloiſa ſteals upon my ee; 

For ever riſcs on the folar ray, 

A phantom brigliter than the blaze of day. 

Where-c'er I go, the viſionary gueſt 

Pants on my lip, or ſinks upon my hreaſt; 
 Unfolds her ſweets, and, throbbing to deitroy, 

Winds round my heart in luxury ot joy; 

While loud Hoſannas ſhake ti ſhrines around, 

I hcar her ſofter accents in the found ; 

Hier idol-beauties on each altar glare, 

And heav'n much- injur'd has but half my pray'r: 

No tears can drive her hence, no pangs — 
For ev'ry ohject brings her to my ſoul. 

Laſt night, reclining on yon airy ſteep, 

My buſy eyes hung brooding o'er the deep 3 5 

The breathleſs whirlwinds ſlept in ev'ry cave, 

And the ſoſt moon-heam danc*d from wave to wave; 
Each former bliſs in this bright mirror ſeen, 
With all my glories, dawn'd upon the ſcene, 

_ Recall the dear auſpicious hour anew, 

When my fond ſoul to Eloifa flew ; 

When, with keen ſpeechleſs aronies oppreſt, 

Thy frantic lover ſnatcl''d thee to his breaſt, 

Ca d on thy bluſhes, arm'd with ev'ry grace, 

And ſaw tlc goddeſs beaming in thy face; 

Saw thy wild, tr-mhling, ardent wiſhes move 

Each pulſ.: to rapti.ce, ard cach glance to love. 

But, lo the winds deſcend, the billows roar, 

Foam to tlie clouds, and burſt upon the ſhore, 
_ Vaſt pe als ot thunder oer the ocean roll, 


Pole. 

At once the pleaſing images withdrew, 
And more than horrors crouded in my view : 
Tay uncle's form, in all ws ire array'd, 
Screnely dreadiul, ſtalk'd alone the ſhade: 
Pi-rc'd by his ſwot d 1 ſunk upon the ground, 
The ſpectre ghaſtly ſnuil' upon the wound; 
A group of black internals round me hung, 
And toſo'd my intamy trom tungue to rongue. | 
Deteſted wreich ! how impotent thy wc ! 
Ho weak thy malice ! and how kind tliy tage 
Spite of thyſelf, inhuman as thou art, 
Thy murdering hand has leit me all m/ heart 3 

Leit me each tender, tond atfection warm, 
A nerve to tremble, and an eye to cllatm. 
No, crucl, cruel, exquiſite nil | 
Thou thought'it it dull ha:barity to Kill; | 
My death had robh' loft vengeance vi her tou, 
And ſcarcely warm'd a Scythian to a n: 
Sublimer furies taught thy ſoul to iow 
With all their ſavage myiterics ut woc; 
Tauyht thy unfeeling poniard to gc 
The | powers of nature, and the wurce of } joy; 
To ſtretch me on the racks of vain detlic, 
Each patſion throbt-:rig, aud each with on fire; 
Mad to enjoy, unable to be bleft, 
Eicuds in diy veins, and liell within my brcait. 


Chen! be thy viackett plume diſplay' d 


g O' er all in) gricis, «iid hide me :N tie made > 


| 


_— 


I In tt. 5 
The tonrert Ale. uns of heavenly conmort bring, 
Pee in Ls inne, and healing on lus Wing; 
At orice iamove affliftion tom tliv breat, 
NIN ow thy foul, and huſh ber pangs to roft. 


Friend, did 1 tay ! Immortals ! 
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And ron, too ſondly idoliz*d ! attend 
W lile avetul reaton wh. ters in the friend. 
what a name ! 
_ dull, cold triendthip own ſo wild a flame? 
; let thy lover, hole enkindling eye 
Sho? all his foul between tlice and the ſky, | 
Wlole warmth bewitch'd — waoſe 3 
ſong 


calbd thy rapt ear to die upon his tongue, 
Now ſtrongly rouze, while hcav*n his zeal inſpires, | 


Diviner tranſports, and more holy fires ; 


Calm all thy paſſions, all thy peace rcitore, 
And teach that ſnowy breaſt to leave no more. 


Torn ſrom the world, within dark cells immur'd, 


| By angels guarded, and by vows ſecur'd, 
To all that once awoke thy tondnefs dead, 


And hope, pale ſorrow's latt fad retuge, fled; 
Why wilt thou weep, and ſigh, and melt in vain, 
Brood o'er taiſe joys, and hug th' ideal chain? 


Say, canſt thou with that madly wild to fly 

From yon bright portal opening in the ſky, 

Thy Abclard thould bid his God adicu, 

pant at thy feet, and taſte thy charms anew 

| Ye heav'ns! if, to this tender boſom * d. 
| Thy mere idea harrows up my bio.! ; 

Ir one faint glimpſe of Elo ſe can move | 


The fierceſt, wideſt agon.es of love; 


| What ſhall I be, when, dazzling as the light, 
| Thy whole cttulgence flows upon my fight * 


Look on thy felt, confider who thou art, 


5 And learn to be an abbef; in thy heart. 
The flame-w:ng'd lightning gleams nom ou to | 


Sec, While devot. on's ever melting ſtrain. 
Puurs the loud organ thro” tlic tremb Ing tanes | 


Von pious mad; each earth y wiſh d. oven, 
Kits the drea(! croſo, and croud upon the throne - 


O let thy foul the ſacred charge attend, 


| Their warmths infpirit, and their vir ues mend: 


Teach every breaft from every hytnn to ſteal 
The c.erub's meekneſs, and thc ſcraph's zul; 


Jo rite to rapture, to diffolve Y 


In dreams ot ficav'n, and lad thyſelf the way; 
Till all the glotics of the hleſt atude 


Plaze on tlic icenc, and every thought is Cod. 


While thus t: 'y exemplary cares prevails 
And mule cacl veltal ſpotleſs ay her NY | 
Tir etwrrnal f.irit ofer thy cell Niall move. 
loſt im. age of the my ſtic dove; 


that my r bom ese, curtt honda ire, 


Could c tch the tra, ite that 1 urge 16 tic 
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Or 


Tue dirge to murmur, and the buſt to riſe, 


40 


Spite of the joys that truth and virtue prove, 

L teel bet thee, and hreathe not but to love; 

Repent in va n, ſcarce with to be forgiv'n, 

Thy form my idol, and thy charms my heav'n. 
Yet, yet, my fair ! thy nobler efforts try, 

Lift me from earth and give me to the ſky ; 

Let my loſt ſoul thy brighter virtues feel, 

Warm'd with thy hopes, and wing'd with all thy 

zeal. 


And when, low-bending at the hallow'd ſhrine, 
Thy contrite heart ſhall Abelard refign ; 
When pitying heav*n, impatient to forgive, 
' Unhars the gates of light and bids thee Lve ; 
Seize on th” auſpicious moment ere it flee, 
And aſk the ſame immortal boon for me. 

That when theſe black terrific ſcenes are ©? er, 
And rebel nature chills the ſoul ro more ; 0 
When on thy cheek tl!” expiring roſes fade, 
And thy laft luſtres darken in the ſhade; 
When arm'd with quick varieties of pain, 
| ing dully flow from vein to vein, 

Pale death ſhall ſet my kindred-ſpirit free. 
| And thefe dead orbs forget to doat on thee ; | 
| Some pious friend, whoſe wild affections glow . 
Like ours in fad fimilitude of woe, 
Shall drop one tender, ſympathizing tear, 
| the garland, and adorn the bier; 
Our lifeleſs reliques in one tomb enſhrine, 

And teach thy genial duſt to mix with mine. 

| Meanwhile, divinely purg'd from every ſtain, 
Our active ſouls ſhall climb th' ethereal plain, 
Ip each bright cherub's purity aſpire, | 
Catch all his zeal, and pant with all his fire; 
There, where no face the glooms of anguiſh m_y 
No uncle murders, and no paſſion tears, 
Enjoy with heav'n eternity of reſt, _ 
; * 22 
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And the ſhort rapture melts into a tear. 


MR PARTICULAR FRIEND or THE AUTHOR'S. 


AIN were the taſk to give the ſoul to glow, 
The nerve to kindle, and the verſe to flow; 
When the fond mourner, hid from ev'ry eyc, 
Bleeds in the anguiſh of too keen a ſigh; 
And, loſt to glory, loſt to all his fire, 


For gets the port betore he graſps the lyre. 


Nature! *tis thine with manly warmth to mourn 
 Exniring virtue, and the cloſing 36 EY 
To reach, dear Seraph! o'er the good and wiſe 


Conie then, O guiltleſs of the tear of art! 
Sprung from the ſky, and thron'd within the heart 
O come, in all the pomp of grief array; d, 
And weep the warrior, whilſt I grace the ſhade. 
Tis o' er the bright deluſive ſcene is o'er, 
And war's proud viſions mock the ſoul no more; 
The laurel fades, th” imperial car retires, 
All youth ennobles, and all worth admires. 


CAWTHORN'S 


| Then, 


Was he deny'd "the 


| With ſpirit humble, and with truth refin'd ; ; 


= In war, while all the trumps of fame inſpire, 8 


& At home, without or vanity, ar rage, 


Alas! my Hucuzs! and muſt this mourning 
verſe 


| Revign thy triumph to attend thy hearſe ! 


Was it for this that friendſhip's genial flame 

Woke all my wiſhes from the trance of fame? 

Was it for this I left the hallow'd page, 

Where ev'ry ſcience beams of ev'ry age ; 

On thoughi's ſtrong pinion rang'd the martial ſcene, 

From Rome's firſt Cæſar to the great Eugene; | 

Explor'd th' embattled van, the deep' ning line, 

Th' enambuſh*d phalanx, and the ſpringing mine 

pale with horror, bent the ſuppliant knee, 

And heav'd the ſigh, and dropp'd the tear for thee ! 
What boots it now, that when, with hideous roar, 

The gath"ring tempeſt howP'd from ev'ry thore, 

Some pitying angel, vigilant to ſave, 


Spread all his plumes, and ſnatch'd thee- from the : 


Fig wave ? 

Preſerv'd thee ſagred from the fell diſeaſe, 
When the blue plague had fir'd th autumnal breeze ? 1 
Ah! when my hero panted to engage 
Where all the battle burſt in all its rage; 


I Where dreadful flew the miſſive deaths around, | 
: FFF ˙ WIS ˙ WA_ns 2p 


wound ; 

e to bleed, 5 
S 
| Ye graces! tell with what addreſs he ſtole 


| The lif'ning ear, and open'd all the ſoul. © 
| What tho” rough winter bade his whirlwinds riſes 
| Hid his pale ſuns, and frown'd along his ſkies, 8 
| Pour'd the big deluge on the face of day, 


My HuGnzs was here to ſmile the _—_— . 
With all the luxuries of ſound to move 
The pulſe of glory, or the figh of love; 

And, ſpite of winter, laſſitude, or pain, 


| Taught life and joy to throb in ev'ry vein. | 
| Fancy: dear artiſt of the mental pow”r ! 


kly, — fetch my genius to the ſocial hour; 
Give me again his glowing ſenſe to warm, 


His ſong to warble, and his wit to charm. 


Alas! alas! how impotently true 


7 | Th” aerial pencil forms the ſcene anew! 


Een now, when all the videw beams around, 


70 And my ear kindles with th” ideal found——— 


Juſt as the ſmiles, the graces live impreſt, 
And all his image takes up all my breaſt ——— 
Some gloomy phantom brings the awful bier, 


Thus in the lake's clear cryſtal we deſcry 
The bright diffuſion of a radiant ſky——— 
Refiected nature ſheds a milder green 
While halt her foreſts float into the ſcene. 
Ah! as we gaze the luckleſs zephyr flies, 


| The furface trembles, and the picture dies. 


O bleſt with all that youth can give to pleaſe, 
The form majeſtic, and the mien of eaſe, 
Alike empowr'd by nature, and by art, 

To ſtorm the rampart, and to win the heart; 
Correct of manners, delicate of mind, 


For public life's meridian ſunihine made, 
Vet known to ev'ry virtue of the ſhade; 


Each paſſion raving, and each wiſh on fige; 
As ſoſt as pity, and as cool as age. 


— ah 


CAWTHORN'S 


Theſe were thy virtues—theſe will ſtill be juſt, 
Light all their beams, and blaze upon thy duſt ; 
While pride in vain ſolemnity bequeaths 
Te pow'r her ſtatues, and to guilt her wreaths : 
Or, warm'd by faction, impudently flings 
The price of nations on the urns of kings. 


THE 
EQUALITY OF HUMAN CONDITIONS : 


A 
POETICAL DIALOGUE: 


SPOKEN AT THE ANNUAL VISITATION OF 
TUNBRIDGE SCHOOL, 1746, 


BY MESSRS. M=— AND A—. 


„ 5 * — 
HILE airy Belville, guiltleſs of a ſchool, 
Shines out a French edition of a fool, 
Studies his learned taylor once a week, 
But curſes ev'ry ſyllable of Greek; 
It, and think o'er all that Sparta fir'd, | 
That Athens boaſted, and that Rome bs CE = 
Fnraptur d fancy, buſied with the theme, 
Forms ev'ry bright idea to a dream, 
Paints all the charming pageantry anew, 
And brings at once each claſſic to my view. 
Now, fondly wild, 1 thunder in the war, 
Sake the keen ſpear, and mount th” _—_— 4 


With daring Regulus to Carthage run, 


Or nobly bleed with Brutus in a ſon ; | 
Seize, Caſca- like, on Cæſar's gorgeous veſt, 
And boldly plant a dagger in his breaſt. 
Now, ſoitly -breathing all the muſz's fire, 

I drop the faulchion, and I graſp the lyre ; 
Wit" Pindar's pinion ſkim the bleit abode, 

Or ſtrive to charm Auzuſtus with an ode. 


Come then, my Lelius ! come, my joy and pride ! 


Whoſe friendthip ſooths ms wiule thy n. | 


guide; 
| Thou, wh ofe quick eye has glanc'd thro? every age, 
View'd every ſcene, and ſtudied ev'ry page; 
Teach me, like thee, with ev'ry virtue bleſt, 
Jo catch each cye, and ſteal to ev'ry breaft ; 
Torifc to all that in each patriot ſhone, _ 
And make each hero's happineſs my own. 
Say, ſhall I, with a triumph in my view, vs 
_ Fame's air-dreſs'd goddeſs tlio? each ſcene * ; 
Ambitious court her in the pomp of war, 
And number every trophy by a ſcar? 
Shall I, with Solon, torm the moral plan, 
2 aim to mould a ſavage to a man? 
Or, plcas'd to rival every Grecian faze, 
Glean Plato's "_ and copy Homer” O gee 


A_ 


You 5 me, Sir! what few 8 care to zive, 
vo ne grave inſtructions how you ouzht to live. 
You with that envied bliſsful ſcene to find, 
That charms the taſte, and dignifies the mind ; 
That robly mingles every art to pleaſe, 


And joins the majeſty of life to eaſe. 
VOL. VII. 


He ſmoak'd a ſpeculative pipe at Dick's. 

The ſame great genius, in or out of pow'r— | 

Eaſe ſmooth'd his brow, and ſoften'd ev'ry hour; 
Taught him to live as happy in a ſhed, 

As when a dutcheſs grac'd his nuptial bed. — 


| 4 
Thro' all the C as that rage from pole to pole. 5 


| Whoſe bright example learns us to admire 
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ear then, my friend ! the doctrine I diſcloſe, | | 
As true as if diſplay'd in pompous proſe ; 


As if Locke's ſacred hand the page had wrote, | 
And every doctor ftamp'd it with a vote. 


All lots are equal, and all ſtates tae ſame, 
Alike in merit, tho' unlike in name. 
In Reaſon's eye no difference lies between 
Life's noon- day luſtres or her milder ſcene. 
Tis not the plate that dignifies the board, 
Nor all tie titles blazing rounc a lord; 
Tis not the ſplendid plume, the embroider*d veſt, 


The gorgeous ſword-knot, or the martial creſt, 


That lends to life the ſmile, the jeſt, the glee, 
Or makes his honour happier than me. 


When Florio's acres ſtretch'd o'er half the land, 


A gilded ciariot rollꝰd him thro” the Strand: 
Reduc'd at laſt with humbler ſcenes to mix, 


* 
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Content's the port all mortals with to hai 


| She points the compaſs, and ſhe guides the ſail. 


To her alone our leaky veſſels roll 


What hoots it then, when Satli rng ſtorms b 


KRiſe black in air, and howl in ev'ry wind, | 
That thy rich ſhip a pomp of pride play's, | 
| Her matts all cedar, and her ſails brocade ! 


Say, canit thou think the tempeſt will diſcern 


A filken cable, or a painted ſtern; 
_ | Huſh the wild tumult that tornados Fringe, 


And kindly ſpare the yacht that holds a king ? ? ; | 
No, no, my friend! if ſkilful pilots guide, | 


And heav*n auſpicious calms the whirling tide, ö 


No winds diſtreſs you, and no ſtorm deſtroys, 


+1 Whether you {ail in gondolas or hoys. 


| What, has juſt nt no o flight diſuinction made | 


| Bertwixt a life of ſunſhine and of thace ? 


Muſt I, in ſilence, this wild ſyſtem own, | | | 
And think a cottage equal to a throne? 
Sure if 1 did, my friends would foon heſtory = 


| A few ſtout cords, and ſend me to Monro. 


Your taylor, ſkill'd in faſhion's ev'ry grace, 
Decks you in all the pageantry of lace, 
Lives in a cell, and eats, from week to week, 


I An homely meal of cabbage and ox-cheek. 


You walk majeſtic i in a nobler ſcene, 


| Guiltleſs of ev'ry anguiſh, but tie ſpleen 3 


With all the luxury of ſtateſmen dine 4 


On daily feaſts of ertolans and wine. 
| Then tell me, fir! 
| 1s not your taylor leſs at eaſe than you? 


it this deſcription's true, 


Hardwicke, great patriot ! envy'd, lov'd, careſls 
Mark'd by each eye, and hugg'd to ev'ry breaſt ; 


All Cowper”*s graces, and all Talbot's fire— | 
Firm to his truſt, whatever bribes affail, 


| Truth guides his ſword, and juſtice holds nis ſcale. [ 


Say, is not he more happy than the throng 
Oft beardleſs Templars melting o'er a ſong ? 


 Taan him, who, buried in a cOuRtry-towng 
Enz-ofT:s halt a folio for a crown. 


Heroic glory in the martial ſcene 


| Spread ev*ry plume to digniſy Eugene = 
WW 
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On Marlbro's helmet ſat, in all her pride, 
And proudly frown'd ai ll the world heſi de. 


And ſure, you'd think it a moſt fad diſ;race, 
If enfigns vid as ealy as liis grace. 


A— 


Dear fir ! reſtrain the prejudice of youth, 
And calmly liſten to the voice of truth. | 
When firſt th' Almighty fire his work began, 
And ſpoke the mingling atoms into man, 

To all the race with gracious hand was giv'n 

One common foreſt, and one equal heav'n ; 

They ſhar'd alike this univerſal ball, 

"The ſons of freedom, and the lords of all. 

The poets too this ſacred truth difplay'd, 

From cloud-topt Pindus to the Latin ſhade. 
They ſung that ere Pandora, fend of trite, 

Let looſe each embrio-miſcry of ki, 

All nature brighten'd in one golden age, 

Each fire a monarch, and each fon a ſage; 
Eternal bleſſings flow'd to all the race, 

| Alike in rithes, as alike in pace. 

Supp then, fir! that new diſtinQtions Pang 
Have plac'd a ſlave ſome leagues below a prince; 
Yet eaſe and joy, diſpaſſion'd reaſon on, 

As often viſit cottages as thrones. | 

| See! in yon valley, while the mellowing grain 

Embrowns the flope, and nods along the plan, 
A croud of ruſtics, coom'd to daily toil, 
 D:farm the foreſt, or enrich the ſoil: | 
Not in that elegance of careſs array'd 

That charm'd Arcadia's hills, and Tempe” 8 ſhade ; 


Where Thyrſis, ſhelter'd in tome happier , = 


The lonely ſcene of ſolitude and love, 
His breaſt all rapture, and his ſoul on fire, 


No,—'tis plain Colin, Hobbinol, and Ned, 
Unikil”d in numbers as in books unread, 
Who ſcorn the winter's deadly blaſt to ſhun, 
But tace the ſtorm, and drudge thro” ev'ry fun 3 
Then ſeck the cottage, where the homely bowl 
 Smooths ev'ry brow, and opens ev*ry ſoul ; 
| Speeds the ſame ſocial warmth from breaſt to breaſt, 
And bids them laugh at Verres, and his creſt. 
| When honeſt Colin ſees the ſhining all 


Loſt in the ſcenes of turbulence and ftrite 

The farce of grandeur, and the pomp of life, 

He ſteals impatient to his native ſhade, 
And longs to graſp his waggon and his ſpade 3 
Hcedleſs of cv'ry charm, of ev'ry grace, | 
That forms the godddeſs in Fitzwalter*s face, 

That lends to Finch her majeſty of mien— — 
He would not change his Suſan for a queen. 


Believe me, fir! diſtinction, pomp, and noiſe, 5 


Corrupt our tempers, as they cloud our joys: 
And ſurely, when the ſocial ſpirit's broke, 
A ſtar's a gewgaw, and a lord's a joke. . 
Without thoſe robes, thoſe gorgeous 8 
That deck our nobles, and that charm our belles; 
Without a crane- neck d chariot's ſmooth career, 
Withaut the wealth of Indus in your ear; 
Without a group of pictures dearly bought, 


Where Titian's colours vie with Guido's thought; 


Without the fruits of Spain, the wines of France, 
Without an opera, and without a dance, 

You may live happy, as grave doctors tell, 

At Rome, „ in a grot, or cell. 
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| Aches, pains, and fevers every breaſt aſſail, 
| And haunt alike the city and the vale. 
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| From fly to fly thi imperial bird of Jove 
— — broad wing, and thund'ring graſps his 


The * — dull, by genial Zephyr ſway'd, 
Enraptur'd courts his heiter to the ſhark ; 
The tcather'd warblers pair on every ſpray, 
Tie grove re- echoing with the fpriz':tly lay; 
While the cay tribe ot inſects bliſsful ſhare 


The joys of love, and ptople all the air, 
Al, all that in the deprhs of ocean ke, 


Graze on the plain, or ſkim along the ſky, 
Foncly purſue the end by nature giv'n, 

Life all their aim, and quiet all their heav'n. 

| If then no ſongſters grudge the bear his thigh, 


| The hound his noitril, or the lynx his eye; 


Nor feel a pang tho” Afric's ſhaggy brood 
Majeſtic ſtalk the monarchs of the wood ; 
| Why ſhould you think your ſolitude a tomb, 
If Pulteney has a title and a plumb ? | 


. 
But ſoft—reftrain this turbulence of wary 


| This mimic image of the wordy bar; 


Leſt you ſhould ſeem to copy Henby's lore, 
| Who gravely kills objections by the ſcore. 
Behold that wretch, by ev'ry woe diſtreſ'd, 


| Want in his eye, and horror i in lus breaſt; 
A thouſand nameleſs agonies of pain 


Rack ev'ry nerve, and burn thro” ev'ry vein ; * 
He lives to ſuffer, and but ſpeaks to moan, 


| And numbers every minute by a groan. 


Is he then happy? bleſt with every joy 
That glows on Cecil's cheek, or Dorſet's eye? 
Shall we proclaim him bleſt, without rebuke, 


ee 
Now wove the garland, and now ſwept the Lyre 2 oO Tg C 


| Believe me, fir! each mortal has his fear, 
Each ſoul an anguiſh, and each eye a tear; 


—— BY — „ - 


What tho' in 2 your painted veſſels roll, 
Fraught with the gems that glare from pole to 


pole,— 
5 I Tho? health auſpicious gilds your every grace, 
That gilde the Change, and dignifies Whitehall ; 


Nerves the ftrong limb, and bluſhes o'er the face ; 
Tho? grac'd with all that dignity of wit 
That charm'd in Villars, and now charms in Pitt; 


” - ñ ̃ tw 


| | Poſfeſs'd of all the eloquence that hung 
| | On Tully's lip, and drops from Murray . 


Tho? all the titles, coronets, and ſtars, 
That ſtateſmen aim at, and that Malton bears, 5 


Enrich your ſcutcheon, dignify your creſt, 


Beam on your coach, and blaze upon your breaſt; | 
Can they forbid the ſecret ill to glow, 


The pang to torture, or the tear to flow ? 


Confeſs we then that all the ills of life, 


- Diſc aſcs, grief, vexations, follics, firide, : 


Without diſtinction every ſoul perplex, 


| Haunt ev'ry ſcene, and prey on all the ſex. 


Vet let us own that every pleaſure too 


That glads the active, and that wings the flow, 


Alike indulgent to the rich and poor, | 

_ Glides thro? the land, and knocks at ev'ry door. 
Hear then, without the ſpecious pride of art, 
A truth that ſtrikes the moral to the heart; 
A truth that liv'd in Cato's patriot-breaſt, 


| And bade a dying Socrates be bleſt: | 


———— — T7272 


Al, all, but virtue 


The air-drefs'd phantom of a virgin's dreain 5 


Thoſe ſeetly-temper'd eyes to ſhine 
Above the ſapphires of the mine. 
But all your more majeſtic charms, - 


Miſhapen embrios in his breaſt z 


To ſhare the wreat!; with Swift and Prior, 
Shall tell an allezoric tale, 


Where truth hies hid beneath the v 11 


Heard, as ſhe rov'd about tlie plain, 
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a ſchool-boy's theme, 


A gilded toy, that homebred tools defire, 

That coxcombs boaſt of and that mobs admire : 
Her ratiant graces every bliſs untold, 

And turn what:'er ſhe touches into gold. 


THE 


BIRTH AND EDUCATION or GENIUS. 


A TALE. 


ES, Harriet ſay whate' er you can, 
Lis education makes the man: 

Wuate' er ot Genius we inherit, 

Exalted ſenſe, and lively ſpirit, 

Muſt all be diciplin'd by rules, 

And take their colour from the ſchools. 


"Twas nature gave that cheek to glow, 
That breaſt to riſe in hills of ſnow, 


Where grace preſides, where ſpirit warms ; 
That ſhape which tails by juſt degrees, 
Ard flows into the pomp of eaſe; 
That ſtep, whoſe motion ſeems to ſwim, 


That melting harmony of limb, 


Were torm'd by Glover's ſkilful glance, 
At Chelſca, when you learnt to dance. 
_ *Tis ſo with man. His talents reſt 


Till education's eye explores | 
Tix fleeping intellectual pots, 
Awakes the dawn of wit and fenſe, 


| And lights them into exceltence. 


On this depends te patriot-fiame, 
"Che fine ingenious feel of fame, 


The manly ſhirit, brave and bold, 
Superior to the taint ot vok!, 


The dread of infamy, the zcal 
Of honour, and tie public weal, 


And all thoſe virtues which preſage 
The glories of a riſing age. 


But, leaving all theſe graver things 


To ſtateſmen, moraliſts, and kings, 

_ Whoſe buſineſa tis ſuch point» to iettle - 
KRing—and bid Robin bring tlie keitle. 
Mean v hile the muſe, whoſe ſportive Rain. 


Flows like her voluntary vein, 
And impuz-r:tly darcs afpire 


One April-morn as Phoebus pla, 'd 
His carols in the De :iphic ſhade, 


5 nymp!:, calP4 Fancy, blithe and free, 


The tav*rite child of Liberty , 


The bold enthuſiaſtic ftrain ; 

She heard, and led hy warm defire, 
To — the artiſt of the lyre, 
C:ept fofrl; ro a feet alco\r, 

Hd in ur umbraze of the grove, 


3 


| Refien'd aim to the matron ruth, 
| W lOic hut, unkno vn do Pi ride and peif, was 

| N-ar his own oracle at Delphos. 

| The rev'rend dame, who tound the child 


— 
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And, peeping through the myrtle, ſaw 


A handſome, young, c:lcſtial beau, 
On nature's ſopha ſtretchꝰd along, 


Awaking harmony, and ſong. 


Struck with his fine majeſtic mien, 


As certain to be lov'd a ſcen, 
Lon ere the melting air was o'er 
Sie cry'd, in extacy, Encore; 
And, what a prude will thivk but odd, 


poppꝰd out, and curtſey' d to the God. 
P:zhus, gallant, polite, and keen as 
Each earth-Hhorn votary of Venus, 

Rot: up, and with a graceful aur 
Addreſs'd the viſionary fair; 

Eycus'd his morning- diſhabille, 

Com plain'd of late he had been ill. 

In thort, he gaz'd, he bow*d, he figh'd, 
He ſung, he flatter*d, preſs'd, and I/ d, 
With ſuch a witchery ot art, 

That Fancy | gave him all her heart, 


I Her catechiſin quite iorgoc, 
And waited on him to his grot. 


In length of time ſhe bore a ſon, | 


| As brilliant as his fire the Sun. 
Pure ther was the vital ray 


That lighted up his finer clay; 
The nymyhs, the refy-nger's hours, 
The dryads of the woods and bow*rs, 
The graccs with their looſen*d zones, 


Tue muſes with their harps and Crowns, 
| Young zephyrs of the ſofteſt wing, 
|| The loves that wait upon the ſpring, 
wit, with his gay aſſociate mirti, 
|] Attended at the infant's birth, 

| | And faid, Let Genius be his name, 
And his the tairett wreath of tame. 


The goMps gone, the chriſt'ning ober, 


And Genius now twixt three and four, 


bhœbus, according to the ruie, 
Retolv'ꝗ to ſæend his for to ſci. ool: rs 
Aud, !:nowving well cc tricks oi youth, 


A lil: miſchievous, and wild, 


| 7 aulit him at firit to ſpell and read, 


To ſay his prayers, and get his creed 
i Wou'4 often tell him of the ſky, 


And wi.at a crime it is to lye. | 
She chid him when he did amiſs, 


When well, ſhe bleſs'd him w. t. 2 iz. 


Her ſiſter Temp rance, ſage, and 


Pre ſided at his meals and diet: 


She watcl'd him with religious carey 
And ted him with the £mplett taie 3 
Vows rever let the urctin eat 


Ot ie; 1d pork, or butcher's meat. 


Eur nat of aliment earth yields 
In vargens, ore arcs, woods, and files 
VVatc'er ot vegetable wealtn 
Was culcut'd by the hand of health, | 
8% cropp'd and drefs'd it, as li.c anew well, 
In aa ; 2 mets ct ſoup and ue; 
Ant nos ard then, to c:icar His Heart, 
'4 him Vath a Sunday's tak, 

A ivy peaſant chanc's is dwelt 
Hard by ce lolitary cc: | 
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His name was Labour. Ere the dawn 
Had broke upon the upland-lawn, 

He hied him to his daily toil, 

To turn the glebe or mend the ſoil. 
With him young Genius oft wou'd go 
O' er dreary waſtes of ice and ſnow, 
With rapture climb the cloud-topt hill, 
Or wade acroſs the ſhallow rill ; 

Or thro” th entangling wood purſue 
The footſteps of a ſtraggling ewe. 

By theſe fatigues he got at length 
Robuſtneſs, and athletic ſtrength, 
Spirits as light as flies the gale 

Along the lily-ſilver'd vale. 

The cherub health, of dimple ſleek, 
Sat radiant on his roſy cheek, 

And gave each nerve's elaſtic ſpring 
The vigour of an eaglet* s wing. 


Time now had roll'd, with ſmooth career, | 


Our hero thro? his ſeventh year. 

Though in a ruſtic cottage bred, 

The buſy imp had thought and read: 

He knew th” adventures, one by one, 

Of Robin Hood and Little John ; | 

Cou'd ſing with ſpirit, warmth, and grace, 
The woeful hunt of Chevy Chace; 

And how St. George, his fiery nag on, 

Deſt oy'd the vaſt Egyptian dragon. 
Chief he admir'd that learn'd piece 

Wrote by the fabulit of Greece, 

Where wiſdom ſpeaks in crows and cocks, 

And cunning ſneaks into a fox. 

In ſhort, as now his op*ning parts, 
Ripe for the culture of the arts, 
| Became in ev'ry hour acuter, 

Apollo look*d out for a tutor; 

But had a world of pains to find 
This artiſt of the human mind. 

Tor, in good truth, full many an aſs was 
Among the doctors of Parnaſſus, | 
Who ſcarce had ſkill enough to teach 
_ Old Lilly's elements of ſpeech ; | 
And knew as much of men and morals 
As doctor Rock of ores and corals. 

At length, with much of thought and care, 
He found a mafter tor his heir; 
A learn'd man, 'adroit to ſpeak + 

Pure Latin, and your attic Greek ; 

Well known in all the courts of tame, 
And Criticiſm was his name. 

Beneath a tutor keen and fine as 
Or Ariſtotle, or Longinus, 
Beneath a lynx's eye that ſaw 

The ſlighteſt literary flaw, 

Young Genius trod the path of knowledge, | 
And grew the wonder of the college. 

Old authors were his boſom triend 
Nie had them at his finger s- nd — 
Became an acc*rate imitator | 
Of truth, propriety, and nature; 
Diſpbay'd! in every juſt remark 

"The ſtrong ſagacity of Clark; 

And pointed out the falſe and true 
With all the ſun- beams of Boſſu. 
But tho? this critic-ſage refin'd 

His pupil's intellectual mind, dre 5 
An gave him all that keen diſcerning 
Wach marks the character of learning 


Yet, as he read with much of glee 
The trifles of antiquity, 
And Bently-like would write epiſtles 
Atout the origin of whiſtles ; 
The ſcholar took his maſter's trim, 
And grew identically him ; 
 Employ'd a world of pains to teach us 
Whar nation firſt invented breeches ; 
Aſſerted that the Roman ſocks 
Were hroider'd with a pair of clocks ; 
That Capua ſerv'd up with her victuals 
An olio of Venafran pickles; 
That Siſygambis dreſs'd in blue, 
And wore her treſſes in a queue. 
In ſhort, he knew what Paulus Jovius, 
Salmaſius, Grævius, and Gronovius, 
Have ſaid in fifty folio volumes, 
Printed by Elzevir in columns. 8 
Apollo ſaw, with pride and joy, 
The vaſt improvement of his hoy; 
Zut yet had more than flight ſuſpicion, 
That all this load of erudition | 


Might overlay his parts at once, 


And turn him out a letter'd dunce. 


He ſaw the lad had fill'd his ſenſe 


With things of little conſequence ; 


9 That tho' he read, with application, 


The wits of every age and nation, 
And could, with nice preciſion, reach! 
The boldeſt metaphors of ſpeech 3 
Yet warp'd too much in truth's — 


From real to fictitious ſcience, 


He was, with all his pride and * f 
| mere mechanic in the arts, | 


I That meaſures with a rule and line 
| What nature meant for great and fine. 


Phoebus, who ſaw it right and wiſe was 
To counteract this fatal bias, 


4 Took home his fon with mighty haſte, 
And ſent him to the ſchool of Taite. 


This ſchool was built by wealth and peace, 


| Some ages fince, in elder Greece, 


Juſt when the Stagyrite had writ 


_ | His lectures on the pow'rs of wit. 
I Here, fluſh'd in all the bloom of youth, 
I Sat heauty in the ſhrine of truth. 

| Here, all the finer arts were ſeen 


Aſſembled round their virgin queen. 


1 Here, ſculpture on a bolder plan 


| Ennobled marble into man. 
Here, mutic, with a ſoul on fire, 


I Impaſfion'd, breath'd along the lyre; 


And here, the painter-muſe diſplay*d 


=p ] Diviner torms of light and ſhade. 


But, ſuch the fate, as Heſiod ſings, 
Of all our ſublunary things, 


| Had drove religion from her altars, 
And delug'd with a ſea of hlood 
The academic dome and wood; 


_ | Atfrighted Taſte, with wings unfurl'd, 
Took retuge in the weſtern world; 


And ſettled on the Tuſcan main, 
With all the muſes in his train. 


When now the Turk, with ſword and halter. 2 


In this calm ſcene, where Taſte withdrew, | 
And Science trimm'd her lamp anew ; - 
| Young Genius rang'd in every part 

| tarde worlds of art, 


we 
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And from their aniſh'd forms refin'd 
His own congenial warmth of mind, 
And learn'd with happy ſkill to trace 
The magic powers of cafe and grace: 
His ſtyle grew delicately fine, 
His numbers flo d along his line, 
His periods many, full, and ſtrong, 
Had all the harmony of ſong. 
Whenc'er his images betray' d 

Too ſtrong a light, too weak a ſhade, 
Or in the graceful and the grand 
Confeſs'd inelegance uf hand, 


His noble maſter, who cou'd ſpy 


The ſlighteſt fault with half an eye, 
Set riglit by one ethereal touch, 
What ſeem's too little or too much; 
Till every attitude and air 


Aroſe ſupremely full and fair. 


Ggnivs was now among his betters | 
Diſtinguiſh'd as a man of letters. 


There wanted ſtill, to make him pleaſe, 


The ſplendour of addrefs and eaſe, 
The ſoul-enchanting mien and air, 

Such as we ſee in Groſvenor-Square, 
When Lady Charlotte ſpeaks and moves, 


Attended by a ſwarm of loves. 


Genius had got, to ſay the truth, 


A manner aukward and uncouth ; 


Sure fate of all who love to dwell 
In wiſdom's ſolitary cell: 


So much a clown in gait, and laugh, 


He wanted but a ſcrip and ſtaff; 


And ſuch a beard as hung in candles 
Don to Diogenes's ſandals, | 
And planted all his chin thick, 
To be like him a dirty cynic. 


Apollo, who, to do him right, 


Was always perfectly polite, 
_ Ciagrin'd to ſee his fon and heir 
Dithonour'd by his ga 


| Refoly'd to ſend him to Verſailles, 
To learn a minuet of Marſeilles : 


But Venus, who had deeper reading | 


In all the myſteries of breeding, 
_ Obferv'd to Phoebus, that the name 

Of fop and Frenchman was the ſame. 
French manners, were, ſhe ſaid, a thing which 


Thoſe grave miſguided fools, the Engliſh, 


Had, in deſpite of common ſenſe, 
_ Miſtook for manly excellence; 


By which their nation ſtrangely ſunk is, 


And half their nobles turn'd to monkies. 


She thought it better, as the caſe way 
To ſend young Genius to the graces : 
_ Thoſe ſweet divinities, ſhe ſaid, 


Would form him in the myrtle ſhade ; 
And teach him more, in half an = 


Than Lewis or his Pompadour. 


Phobus agreed—the graces took 


Their noble pupil from his book, 


Allow'd him at their fide to rove 
Along their own domeſtic grove, 
Amidſt the found of melting lyres, 


_ Soft-wreathing ſmiles, and young defires : 
And when confin'd by winds or ho w' Sy 
Within their amaranthine bow'rs, 


They taught him with addreſs and (kill 
Ts thing at ombre and quadrillc ; 


| 


And gave his happy 
The nobleſt elegance of eaſe. 
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Or let him read an ode or play, 
To wing the gloomy hour away. 
Gz x1us was charm'd—livinely plac'd 


Midſt beauty, wit, politeneſs, taſte ; 


And, having every hour before him 
The fineſt models of decor um, 

His manners took a fairer ply; 
Expreſſion kindled in his eye; 


His geſture diſengag'd, and clean, 


Set off a fine majeſtic mien; 
pow'r to pleaſe 


Thus, by the diſcipline of art, 


| Genius thone out in head and heart. 


Form'd from his firſt fair bloom of youth, 
By Temp'rance and her ſiſter Trutu, 

He knew the ſcientific page 

Of every clime and every age; 

And learnt with critic-ſkill to rein 

The wildneſs of his native vem; 


| That critic-ſki!l, tho? cool and chaſte, . 


Refin'd beneath the eye of Taſte; 
His unforbidding mien and air, 
His aukward gait, his haughty ſtare, 


And every ftain that wit debaſes, 


Were melted off among the graces 3 
And Genius roſe, in form and mind, 
The firſt, the greateſt of mankind. 


„ A 


LETTER To A CLERGYMAN, 


: 0CCASIONED BY A 7 


n or HIS PATRON'S BEING MADE 
ONE OF THE LORDS COMMISSIONERS oF 


THE GREAT SEAL, 1756. 


F fame, dear Mun! the truth e 
Your friend, tlie baron, has the ſcals, 


4] With two compeers, his reverend brothers 


Willes and Sir Eardly are the others. 
Juſtice, who long had ſeen impreſt 

Her faireſt image on his breaſt, 

Plac'd him her ſubſtitute, to awe 


| The nation on her bench of law! 
| | And now, to make her work complete, 
_ | Has thron'd him on her mercy-ſeat. 


TU hold you, Mun! an honeſt guinea, 
That peſt ambition's buſy in you ; 


| You mind no more your little crops, 
Nor ever aſk the price of hops; 
Nor grieve about ſuch idle things ä 
As half the trumps, and all tue kings : 
| But, bleſt each night with objects brghts "Oy 


Eehold a vitionary mitre 

And ſee the verger near you ſtand _ 

L. Iajettic with his filver wand. 
Wceli—it, as matters now foretel it, 


: | It is your tate to be a prelate 3 


T0, loth to loſe the comic ſtralu > 


Ihe fone, and ev'ry mirthzul vent, 


| Wt: ich ont have made me full of sive, 


nd Kept Ny ſplrit- up till t. 46e, 
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Yet, ſond to fee, when pray' rs begin, 
E, thy neteroclite chin, 
With all that venerable buſh on, 
Repoting on a velvet cuſh.on; _ 
] wovid tie man of humour quit, 
And think the hiſhop worth tie wit. 
But, hark you, L——r! as you mean 
To be a hiſhop, or a dean, 
And muſt, of courſe, look grave, and big, 
I'd have you get a hetter wig : 
You know full well when, cheek by jole, 
We waited on his grace at KnowI; 
Tho" that trim artiſt barber jackion, 
Spent a whole hour, about your caxon, 
With irons hot, and fingers plaſtic, 
To make it look eccleſiaſtic; | 
With all his pains, and combg, and care, 
He ſcarce cou'd curl a fingle hair. "= 
It wov'd be right too, let me tell you, 
To buy a gown of new prunella ; 
And bid your maid, the art who well knows, 
Repair your caſſock at the elbows. 
Lord ! what a ſudden alteration 
Will wait on your exalted ſtation ! 
 Cawthorn, too proud a prince to flatter, 


Who calls thee nought but Mun and — | 


Will now put on a ſofter mien, 
And learn to liſp out Mr. Dean; 
Or, if you're made a mitred peer, 
Humbly intreat your grace's ear. 
Poor Adams too, will funk, and ſtare, 

And trembling ſteal behind your chair ; 

Or elſe with holy zeal addrefſing, _ 
Drop on his knees, and aſk your bleffing. 
And now, my worthy friend! ere yet 
We read it in the next Gazette, 
That Tueſday laſt a royal writ 
Was ſent by Secretary Pitt 
_ To all and ſingular the ſtalls 
Prebenual in the church of Paul's, 5 
| Commanding them to chooſe and name 
A biſhop of unſpotted fame; | 
And warmly recommending thee 
As prelate of the vacant ſee; 
It will not be amiſs to kr 
Before - hard what you have to do. 
Firſt, as you'll want a grave divine 

To wait upon you when you dine, 
To guard your kitchen from diſorders, 
And ſchool the youths who come for orders; 3 
Take not an academic ſaplin, | 
But, for your life, make S——n chaplain. 
He's tall, and folemn, ſoft and fleek, 
Well read in Latin, and in Greek; 
A proper man to tell the clerum 
About Euſebius, and St. Jerom;z 
And wou'd as ſoon a fiend embrace as 

_ Give up a jot of Athanaſius. 5 
Then as to what a hiſhop fleeces, 
In procurations, fines, and leaſes, 

And hoarding up a world of pelt, 
Vou'll want no ſteward but yourſelf: N 
For, faith ! your lordſhip has great ſkill in 

The virtues of a ſplendid ſhilling ; 

And know, as well as Child and Hoare*, 

That two and two will make up four. 


„Two Bankers. 


| 


| 


THEY 


| REGULATION or rut PASSIONS 


THE SOURCE OF 
HUMAN HAPPINESS. 
| A MORAL ESSAY. 
Re en 

L' impieght il ſaggio Duce, e le 


Et a ſua Senno or tepide, or ardenti, 
Le faccia : a or ie afetti, et or le allenti. 


148380. 


T ES, yes, dear ſtoic ! hide it as you can, 
The ſphere of pleaſure is the ſphere of man : 
is warms our wiſhes, animates our toil, 
And forms alike a Newton, or an Hoyle ; 


7 Gives all the foul to all the foul regards, 


or in cards. 
ib every bangs backs Gare evo cadbaln's 
Some atom pregnant with th ethereal mind; 


| Some plaſtic pow*r, Some intellectual ray, 


Some genial ſun- beam trom the ſource of day ; 


Something that, warm and reſtleſs to aſpire, 


Works the young heart, and ſets the ſoul on fire. 


| And bids us all our mborn pow'rs employ 
| To catch the phantom of ideal joy. 
| Were it not fo, the ſoul, all dead 0 

Like the tall cliff beneath th* impaſſive froſt, 
Form'd for no end, and 
Wou' d lie inactive on the 1 of eaſe; 
And, heedleſs of 
Sleep all her dull divinity away. 


impotent to pleaie, 
fame's immortal lays 
And yet, let but a zephyr's breath begin 


| To ſtir the latent excellence within —- 
 Wak'd in that moment's elemental ftrife, 
Impaſſion'd genius feels the breath of lift; 
| Ti expanding heart delights .o leap and glow, 
| The pulſe to kindle, and the tear to flow: 
Strong and more ſtrong the light celeſtial ſhines, 
| Each thought em obles and each ſenſe refincs, 

Till all the foul, full op'ning to the flame, 
Exalts to virtue wha 


felt for fame. 


| Hence, juſt as nature points the kindred fire, 
I One plies the pencil, one awakes the lyre ; 
This, with an Halley's luxury of foul, 

Calls the wild needle back upon the pole, 
Maps half the winds, and gives the fail to fly 
| In ev'ry ocean of the arctic ſky ; 

| While he whoſe vaſt capacious mind explores 
All nature's ſcenes, and nature's God adores, 
I SkilFd in eacn drug the varying world provides, 
All earth emboſoms, and all ocean hides; 
Expels, like Heberden, the young diſeaſe, 
| And ſoftens anguith to the ſinile of eaſe. 


The paſſions then all human virtue "i 


Fill up the ſoul, and lend her ſtrength to live. 
To them we owe fair truth's unſpotted page, 
The gen*rous patriot, and the moral ſage; 

The hand that forms the geometric line, 
The eye that pierces thro? th' unbowell'd mine, 


The tongue that thunders eloquence along, 


And the fine ear that melts it into ſong. 


And yet theſe paſſions which, on nature's plan, 


| Call out the * form tas man, 


Witlout a coifin, and without a head; 
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Warp'd from the ſagred line that nature gave, | 
As meanly ruin as tiieyynobly fave. 
Tu” ethercal ſoul that heay'n itſelf inſpires 
= all its virtues, and with all its fires, 
Led by theſe iyrens to foine wild extreme, 
Sets in a vapour when it ought to beam; 
Like a Dutch ſun that in the autumnal iky 
Looks thro? a fog, and rifes but to die. 
But he whoſe active, unencumber'd mind 
Leaves this low earth, and all its miſts behind, 
Fond in a pure unclouded ſky to glow, 
| Like the bright orb that riſes on the Po, 
O' half the globe with ſteady ſplendor ſhines, 
And ripens virtues as it ripens mines. 
Whoever thinks, muſt ſee that man was made 
To face tie ſturm, not languith i in the ſhade : 
Action's his ſphere, and, for that ſphere an d, 
Eternal pleaſures open on his mind. 

For this, fair hope leads on th* im d ſoul 
Thro' life's wild labyrinths to her diftant gaol; 
Paints in cach dream, to fan the genial flame, 

The pomp of riches, and the pride of fame; 


Or fondly gives reſle ctionꝰ's cooler eye 


A glance, an image of a ſuture ſky. | 5 
Vet, tho' kind leavin points out th* unerring 
road, 
That leads thro” nature up to bliſs and God ; 
Spite of that Cod, and all his voice divine, 
Speaks in the heart, or teaches from the ſhrine, 
Man, n vain, and impotently wiſe, 
Diſdains the manna ſent him from the ſkies ; 
— Taſtcleſs of all that virtue gives to pleaſe, 
For thouglit too active, and too mad tor eaſe, 
From wiſh to wiſh in life's mad vortex toſt, 
For ever ftruvyzling, and for ever loſt; | 
He ſcorns religion, tho” her ſeraphs call, 
And lives in rapture, or not lives at all. 
And now, let loote to all our hopes and fears, | 
As pride inipirits, or ambition tears, 
From cv'ry tie, from ev'ry duty reed, 
Witlaut a balance, and without a creed, 
Dead ev'ry ſenſe, each particle divine, 
And all the men einbruted in the fwire; 
Theſe drench in luxury's ambrotial bowl | 
 Reaion's laſt ſpark, and drain off ail the ſoul. 
— Tile for vain wealth fly on from pole to pole, 
Wuere _ can watt them, and where ieas can 
ro | 
While others, wearied with the farce of pow” r. 
Or mad with riot in the midnight hour, 
With Spain's proud monarch to a ce il retire, 
Or, Nero like, ſet halt the globe on fire. 5 
Ptretch'd on high-tow' ring Dover's ſandy bed, 


A dirty ta- cloth o'cr his body thrown, 
By inarks of miſery almoſt unkrown, 
Without a friend to pity, or to ſave, 
_ Wit!.ovt a dirge to confecrate the grave, 
_ Great Suffolk Les he who tor years had ſhone, 
England's tixth Henry! neareſt to thy throne. 
W̃uat boots it row, that lif'ning ſenates hang 
All ears, all rapture, on his angel-tongur ? 
Ah! what avails ti“ cnormous blaze between 
Hi, dawn of glory, and his cloſing ſcene ! 
When =o" France his hcav*n-born pow'rs 
or” 
And Anjou's prince ſs heath'd Brizannia's frrord ! 


Some, like Albano's, catch from 
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Aſk ye what bold conſpiracy oppreſt | 
A chiet ſo honour'd, and a chief to bleſt ? 


Why, luſt of power, that wreck'd his rifing fame 


On courts' vain ſhallows, and the gulph of thame :; 
A Glo'itet*'s murder, and a nation's wrongs, 


j Cali'd loud for vengeance with ten thouſand tongues 3 


And haſten'd deati;, on Alb.on's chalky ſtrand, 
To end the exiie by a pirate*s hand. 

Pleaſure, my friend ! on this fide folly les; 
It may be vig*rous, but it muſt be wiſe : 
And when our organs once tiiat end attain, 
Each ſtep beyond it is a ſtep to pain. 
For aſk the man whoſe appetites purſue 
Each looſe Roxana of the ſtew ; 
Who cannot eat till luxury refine 
His taſte, and teach him how to dine; 
Who cannot drink till Spain's rich vintage flow,, 
Mix' d with the coolneſs of December's ſnow : 
Aſk lum, if all tizofe extaſies that move 
The pulſe of rapture, and the rage of | love, | 
When wine, wit, woman, all their pow*':s employ, 
And ev'ry ſenſe is loft in ev'ry joy, | 
Eer fill'd his heart, and beam'd upon his breaſt 


| Contents full ſunſhine, w:th the calm of reſt ? 


No virtue only gives fair peace to ſhine, | 


| And health, O ſacred temperance ! is thine. 


Hence tize pour peaſant, whoſe laborious ſpace 
Rids the rough crag of half its heath and ſhade, 
Feels in the quiet of his genial nigiits 
A bliſs more genuine than the club at White's : 
And has in tull exchange for fame and weaith, 
Herculran vigour, and <ternal health. 


| Or biooming genius, judgment, wit, poſſeſs'd, 
| By poets envied, and by peers careſs'd 3 A 


By royal mercy ſav'd from legal — | 


| With royal favour crown'd for years to come, 2 


O badſt thou, Savage! known thy lot to prize, 
And facred held fair friendſhip's gen'rous ties; 
Hadit tiov, fincere to wiſdom, virtue, truth, 
Curb'd the wild ſaikes of impetuous youth; 


| Had but thy lite been equal to thy lays, 


In vain had envy ſtrove to blaſt thy bass; 


|| In vain thy mother's unrelenting pride 


Had trove to puth thee helpleſs from her fide 3 


| Fair comp: tence had lent her genial dow 'r, 


And ſmiling peace adorn'd thy evening-hour ; 

True ptcaſure would have led thee to her thrme, 

And every friend to merit had been thine. 8 
Blefs'd with the choĩceſt Foon that heav'n can give, 


| Thou then hadit learnt with dignity to live ; 


The ſcorn of wealth, the threats of want to brave, 


| Nor iought from pr.ion a refuge in the grave. 


Th* immortal Rembrant all his pictures made 


| Soft as their union into liglit and ſhade: 
| Whene'cr his colours wore too bright an air, 
A kindred thadow took off all the glare; 
| Whence'er that ſhadow, careleſsly embrown” 1 


— 


Stole on the tints, and breath'd a gloom around, | 
Th' attentive artiſt threw a warmer dye, 

Or call'd a glory from a pitur'd' ſy; FS. 
Till both th* oppoting powers mix*d in one, 


I Cool as the night, and brilliant as the ſun. 


Paſſions, like colours, have their — 
Tlioſe too inũ pid, and too gaudy theſe x 
Some on the heart, like Spagnoletti's, throw 

Fictitious horrors, and a weight of woe; 


ev'ry ray 


| | Toa ſtrong a ſunſhine, and too rich a day ; 
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Others, with Carlo's Magdalena, require 
A quicker ſpirit, and a touch of fire; 
Or want, perhaps, tho” of celeſtial race, 
Corregio's ſoſtneſs, and a Guido's grace. 

Would'ſt thou then reach what Rembrant's 

genius knew, 

And live the model that his pencil drew, 
Form all thy life with ail his warmth divine, 
Great as his plan, and faultleſs as his line; 
Let all thy paiſior c, like his colour, play, 
Strong without harſhneſs, without glaring gay : 
Contraſt them, curb them, ſpread them, or confine, 
Ennoble theſe, and thoſe forbid to ſhine ; 
With cooler ſhades ambition's fire allay, 
And mildly melt the pomp of pride away; 
Her rainbow-robe from vanity remove, 
And ſoften malice with the ſir7le of love; 
Bid o'er revenge the charities prevail, 
Nor let a grace be ſeen without a veil : 
So ſhalt thou live as heav*n itſe!f defign'd, 
Each pulſe congenial with th” informing mind, 
Each action ſtation*d in its proper place, 
Each virtue blooming with its native grace, 


| Each paſſion vig'rous to its juſt degree, 


| And the tair whole a perfect ſymmetry. 


THE LOTTE R v. 


INSCRIBED To 18 — 


AwrRORN had once a mindto n 

| His carcaſe in a coach and fix, 

And live, if his eſtate would bear i * 
On turtle, ortolans, and claret: | 
For this he went, at fortune*s call, 
To wait upon her at Guildhall ; 
That is, like many other thick wits, 
He tought a ſcore of Lottery Tickets, 


And faw them riſe in dreadful ranks 


Converted to a ſcore of blanks. | 

_  Amaaz'd, and vex'd to find his ſcheme | 

 Delufive as a midnight dream, 

Nie curs'd the goddeſs o'er and o'er, 

Caii'd her a mercenary whore; 

 Swore that her dull capricious fer ſe 

Was always dupꝰd by impudence, 

That men of wit were but her tools, 

And all her favours were for fools. 

He ſaid, and with an angry gripe 
 Snatch'd up his ſpeculative pipe; 

And, that he might his grief a, 

Read half a in Seneca. 5 

1 Wher, lo! a a phantom, tall, and thin, | 

_ Knock'd at the door, and enter'd i _ 

She wore a party-colour'd robe, 8 

And ſeem'd to tread upon a globe— 

Whiſk'd und the room with haughty air, 

And toſo' d into an elbow chair. 

Then with a bold terrific look, 

Whieh made the doctor drop his book, 

Addreſs'd him thus: Thou wicked varlct ! 

Art not aſham'd to call me harlot ? | 

Why, what's thy conſequence and parts, 

: 2 ** or in 1 


| 
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That I, Fortune muſt he leftur'd, 
Kick'd, bully” d, curs'd, abus'd, and heQor'd, 
— — fever roaſt thee 
Tbou'rt not ſo wealthy as Da Coita ? 
However, as thou haſt ſome virtues, 
And know'ſt my fav*rite Tom Curteis, 
I'lI point thee out a way to be 
Almoſt as rich a man as he. 
Send to the bank this day and buy 


| Ten Tickets in the Lottery ; 


And hid your honeſt friend, the broker, 


Endorſe the name of M— H—— ; 


The facred numbers then confign 


 Devoutly to the fair-one"s ſhrine : 
That is, in humbler rhetoric, 


Preſent them by your footman Dick, 


I And tell her, in a billet-doux, 

* My dear, theſe Tickets are for you, 

| ©© An offering from a heart that's ſplit 
1 Aſunder by your ſenſe and wit, 

* Yet has the grace to tell you true, 


C T9 keep its own dear ends in view, 


© And therefore hopes you'll not forget 
To give me half of what you get. 


My life on*'t, Jemmy, thou'lt be great 


Five thouſand pounds !—a good eſtate : 


For be afſur'd that, tho” the poets, 
The ſmall philoſophers, and no-wits, 


Pretend that 'm to worth unkind, 


And impudently paint me blind, 


Il | yet can ſee thy charmer's merit, 
Her taſte, her dignity, and ſpirit; 
Have often liſten'd to her ſong, 


And ſtole perſuaſion from her tongue; 


| And am reſolv'd, tho? all the ſhrews, 
Stock- johbers, brokers, pimps, and Jews, 


Frown, curſe, expoſtulate, and rally, 
With all the tongues of all the Alley, 
To give her out of love and zcal, 


The richeſt number in the wheel. 


LADY JANE GREY 


1 0 


Lond GUILFORD DUDLEY. 


AN EPISTLE. 
IN THE MANNER OF OVID. 
"ROM theſe dark cells, in ſable pomp array d. 
Where night's black horrors breatlie a Seger 
q, ” 


ade, 


I Where ev'ry hour ſome awful viſion brings 
I Of pale aſſaſſins, and the ſhrouds of kings, 
What comforts can a wretched wife afford 
The laſt fad moments of her dying lord? | 
With what fond tear, what love-impaſſion'd bsh, 


Soothe the dear mourner ere he reach the ſæy? 
Ye pow'rs of ſong that ev'ry chord inſpire 


: When Rome's ſoit Ovid weeps along his lyre ; 
Ve angel-ſounds that Troy's great Hector mourn, 
Wuen his loſt con.out bleeds upon his urn 


r WW eSSASS 


Fo} 


— MN at od 


Extinzuiſh'd Guiltord ere he liv'd his ſpan, 


| : 
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Teach me, ye warblers ! teach this iwain of woe 
Like you to kindle and lixe you to flow. 

Alas! in vain ye bid your varmtis divine 
Wake all the ſtring, and live turough all the Une. 
Spite of tlioſe warmths, th' immortal numbers roll 
Cool from my hand, and $:ithlefs to my foul ; 
Too faint a with, tov calm a figh impart, 
Hide half my grief, and tell but hall my heart 3 
Loſe the fond anguith of this flowing tear, 


And the keen pan that tears and tortures there. 


Vis ſaid that fouls, to love's ſoft union wrought, 
Converſe by ſilent ſympathy of thought : 
O! then with tiiat myſterious art divine 
The fierce impatience of my breaſt he thine : 
And when ſome tender, recollecting figh 
Pours the hig paſſ.on from each weeping eye, 
When wrapt, and wild, thy fond ideas roll, 
And all thy image takes up all thy foul ; 


Think that my breaſt the tame dear tu-r,ults move, 


As keen an anguita, and as fott a love; 

Think that I hear thy pray*rs, explore thy fears, 
Sigh to thy ſighs, and weep with all thy tcar: ; 
From all thy wiſhes, all thy phrenzics ſec, 


And feel for Guilford all he f=-els for me. 


Ah! where arc now the joys my fancy drew 
For ever blooming, and for ever new 
Where the dear ſcenes that meditation aid, 


The gill's ſoft murmur, and th” embow'ring made ; ; 
Where all the heartfelt charities that move 
The warmths of rapture in tie pulſe of love? 


Loſt, loſt tor ever, like th' ethereal fire 


Shot thro? the ſky to glitter and expire. 


Hide it, ye pow'rs ! the ſad, the ſolemn day 


That gave a Dudley to the houſe of Grey : 
Tor, O! when to the altar's foot we came, | 
| And each fond eye confeſs*d the kindling flame; 


Juit as the prieft had join'd my hand to thine 


An awful tremor ſhook che hallow'd ſhrine, 
A ſudden gloom the ſacred walls array'd, 


And round the tapers threw an azure ſhade ; 


The winds blew hol. o with the voice of pain, 


Arial echoes figit'd thro” all the fane : | 
"Twas God himſelf that, from ti! empyrcal ky Ys 
Loou mauſp.cious on the nuptial tie, 
And pitying tauglit, as prophecies of woe, 
The ſheines to tremble, and the wind to blow 
O! had thy blood drunk in ſome fel! Scale, 


From each clill pinion of th* autumnal bieeze, 
Had yon keen ſun, with all the rage of pain, 


Wing'd every pulſe, and ſcorch'd up every vein, 


It had hecn nature, and the fate of man. 


Hew 'ns had my cares but cad thy parting breath, | 
| In ke 
Fx plor'd the dear imperfect ſounds tiat hung 
_ Louſe on each fibre of thy tault*ring tongue, 

_ PooPd the tond phrenzics cf thy part.ng fich, 


'S lait moment, and tlie gaſp of death, 


Wip'd the warm drop irom each expiring eye; 3 


I had but knovn what many a virtuous pair | 
Are doom d to ſuffer, and are doom'd to bear; 4. The laſt a Vorrors of her exit eye, 
Without a tremor, and without a fich. 


But, O! in thought's wild images to fre 
My glories fall, prour inftamy ! like thee ; 


See, midſt the murmur of à million fighs, 


The ſabre glitter, and the ſcaffold riſe ; 


To ſee my Guiltord moving ſadly flow 


Thro' ranks of waniors, and the pomps of woe; 


See him, white bending o'er his awtul bier, 


Sicd the Keen anguiin of too warm 2 tear, 
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A tear that from the warmths of love proceed, 


4 And mcirs the huſband while the hero blocd g—— 


Bleed, did 1 fay ?—Tear, tear, ye pow'rs of art! 
| Sente, nature, memory, from ry tortur'd heart: 
And thou, — beneath the pole's black umbrage laid, 
Oblivion! dauginer of the midniglit fhiade 
With all thy glooms, and all thy miſts, remove 
Each ſweet ide a of conmub:al love: 
Hide the dear man whole virtues firſt imprett 
Too fond an image on m/ virgin breatt ; 
From all the folnets of my toul efface 
His every beauty, and his every grace ; 
And force that ſoul with patience to reſign 


All the dear ties that bound her faſt to tuine. 


Alas ! vain effort of miſguided zeal ! 
| What pow 'r can force affliction not to feel | 
What ſaint torbid this throbbing breaſt to glow, 
This figh to murmur, and this tear to flow ? 
Still honeſt nature lives her anguith o'er, 
Still the tond woman bleeds at every pore. 
Ah! when my foul all pantin to afp.re, 
| Each ſenſe enraptur'd, and cach with on fire, 
On all the wings of heav'n- born virtue flies 
To yon bright ſunſhine, yon uncloude!l ies, 


— 


| Spitc of the joys that heav'n and hl impart, 


A ſoſter image heaves within my heart; 
Impaſſions nature in the ſprinꝝs of lite, 


Ard calls tlie ſeraph back into the wite. 


Yet ſay, my Guiliord! ſay, why wilt tliou move 
Theſe idle vifions of deſpairing love; 
Why v-:it thou ſtill, wirn every grace and art, 
Spread thro* my veins, and kindle in my heart ? 
O let my foul far other tranſhorts feel, 
W:nz'd with thy hopes, and warm'd with al thy | 
zcal. | 
And thou, in yon imperial heav'n enſarin'd, 
Eternal eituence of ti cternal mind! 
O grace divine! on this fra: boſom wy 
One gleam of comto:t from ti., toure 
due comes, ana ail my opening! of ww 
With holy ardours, a: 10 i: Tau ſnes: 
1 and ſublime, my E:nlin- vithes roll, 
Ac rigliter funihinc break; upon nig ul ; 
Strong, and more ſtron. the J. ht culvital ſhines, 
Fach thought ennobles, and each ſente reines: 
Fac! human pang, each buman bliſs retires, 
All carth-born w.thes, ar: ail low deres, 
The pomps of empire, grandeur, weaith decay, 5 
And all the world's vain phantoms tade away. 
Riſc, ye fad ſecpes! ye hlacl: ideas rife, 
Riſe, and * 05 ute tic empire of the ics: 
e horrors ! come, and o'r wy 6 bes throw 
"Terrif.c viſions, ind a pomp oft wo2z. | 
Call up the —_— in its drradd para fe, | 
Bid the knell eco thro” the midniglu hade; 
Full in my tight the robe ſunereal wave, 
Swell the loud dirge, and ohen all my grave: 
Yet thall mv foul, ail conſcious of her C 07, 
Refign'd, and ſa.nted tor the bleſt abode, 


— 


© of * 


ntpircs 5 


Ali, no—while licav'n thall leave one | pulſe « ol 
| Lite, 


{ I ftl am woman, WED am ſtill a wife; 


My hov'ring Hul, tho” rais'd to heav'n by pray” ws 
Stiil bends to E and fs one ſorrcw there: : 
There, there, alas! the voice of nature car,, 
| A ration trembles, and a hutbard talis. 

H 


15 5 Can wake one image in the fainted mind; 
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wou'd to heav'n, I cou'd like Zeno boaſt 
A * of marble, and a foul of froſt, 5 
Calm as old Chaos, ere his waves begun 
To know a zephyr, or to ſeel a ſun. 
Romantic with ! ſor O, ye pow'rs divine 
Was ever mitery, ever "grief, like mine; 
For ever round me glares a tragic ſcene, 
And now the woman bleeds, and now the queen : 
Now back to Edward's recent grave convey*d, 
Talk with fond phrenzy to his ſpotleſs ſhade 3 
Now wildly image all his ſiſter's rage, 
The baleful fury of the rifing age 
Behold her ſanguinary banners fly 
Looſe tothe breezes of a Britiſh ſky ; 
See England's genius quit th* imperial dome 
To Spain's proud tyrant, and the flaves of Rome; 
See all the land the laſt ſad horrors feel © * 
Of cruel creeds, and viſionary zeal. 
Mad bigotry her ev'ry ſon inſpires, 
Preathes all her plagues, and blows up all her 
| fires, 
Points tne keen folchion, waves th' avenging rod, 
And mu:ders virtue in the name of God. 
May He, who firſt the light of heav' n diſplay'd, 
The dear redeemer of a world in ſhade, 
He who to man the bliſs of angels gave, 
Who bled to triumph, and who died to ſave, 
Beam all his goſpel, ſacred and divine, 
On ev'ry boſom, and on ev'ry ſhrine; 
Relieve th” expiring exe, and gaſping breath, 
And reſcue nature from the arm of death. * | 
And now refign'd, my boſom lighter grows, 
And hope ſoft-beaming brightens all my woes. 
Hark; or deluſion charms, a Seraph ſings, hy 
And choirs to watt us ſpread their filver wings; 
Tir immortats call, heav'n opens at the ſound, 
And glories blaze, and mercy ftr.ams around. 
Away ere nature wake her pangs anew, 
Friend, father, lover, huſband, ſaint, adieu ! 
Vet when thy ſpirit, taught from earth to fly, 
Spreads her full plume, and gains upon the ſky, 
Ore moment pauſe till theſe dead orbs refign | 
Tue laſt faint beam, and ſyeed my ſoul to thine: 
| Then, while the prieſt, in hallow'd robes array d, 
Pays the laſt hor ours to each parting ſhade; _ 
While o' er our aſhes werps ii attending train, 
And the ſad requiem flows along the ſane 
Dur kindred fouls ſhall wing th ethereal ways 
From eartiz and anguiſh to the ſource oi day ʒ 
To all the bliſs of all ;he ſkies aſpire, 
And add _ raptures toth* angelic choir. 
And, O! if aught we knevy, or left behind, 


If yet a friend, a parent, child, can move 
Departed ſpirits to a ſenſe of love; 
Still mall our ſouls a kind connection ſee! 
With England's ſcnate, and with England's weal; 
And drive from all its ſl: ores, with watchtul care, 
The flame of diicord, and tie rage of war. 
Perhaps, when tL.efc fad ſcercs of blood are o'er, 
And Rome's proud tyrant awes the ſoul no more; 
M hen anguiſh throws off all the vcils of art, 
Bares all her wounds, and opens all her heart; 
Our hapleſs loves ſhall grace th' hiſtoric page, 
And cha-m the rat.ors of a future age: | 
—_— ſome tard, whoſe tears have learnt to 
o 
For injur'd nature, and to feel for woe, 


| 
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Where tat turkeys, half a month refign” d 
To the ſoſt breathings of a iouthern wind, 
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Shall tell the tender melancholy tale 

To the ſoft zephyrs of the weſtern vale ; 

Farr truth ſhall bleſs him, virtue guard his cauſe, 
And every widow d matron weep applauſe. ' 


OF TASTE. 
AN ESSAY. 


| WW ras our paſſions riot, fret, and rave, 


Wild and capricious as the wind and wave, 


| One common folly, ſay whatc'er we can, 


Has fix'd at laſt the mercury of man; 

And rules, as ſacred as his father's creed, 

O'er every native of the Thames and Tweed. 
Aſk ye what pow' r it is tat dares to claim 


| So vaſt an empire, and ſo wide a fame ? 


What God unthrin'd in all the ages paſt ? 
Tu tell you, friend! 
Taſte ; 


] Taſte that, without vr head, or ear, or heart, 
| One gift of nature, or one grace of art, 


Ennobles riches, ſanctifies expence, 
And takes the place of ſpirit, worth and "WY 


| In elder time, ere yet our fathers knew 


Rome's idle arts, or panted for Virtt, 
Or ſat whole nights Italian ſongs to hear, 


Without a genius, and without an ear; 

I Exalted ſenie, to warmer climes unknown, 

| And manly wit wag nature's, and dur own. _ 
But when our virtues, warp'd by wealth and . 


Began to ſlumber in the lap of caſe— 


I When Charles return'd to his paternal reign, 


With more than fiſty taylors in his train, 

We felt for Taſtc—for then obliging France 

Taught the rough Briton how to dreſs, and dance ; 
Politely told him all were brutes, and fools, i 
But the gay cox combs of her happier ſchools 3 

That all perſection in her language lay, 

And the beſt author was her own Rabe . 

Hence by ſome ſtrange malignity of fate, 

We take our faſhions from the land we hate: 

Still ſlaves to her, howe'er her taſte inclines, Ih 
We wear her ribbanes, and we drink her wines $: 
Eat as ſhe eats, no matter which or what, 


| A roaſted lobfter, or a roaſted cat; 
And fill our houſes with an hungry tran 
Ot more tlian half the ſcoundrels of the Seine. 


Time was, a wealthy Engliſhman would | * = 


 ] Arich plumb-pudding to a fat firloin ; 
Or bake a paſty, whoſe enormous wall 


Took up almoit the area of his hall: | 
| But now, as art improves, and life WP 
The demon Taſte attends him when he d nes; 
Serves on his board an elegant regale, | 
Where tiree ſtew'd muſhrooms flank a larded 
quz ail; 


And ſmeth rd in a rich ragout of ſrail., 
Ourſtink a lenten ſupper at Verſailles. 
Is tire a laint that would not lau n to ſee. 


Tuc good MAN Piccecs With 1 Nicatkee 3 
; | 


in one ſhort word---" ts 
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rere d by the luxury of taſte to drain 
A flaſk of poiſon, which he calls champagne ! 
While he, poor idcot! tho” he dare not ſpeak, 
Pines all the while for porter, and ox-cheek. 
Sure *tis enough to ſtarve for pomp and ſhow, 

To drink, avd curſe the clarets of Bourdeaux: 
Yet ſucli our l umour, ſuch our (kill ty hit 
Exceſs of folly thro? exceſs of wit, 
We plant the garden, and we build the ſeat, 
Juſt as abſurdly as we drink and eat, 

or is there aught tuat nature's hand has 15 
To bloom and ripen in her hotteſt zone? 
Is there a ihruł which, cre its verdures blow, 
Aſks all the ſuns that beam upon the Po? 
Is there a flowret whoſe vermillion hue 
Can only catch its beauty in Peru? 
Is there a portal, colonnade, or dome, 

The pride. of Naples, or the boaſt of Rome? 

We raiſe it here, in ſtorms of wind and hail, 

On the hlzak boſom of a ſunleſs valez _ 

mo Careleſs alike of chmate, ſoil, and place, 
The caſt of nature, and the ſmiles of grace. 

Hence all our ſtucco'd walls, Moſaic floors, 
Palladian windows, and Venetian doors ; : 
Our Gothic fronts, whoſe Attic wings unfold 
Fluted pilaſters tipp'd with leaves of gold ; 
Our matlly cielings, grac'd with gay feſtoons, 
The weeping marbles of our damp ſaloons, 
Lawns fring'd with citrons, amaranthine bow'rs, 
Expiring myrtles, and unop'ning flowr's. 
| Hence the good Scotſman bids th* anana blow 
In rocks of cryſtal, or in Alps of ſnow ; 
On Orcus' ſteep extends his wide arcade, 

And kills his ſcanty ſunſhine in a ſhade. 
One might expect a ſanctity of ſtyle = 
Auguſt and manly in an holy pile, 


And think an archite& extremely odd 


To build a playliouſe for the — of Cod; E 
Vet half our churches, ſuch the mode that reigns, 
Are Roman theatres, or Grecian fanes; 
_ Where broad- arch'd windows to the eye convey 
Te keen diffuſion of too ſtrong a day 3 ; 
Where, in the luxury of wanton price, 
Corintiuan columns languiſh tide by ſide, 
Closed by an altar exquititively fine, 
_ Loote and laſc ivious as a Cypriadd ſhrine. _ 
On late, *tis true, quite fick of Rome and Greece, 
We fetch our models from the wiſe Chineſe ; 
European artiſts are too cool and chaſte, _ 
For Manc”: tin only i is the man of taſte; 
Whoſe bolder genius, fondly wild to ce 
His grove a foreſt, and his pond a ſea, | 
Breaks out and, whimfically great, deſigns | 
Without the ſhackles or of rules or lincs. 
Form'd on his plans, our farms and ſcats _ 
o match the boaſted villas of Pekin. | 
On every lull a ſpire-crown'd temple ſwells, 
Hung round with ſerpents, and a fringe of bells 4 iN 
 Junks and balons along our waters fail, 
With each a gilded cock - boat at his tail; 
Our choice exotics to the breeze exhale 
Witlan th' incloſure of a zig-zag rail; 
In Tartar huts our cows and horſes ke, 
Our hogs are fatted in an Indian ſtye; 3 
On ev'ry ſh. If a Joſs divinely ſtares, | 
Nymphs * on chiatzes ſprawl u on cur chairs; 3 


| 


It has 
| Is tae pure ſunſhine of a ſoul avine, 
| The full perfection of each mental pow'r 
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WIile o'er our cabinets Confucius rods, 

' Midſt porcelain elephants, and China Gods, 

Peace to all fuch——but you whoſe chaſter fires 

True greatneſs kindles, and true ſenſe inſpires, 
Or ere you lay a None, or plant a ſhade, | 
Bend the proud arch, or roll the broad caſcade, 
Ere all your wealth. in mean profufion waſte, 
Examine nature with the eye of Taſte; 

Mark where ſhe ſpreads the lawn, or pours the 


rill 1 


| Falls in the vale, or breaks upon the hill, 


Plan as ſhe plans, and where her genius calls, 
There ſink your grottos, ane there raiſe your walls. 


| Without this Taſte, beneath whoſe magic-wand 


Truth and correctneſs guide the artiſts hand, 

Woods, lakes, and palaces are idle things, 

The ſhame of nations, and the bluſh ot kings. 

Expence and Vanbruegh, vanity and ihow, 

| May build a Blenheim, but not make a Stowe. 

But what is T aſte, you alk, this heav*n-borr\ 
fire 


we all pretend to, and we all admire ? 


Is it a caſual grace? or lucky hut ? 


| | G: the cool effort of reflecting wit? 


Has it no law but mere diſguifed will? 
No juit criterion fix'd to good and ili? 
True Taſte, when delicately fine, 


*T's ferſe, *tis nature, and tis ſomething more. | 
Twin-torn with Genius of one common bed, 
One parent bore them, and one. maſter bred. 

It give: the lyre with happier ſounds to _ 


| With purer bluthes bids air beauty glo-; 


From Raphact's pencil calls a nobler line, 


| And warm», Coiregio: every touch of thine. 


And yet, tho? ſprung from one paternal flame, 
Genius and Taſte are difttrent as their name: 
Genius, ail ſunbeam, where he throws a ſmile 


Impregnates nature faſter than the Nile 3 


Wild, and jimpetuous, high as heav'n aſpires, 
AU feienct mimates, all vn tue fires ; 

Cre ates ideal worlds, and there convenes 

' Aerial forms, and viſionary ſcenes. 

But Tatte corrects, by one ethereal touch, : 

What ſeems too little, and what ſeems too much 3 

Marks the fine point where each conſenting * 

Slides into heauty with the caſe of art; 


| This bias to riſe, and that with grace to fall, 
And bounds, unites, refines, and heightens alh 


| as 


LIFE UNHAPPY, BECAUSE WE 


USE IT IMPROPERLY. 


"2 A MORAL ESSAY. 


OWN it, Belmour l fay whate'er we can, 
'The lot c{ {orrow ſeems the lot of man; 
Affiict.on leds with all her kceneſt rage | 
On youth $ fair bloſſoma, and the fruits of age; 
And v aps alike beneath her harpy wings 
The cells of peaſants, and the court: of Fi ngs- 


— 


CN 


Yot 7vre 117 ufdly we afcribe to fate 
Tiste ts, thofe miiciue ts , we ourſelves create; 
Vainly lament that all the joys we know, 
Atte more than number'd by the pangs of wor; 
And yet thote joys in mran Protur ion waſte, 
Without reſiecttior, and u 'thout a taſte: 
Care lei, of all tnat virtue gives to plraſe, 
For tiiough too active, and too mad for cafe, 
We give Ea appet. te too looſe a rein a 
Puſh ev*ry pleaſute to the verge of pain; 
Inpetuous ! tow where the paſſions call, 
Ard live in raptur e, or not Lve at all. 
Hence half the plagu: s 
| {trite 
Fach foſter moment of domeſtic life ; 
The paified hand, tlie viſionary _ 
Th' :nizReq fluid, and the torpid vein ; 
The ruin'd appetite that loatl;ing flights 
The richeſt olio of the cook at White's ; 
The aching impotence of looſe deſire, 
 Anerveleſs body with a ſoul on fire; 
Th eternal bluſh that lights the cheek of ſhame 
For waſted riches, and unheeded fame ; 
Unhallow'd reverics, low-thoughted cares, 
The wiſh that riots, and the pang that tears; 
Each awful tear that weeps the night away, 
Each hearttelt tigh of each reflecting day; 
All that around the low'ring eye of ſpleen 
Throws the pale phantom, and terrific ſcene; 
Or, cirer ſtill, calls from th* abyſs below 
Deſpair's dead genius to the couch of woe, 


Where, loſt to health, and hope's all-chearing rays 


As the dead eye-hall to the orb of day, 
Pale riot bleeds for all his mad expence 
In each rack'd organ, or acuter ſenſe 
Where ſad remorie bcholds in every made 
The murder'd friend, or violated maid; 
And ſtung to miarInefs in his inmoſt ſoul, 
SGratps the keen dagger, or empoiſon'd bowl. 
Impious it were to think th; Eternal Mind 
Is but the ſcourge and tyrant of mankind. 
Sure he who gives us tunthine, dew, and ſhow'r, 
The «ine ambroſial, and the blooming flow'r, 
Whoſe own briglit image lives on man impreft, 
Meant that that being ſhou'd be wiſe and bleſt, 
An l taught each inftin& in his heart enſhrin'd 
| To feel tor bliſs, to ſcarch it, and to find. 2 
But Where's this blits, you atk, this heaven- born 
| 8 
We all pretend to and we all admireꝰ 
Brœathes it in Ceylon's aromatic iſle? 
Flows it along the waters of the Nile? 
Lives it in India's animated mole, | 
In rocks of cryſtal, or in veins ot "gobd 3 Wot 
Not there alone, Fut, boundilets, unconfin'd; 
| Spreads thro? all lite, and fows to all man!; ds 
Waits on the wines that blow, tlie waves that roll, 
And warms alike the Ec juator and ti e PC. 
For ar kind nature thro' tie globe inſpires 
Her parent warmths, and me rs | 
Forms the briglit cem iu carth's untathom'd e, 
Bids the rich coral bluth beneath the waves, 
Hd with the fame prolific virtue glows - 
ia the rough bramble, as the damaſk roſe; 
N, 211 the umon of her moral plan, 
Iran er Es fines on trom man to mar, 
Vim ther in pw Þ.c, er in ſkins array'd, 
[37 vide tht eh; Kerr, or ks res Ea paces 
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Slaves on the Ganges, triumphs on the Rhone, 
Hues in a cell, ur beams upon a throne. 

In vain the man whoſe ſoul ambition fires, 
Whom hirth ennobles, and whom wealth inſpires, 
Infifts that happineſs tor courts was made, 
| And laughs at every genius ot the ſhade. 

8 much miſtakes the ſage, who fain would prove 
Fair pleaſure lives but in his grot and grove. 
| Each ſcene of life, or open or confin d, 


I | Alike congenial to its kindred mind, 


Alike ordain'd by heav'n to charm or pleaſe 

The man of ſpirit and the man of caſe 3 

Juſt as our taſte is better or is worſe, 

Becomes a bleſſing, or becomes a curſe. 

When luſt and envy ſhare the ſoul by turns, 

When fear unnerves her, or mad vengcance Lurns ; 

When luxury brutes her in the wanton tow”r, | 

And guilt's black phantoms haunt her midnight 
hour | 

Not all the wealth each warmer ſun provides, 

All e:rth emt,oloms, and all ocean hides, 


Fot all the pomps that round proud greatneſs ſhine, 
| When ſupplant nations bo befcre her ſhrine, 


Can eaſe the heart, or ray upon the breaſt 


| Conter:t's full ſunſhine, and the calm of reſt, 


| No—all the bliſs that nature feels, or knows, 

Of heartfelt rapture, or of cool repoſe, 

Howe'er improv*d by wiſdom, and by art, 
Lives in curtclves, and beams but from the heart, 
Quite independent of thoſe alien things, 
Applauding ſenates, ard the ſmiles of kings, 

Ot empty purſes, or of weaituy bags, 

A robe of ermines, or a coat in rags. | 
Conclude we then that heav*n's ſupreme decree. 
 Cives eaſe and joy to monarclis and to me:: 


| Yet, ſucl the fate of all ti:at man obtains, 


Our pleaſure muſt be purchas*d by our pains, 
Ard coſt us every hour ſome fall e xpence, 
A little labour, and a little ſenſe. ä 
That heav'n- horn bliſs, that ſoul-illumin'd joy, 
Which niadinen ſauarder, and vehich fouls deſtroy, 
To half the nations of the globe unknown, = 
Re fie cting . dom marcs it all her own ; 


| Cool, cl lores, in every ſcene and ſphere, 


lat pature wants, W hat life inherits there; 
What lentent arts can teach the ſoul to know | 
A purer rapture, and a ſoiter woe; 
Wirt melt her ile vanities away, 

And make to-morrow lappier than to-day. 
oy ithout tlus cheap, this azconomic art, 


| This cool philoſophy of head ane heart, 


A pecr*'s proud boiom, rack'd ty pangs and cares, 5 


| Feels not the ſplendor of the ſtar he Wears: 


With it the wretch wiom want has jorc'd to dwell 
In the laſt corner of her cliearleſs cell, | 


In ſpite of hunger, labour, cold, diſeaſe, | 
[Lies, lauglis, and flumbers on the couch of eaſe, 


A coxcemb once in Handel's par jour found 
it ſound; 
Ofc the fine ſtops his aukward fiſt lie ings, 
And rudely preſſes on th” elaitic ſtrinys : 
Awaker'd difcord ſhrieks, and ſcolds, and raves, 
Wild 5 the diſſonance of winds and waves, 


* Loud as a Wapping mob at midnigin ee. 


Harſh as ten chariots rollrg round St. Paul's 
And out ſer far than all th? ectizric race 


Ii unden orgies ſtund'd ue wills of Thrace, 


ö 


CAWTHOR N's 


Friend* quoth the ſage, that fine machine 
contains | 

Exacter numbers, and diviner ſtrains; 
Strains ſuch as once could Luild the 'Theban wall, 
And ſtop the mountain torrent in its fall: 
Put yet, to wake them, rouze them, and inſpire, 
Aſks a fine finger, and a touch of fire, 
A fecling ſoul, whoſe all expreffive powers 
Can copy nature as ſhe ſinks or foars 
And, juſt alike to pai: on, time, and place, 
Refine correctn: ſo into cafe and grace. 
He ſaid— and, flying o'er each quiv ring wire, 
Spread his right land, and ſwept it on the lyre. 
Quick to his touch the lyre began to glow, 
The found to kindle, and the air to flow, 
Drep as the murmurs of the falling flouds, 
Sweet as the warbles of the vocal woods: | 
The liſt' ning paſſions hear, and fink, and riſe, 
As the rich harmony or ſwells or dies; X 


The pulſe of avarice forgets to move, 


A purer rapture fil's the breaſt of love; 
Devotion lifts to heav'n a holier eye, 
And bleeding pity heaves a ſoſter ſigh. 
| Life has its eaſe, amuſement, joy, and fire, 

Hid in itſelf, as muſic in the lyre; 5 | 
And, like the lyre, will all its pow*rs impart, 
When toucl'd and manag'd by the hand of art. 
Bur half mankind, like Handel's fool, deſtroy, 

_ Tivo rage and ignorance, the ftran of joy; 
 Irrecularly will their paſſions roll 
Thro' natur:”; fineſt inſtrument, the ſoul: 

While men of ſenſe, with Handels happier ſkill, 
Correct the taſte, and harmonize the will; 

_ Teach their attecl ions like his notes to flow, 
Not ra.y'& too high, nor ever ſunk wo low 3 
Till every virtue, mraſur'd and refin's 
As fits tlie concert of the maſter-mind, 8 
Melts in its kindred ſounds, and pours along 
TI, according muſic of the n. oral ſong. 


„ e ta 
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| WAKE, Voltaire! with warmth, with rapture | 


raiſe 

Th' applauding pean, and the ſong of praiſe : 
Agun ti Fred'ric mounts tue vittor's car, 
Av ain he thlunders in the front of war? 

Back to tac deſert ities the routed Gaul, 

And proud Vienna ſhales trom wall to wil. 

He hears me not—tliy genius, France | prevail, 
The pot feels but tor his own Ver fill-; ! 
Wit. ſccret curſes eyes the aero“ Wordt, 
And hates tit virtue which he once ador'd. 

An Mall a king wife triumplis far excted 
The ted glories of tie (neck and Swede ; . 
Wit nwre than Cart r, Wien 2 brigliter nay 
Aſce nel, and ih. nes auperia me a =. 
Sina he taro' ates ip: as his nu tt chrome 
Wit cut a verf to walt upon ty 1a h? 

Ii Br tain Joi ii ſowin, foul, nd fire ? 
His the no patr. ot wo fare touch the lyie * 


POEM S. 


53 
ves —— — while I live, thy virtues, prince | ſhall 


be 

| For ever ſacred to the muſe, and me. 
What tho' I heard but with the vulgar throng, 
The !ait, the loweſt of the ſons of long, 
Thy bold exploits ſhall give my ſoul to glow, | 
My pulſe to kindle, and my vein to flow; 
Exalt my ſpirit, animate my line, 
| And lend my numbers all the ſtrength of thine. 

Now had pale fury drove her iron car | 

From fields of flaughter, and from waſtes of war; 

Returning peace led on the vernal year, 
| Sheatl'd the keen fword, and broke the liſted 
| * 


| Wide o'er the world her olive branch diſplay'd, 


And call'd the nations to its hallow'd hade. 
And vow the arts, inflam'd with gen'rous — 
Roſe in the ſoitreſs of domeſtic life ; 
Exulting labour tam'd the ſtubborn plain, 

The ſail ot commerce took up all the men, 
With bolder wings th' immortal muſes fiew, 


| And ſcience trimm'd her faded wreath anew. 


Ambition ſigi'd for now ſhe heard no more 


|| The war's loud thunder break from ſhore to ſhore z | 


No more beheld proud monarchs, meanly vain, 
Rank'd in her files, or nun: ber'd in her train; 


| Loſt to the glare of life, ſhe lay unbleſt 


In the lone cell of ſoLtary reſt, 
Where ſpleen's pale viſions — her flumbers 
| throw _—_ 
| Eternal ſadneſs, and a pomp of woe. 
In vain kind nature pours upon her eye 


| A ſofter ſunſhine, and a richer ſky, 


Spreads the wild ſoreſt, heaves the cloud-topt hill, 


Waves in the wood, and flows along the rill : 
Woods, wilds, and waters, to her ſenſe decay, 


The warblers languiſh on the vocal ſpray ; 


| Unciouded ſuns in heav'n's clear azure fade, 


And nizht's black horrors wear a deeper ſhace. 
At lenꝝtli arous'd ſhe feels her wonted flame, 
Rev: cs, and opens to the voice of tame: 


| She ſees new triumphis riſing to her view, 


And wing'd by rapture, to Vienna ders. 
"Twas night lull'd ſoftly by the weſtern breeze, 
| Fair Auſtria ſſumber'd on the couch of caſe : 


lien as of ot the firſt infernal pow'r, 


Stole on the ſweets of Eden's nuptial bov'”r, 
And ſkill'd alike to flatter and deceive, 
Crept i in a reptilc to the ear of Eve 3 

S0 now ambition, with a nobler mien, 


| Approac!.'d, and whiſper*d tlius tit ſleeping queen. | 


„Can'ſt thou, O princels: tou, vvhoſe * 
ſpings 
From heav'n-Forn lerocs, and a race of kinge, 
R-tfizn'd and ccol, to ycnder Pruffian yield 
Silefin's ſceptre, and her fruitſul fiekl ? 


| Kite to thy wrongs, atfert thy injur*d reign, . 


And bid the ſword of vengrance cage again z 
"ear from lis hind te enupire he has wen, 
This moment cruſh him, or thou art undone. 
Secret and ſtrong, bentath his native fircs, 
The haughty genius of his ſoul aipires; 

Hl realms enlarge, Hs fails begin to fly 

O'er evry occan ut the Polar tky. 

Kick harveſts 1.1: upon his barren waſte, 


| His crowded citics are tlie feats of taſte 3 


Another you s autumal nſun thall ſce 


H:s |. road Cominiors Arcen from ſz tc {-a ; 
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Perhaps ſhall ice him on th? i throne, 
Europe enſlav'd, and half the world his own.” 
Thus ſpoke the fiend, and, with delufive art, 
Breath'd her black ſpirit through Tereſa's heart: 
 Rapt into future ſcenes ſhe minds no more 
The faith ſhe plighted, and tlie oath ſhe ſwore ; 
Strong, and more ſtrong, the viſion lives impreſt; 
Conqueſt's dread genius takes up all her breaſt; 
Paints on her ſoul, in luxury of thought; 
Th' ideal glories of a war unſought, 
The laurel-wreath, the military ſhow, 
The car of triumph, and the captive ſoe. 
And now the queen, unfeeling, falſe, and vain; 
Plans the wide ruin of a bold campaign; 
Thro” all the North with all her ſpirit raves, 
And wakes the nations in their huts, and caves ; 
With wild barbarians crouds her wanton war; 
The ſavage croat, and the fierce huſſar; : 
Fire's the proud Saxon's ſanguinary vein, 
| And rouſes all the dæmons of the Seine; | 
Leagues kings with kings, fills Europe with FRE 
Shakes heav'n and earth, and ſets the world in arms. 
O curſt ambition ! to each vice allied, 
Begot by miſchief in the womb of pride, 
What ills, dread fury ! from thy genius flow ! 
What awful ſcenes of unimagin'd woe! 
Before thy footſteps, wrap'd in flames of fire, 
* Sinks che tall column, and majeſtic ſpire. | 
Cloſe at thy fide her ſword fel) ſlaughter waves, 
_ *Midit bleeding piles, and ever-op'ning graves : 
The plague behind thee, with her tainted breath, 
Sweeps thro? the nations on the wing of death; z 
Neglected genius in his cell expires, _ 
To other worlds fair liberty retires, 
| The patriot muſc forgets her voice divine, 
Religion leaves her violated thrine =” 
And ev'ry meek-ey'd virtue pines and mourns, 
_ *Micett falling temples, and ſepulchral urns. 
The Pruffian ſaw at one keen glance from far 
The gatl.' ring tempeſt, and impending war: 
He ſaw, and inſtant bids his armies form, 
Heads the bold march, and bears upon the an 
In vain the foreſt big with death extends, 
She rampart thunders, and the flood deſcends z = 
In vain the foe cach open field declines, 
_ Hides in the trench, or lurks within his lines; 
Fic ſterms the rampart, fords the rapid flood, 
Léeaps qe trench, and clears th N 
. ved; 8 
Now preſſes on, now reins his dread career, 
Pours on the van, or ſteals upon the rear; 
Marks ev'ry criſis, ſhines in ev'ry ſcene, 
And is at once a Marlbro', and Eugene. 
At length, in all the pomp of war, advance 
Th' imperial cagles with the arms of France; 


1 mighty hoſt, whoſe awful files contain 


The vet' ran warricrs of the Marne and Maine. 
And will he yet, when nations round him coſe, = 
And his thin ranks ſcarce number halt his foes ; 
Will he, ye heav*ns! th' unequal conflict try, 
And hrave his fate when glory bids him fly? 
Ah! aught avails it that immortal fame 
J 3 3 her Fred'ric's name? 
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| And now the trumpet” 


France flies i 


I All that on earth 


_ And lay 
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| Avails it aught that juitice learnt to awe 
Miſguidet nature trom his code of law ? 

That warm'd, and foſter'd by his genial eye, 

| Tranſplanted ſcience ond the Polar ſky ? 

That Greece and Taſte upon the Baltic ſmil'd, 
And new Lyceums open'd in the wild? 

Alas ! one moment the bright fcene is oer 
He falls he dies——and Pruffia is no more. 


Vet ſhall nat F. ance, in this her bliſsful hour, 


Her dream of empire, and her pride of pow'r, 
An eaſy, cheap, unbleeding conqueſt know, 
Or rear her trophies o'er à flying foe : 

For now the mhnarch, ere he gives the ſign, 


| Serenely dreadful moves along the line: 
| The leglons, far as each keen glance can fly, 


Mark his firm ſtep, and hang upon his eye; 

That eye whoſe lightning terror round him flings; 

That _—— ſeems to thread on thrones, and 
ngs | 

At every look thro” all thy embattled van _ 

The pulie of glory beats from man to man: 

The ſoldier kindling at his prince aſpires, 

Swells with his hopes, and burns with all his fires ; 

Vet, midſt his ardours, owns a foſter flame, 

And feels for Fred' ric while he feels for fame. 

And now the ſun, whioſe orb ſhall ſet in blood, 

Faints on the umbrage of the weſtern wood; 


| The dittant hills in each horizon fade, 


And night comes on in all her gloom and ſhade : 
s animating ſound 

Peals on the ear, and ſhakes the Feld around, 
When, as the whirwind tears its rapid way, 
Roots up the rock, and ſweeps the plain away; 


Fierce on his foe th* intrepid Pruſſian ſprings, 


Drives thro his van, and breaks into his wings . 


Wraps his whiole war in one tremendous fire, 


: | And ſees the proweſs of his hoſt expire. 
Td Imperial chiefs no more the ſhock ſuſtain, | 


-ir fainting battle bleeds in ev'ry vein; 
on the wings of fear, 
And hungry ſlaughter feeds upon his rear. 

| Yet, ſtay thee; prince! all-conqueror as thou art, 
Indulge the milder virtues of thy heart ; | 

| Reſtrain fierce vengeance in her rage of ire, 

And let us love the monarch we admire. bY 
conqueſt gives to ſh! de, 
All the dread glories of the fword are thine: 
The viftor-wreath applauding ſtates decrec, 

The facred pœan only ſwells for thee. 
Another toil remains ere yet thy name 


A B. -ars the full ſplendor of unclouded fame. = 


Enjoy that nobler fame—bid diſcord ceaſe, 

pale Europe in the lap of peace: 

Then ſhall the muſe, who now thy triumph bas. 
Oer routed nations, and repenting kings, ws 
With rapture wait thee to thy ſylvan bow'r, - 


And watch the glories of thy ſofter hour, 


| When Rome”s fine arts beneath thy ſhield ſhall win 


A fairer laurel in thy own Berlin; 


There fix the ſchool of beauty, and adorn 


Worlds * and * yet unte rn. 


| 


W 
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MORAL ESSAY. 


EN AT THE VISITATION OF TUNBRIDGE- 

| SCHOOL, MDCCLII. 

Is ſaid that ere fair virtue learnt to ſigh, 

4 Tae creſt to libel, and the ſtar to lye, 

e poct glow'd with all his ſacred fire, 

Aut baue each virtue live along the 1yre 3 

Led humble ſcience to tae bleſt abode, 

And rais'd the hero till he ſhone a god. 

Our modern bards, by ſome unhappy fate, 
 Condemn'd to flatter ev'ry iool of ſtate, 

Have oft, regardleſs of their heav*n-born flame, 

Enthron' | proud greatneſs in the ſhrine of ſame; 

Bettow'd on vice the wreaths that virtue wove, 
And paid to Nero what was due to Jove. 

Vet hear, ye great! whom birth and titles crown 
With alien worth, and glories not your own 3 
Hear me affirm, that all the vain can ſhow, 

All Anitis boaſts of, and all kings beſtow, 

 A'il envy wiſhes, all ambition hails, _ 

All that ſupports St. James's, and Verſailles, | 

Can never give diſtinction to a knave, 

Or make a lord whom vice has made a ſlave. 

In elder times, ere heralds yet enroll' dc 
The bleeding ruby in a field of gold, 

Or infant language pain d the tender ear | 
— feſs, bend, argent, chev'ron, and ſaltier; 
*Twas he alone the bay*s bright verdure wore, 
Whoſe firength ſubdu'd the lion or the boar 3 5 8 
Whoſe art from rocks could call the 8 
| grain, 

And give the vine to laugh along the plain; 
Or, tracing nature in her moral plan, 
Explor'd the ſavage till he * the man. 
For him the ruſtic hind, and village maid, 


Stripp'd the gay ſpring of half its bloom and ihade; 3 | 


With annual dances grac'd the daiſy-mead, 
And ſung his triumphs on the oaten reed ; 

Or fond to think him ſprung from yonder ſky, 
| Rear'd the turf fane, and bade the victim die. 
In Turkey, ſacred as the Koran's page, 

Theſe fimple manners live thro? ev'ry age: 

The humbleſt ſwain, if virtue warms the man, | 
May riſe the genius of 'the grave Divan ; ER, 

And all but Othman's race, the only prou 
Fall with their fires, and mingle with 7" - 
| For three champaigns Caprouli's hand diſplay d 
The Turkiſh crefcent on thy walls, Belgrade! 
Imperial Egypt own'd him for her lord, 
And Auſtria trembled if he touch'd the ſword : 
Yet all his glories ſet within his grave, 

One ſon a Janizary, one a ſlave. 

Politer courts, ir genious to extend _ 

"The father's glories, bid his pomps deſcend 
With ſtrange good-nature give his worthleſs fon 
The very laurels that his virtue won; | | 

And with the ſame appellatives adorn 
A living hero, and a ſot unborn. ' © 

Hence, without bluſhing (ſay whate'er we can) 
We more regard th* eſcutcheon than the man; 
Yet, true to nature and her inſtincts, prize 
The hound or ſpaniel as his talent lies: 

Careleſs from what paternal blood he rotz, 
| We value Bowman only for his noſe. 


: | 


— * 
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Say, ſhquld you fee a generous ſteed outfly 
The ſwifteſt zephyr of th* autumnal ſky, 
Wou' d you at once his ardent wiſhes kill, 
Give him the dogs, or chain him to a mill, 
Becauſe his humbler fathers, grave, and flow, 
Clean'd half the jakes of Houndfditch or Saho ? 
In ſpite of all that in his grandfire ſhone, 
An horſe's worth is, like a king's, his own. 
It in the race, when lengtli'ning ſhou ts inſpire | 
His bold compeers, and ſet their hearts on fire, 
He ſeems regardleſs of th* exulting found, 
And ſcarce! ly drggs his legs along the ground; 
What will 't avail that, ſprung from heav'nly lord, 
His great forefathers ſwept th Arabian mead ; 
Or dreſs'd in half an empire's purple, bore 
The weight of Xerxes on the Caſpian ſhore ? 


|} 1grant, my lord! your anceſtors outſhine 


All that ere grac'd the Ganges, or the Rlit e ; 
Born to protect, to rouſe thoſe godlike fires . 
That genius kindles, or fair tame inſpires; 
O'er humble life to ſpread indulgent eaſe, 


0 give the veins to flow without Ciſcaſe ; 


From proud opprefſion injur*d worth to ſcreen, 
And ſhake alike the ſenate and the ſcene. 

And ſce, to ſave them from the wrecks of age, 
Exulting ſcience fills her 2 page, Fr 
| | Fame graips her trump, pic muſe attc 

The lyre re- ecchoes, 25 the ſong — 
The ſculptor's chiiſel with the pencil vies, 
Rocks leap, and animated marbles riſe: 

All arts, all pow'rs, the virtuous chiefs adorn, 
And ſpread their pomps to ages yet unborn. 

All this we own—but if, pos the ſhine, 
Th' enormous blaze that beams along the line, 
Some ſcoundrel peer, regardleſs of his fires, 
Purſues each folly, and each vice adinires; = 
Shall we enrol his proſtituted name 


In honour*s zenith, and the lifts of fame? 


Exalted titles, like a beacon, riſe 
To tell the wretched where protection Les. 
He then who hears unmov'd affliction's cry, 

His birtli's a phantom, and his name's a lye. 
The Egyptians thus on Cairo's ſacred plain, 
Saw half their marbles move into a fane ; | 

The glorious work unnumber'd artiſts ply, 

Now turn the dome, now litt it to the ſky : 

But ven they enter'd the ſublime abode, 

They found a ſerpent where they hop'd a 24 = 
Anſtis obferves, that when a rhouſand years 

Roll thro' a race of princes, or of peers, 

_ Obliging virtue ſheds her every beam py 

From ſon to ſon, and waits upon the ſtream, 

Yet ſay, ye great! who boaſt another”s ſcars, 


— 


I And think your lineage ends but in the ſtars, 


What is this boon ot heav'n ? Dependent ſtil. 
On woman's weakneſs, and on woman's will 3 


I Dare ye affirm that no exotic blood 


Has ſtain'd your glories ever tince the Flood ? 
 M:stt not fome brawny ſlave, from Atric tied, 
Stamp his baſe image in the nuptial bed? 

Miglit not, in pagan days, your mothers prove 
. he hre of Phoebus, and the ftrength of Jove.? 
Or, more politcly to their vows untrue, 

Love, and elope, as modern ladies do? 

But, £cant that all your gentle grandames ſhone | 
Clrar, and unſullied as the noon- day ſun ; | 
'Tho' nature form*d them of her chailet mold, 
| day; Vas their birth uukrious as tur gold? 


£6 
Full many s orc! we know, has choſe to range 
Among; the weakly beauties of the Change; 
Or nig d, fil humbler, to the midnight gale 
| For ſome fair peaſant of th Arcadian vale. 
Then blanie us not, it backward to adore 
A name poilutei by a flave or whore ; 
Since ſpite of patents, and of king's decrees, 
And blooming; coronets on parchment - tiecs, 
Some alien ftam may darken all the line, 
Andi Norfolk's blood deſcend as mean as mine. 
You boaſt, my lord! a race witir lautels crown'd, 
By ſenates honcur' d, and in war renown'd ; 
Shew then the martial ſoul to danger bred, 
When Poitiers thunder d, and when Cretfy bled ; 
Shew us thoſe deeds, thoſe beav*n-direftet tircs, 
That ages paſt ſaw beaming on your fires, 
That freeborn pride no tyrant durſt enſlave, 
That godlike zeal that only liv'd to fave. _ 
Dare you, tho* faction baw] thro” all her tribe, 


Tho* monarchs threaten, and tho” ſtateſmen bribe, | | 


Feel for m:wvkind, and gallantly approve 
All virtue reaches, and all angels love? 
Know you the tear that flows o'er worth diſtreſt, 
The joy that r ſee when a people's blett ? 
den, if you pleaſe, immortalize your line, 
With all that's great, heroic and divine; 
Explore with curous eye th hiſtoric page, 
The rolls of fame, the monuments of age; 
Adopt each chief immortal Homer ſings, 
All Greece's heroes, and all Afia's kings: 
If earth's too ſcanty, ſearch the bleſt ahode, 
And make your firſt progenitor a god: 
We grant your claim, whate'er you wiſh to prove, 
The ſon of Priam, or the ſon of ſo ve. 
Statt ſmen and patriots thus to glory riſe, 
| The ſelf torn ſun that gilds them never dies: 
Wulle he ennobled by tioſe gewgaw things, 
The pride of patents, and the hreath of 2 
_ Glares the pale meteor of a little hour, 
Fed by court ſunſhine, and portic ſhow*r ; 
Then tinks at once, unpitied, and unbleſt, 
A nation's ſcandal, and a nation's jeſt. 
Nobility had ſumething in her blood, 
When to be great was only to be good: 
Sublime the fat in virtue's ſacred ſane, 


With all the fiſter graces in her train. 


She ſtill exiſts, tis true, in Groſvenor- Square, 
And leads a life, a kind of—as it were | 
And ſee! ſelf-helter*d from the world's alarms, 
The dying goddeſs ſleeps in Fortune's arms ; 1 
Fond luxury attends her ſoft retreats, 
The modeſt Frazi warbles while ſhe eats ; 
Arabia's ſweets diſtil at ev'ry pore, 
Her flatt*rers ſoothe her, and her ſlaves adore ; 3 
Indulg'd by all our ſenates to forget, 
Thoſe worſt of plagues, a promiſe and a debt. 
Not hut there are, amidſt the titled crew, 
Unknown to all but Callins, and the ſtew, 
Men who improve their heav*n-deſcended fires, 
Riſe on cir blood, and beam upon their fires; 
Men wiio, like diamonds from Golconda's mine, 
Call from themſelvcs the ray that makes them thine. 
Pleas'd let me view a Cecil's foul array d 
With all chat Plato gather'd in the ſhade; 
Reflect low nobly Radnor can deſccnd 
To loſe his title in tie name of ſriend; 
At Dorſet look, and bid Hibernia o 
Her viceroy ſorm'd to fit upon a tluone; 


Mo 
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In two ſhort precepts ali your buſineſs lies 


Nj 
3 


It was ordain'* to eaſe their cares, 


Undaunted, 


| Allied to halt tlie Yncas of Peru; 
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Admire how innocence can lend to truil1 

Fach grace of virtue, and each charm of youth, 

And then enraptur'd bend the ſupplant knee 

To heav'n's high throne, O Rockingham! ſor tie. 
Let then vain fools their proud efcutcheons view, 


With every vice thote lincal glories ſtain 

That roſe in Pharamond, or Charlemagne: : 

| But ye, dear youths ! whom chance or genius calls 
To court pale wiſdom in theſe hallow*d walls, 
Scorn ye to hang upon a blaſted name 

Anothei's virtue, and another's tame : 


1 Wou' d jou be great ?—Be Virtuous and be Wiſe. 


THE TEMPLE OF HY MEN. 
0 A TALE. 


N elder time when men were cha ſte, 
And women had not got a taſte, 


The fexes thould be link'd in pairs, 

And pas the various ſcenes ot life 
Known by the names of Man and Wife. 
Io aid this ſcheme, fo juſt and wiſe, 
The male had vigour, ſtrength and fize : 
active, bold, and brave, 
And trarleſs or of wind or wave, 


| He ſcal'd the cliff's enormous ſteep, 
| He plung'd into the pathleſs _ 


And dar'd in open war engage 


; | The lion's ſanguinary rage. 


Woman, as torm'd to charm, and pleaſe, 
Had more of elegance and eaſe, 


| A finer thape, a foſter mien, 
IA heart more gentle and ſerene. 
| Her ſmile was ſunſhine in her face 


Sat ſweetneſs on the throne of grace: 
The accents melted from ker tonguc 
In all the harmony of ſhag; 
And every glance that left her eye 
Was milder than a vernal ſky. 

As nature now had done her beſt, 
She left to accident the reſt. | 
To accident - you cry—Why, yes. 
Yet think not that ſhe acts by =. 
Events may baffle man's endeavour, 
But nature is extremely clever, 
And works with ſo exact a care, 


} She ne*cr miſcarrics in a hair. 
| For nove, when on a feſtal day 
| The ſexes met, alerc and gay, 


And, in their paſtirnes, ſports, and "IG 
Had interchang”: tome tender glances, 


} Th' impaſſion'd heart began to own 
A ſct of inſtinct yet unknown 


To throb with momentary fires, 
And melt away in young defires. 


| In ſhort, the men bezan to bow, 


To ſoothe, to ogle, whine, and voy 7 
To haunt the ſolitary ſnade, 

And whiff: + to the village maid. 

The village maid, who knew not yet 


Tue breeding of atly coqu cet; 


— TS — ins 


—— 
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And coul not, with an artful figh, 
Like modern ladies, ſmile, and lye; 
Indulgent heard her lover's flame, 
Frankly confeſt the ſelt tlie ſame, 
And ere the roſ,;-finger*d morn 
Dried up the pearls upon the thorn, 
Went wit! him, 'midſt her virgin train, 
In flo v'rets dreſt, to H;men's tanc. 
This mild divinity , ſo ſang 
By half the poets old and young, 
The patron of eonnubial truth, 
Was no in all the bloom of youth. 
Roles freſh gather d from the buth, . 
Sweet emblems of the female bluſh, 
Wove in a wreath ſupremely fair, 
Sat graceful on his auburn hair ; 
One hand ſuſtain'd a torch on fire, 
Significant of ſoft deſire ; 


The other held in myſtic ſhew 
A broider' veil of ſaffron hue: 
Majeſtic flow'd his azure veſt, 
And rubies bled upon his breaſt. 


The meck-ey' d God an age or ſo 
Succeeded, and had much to do; 


In crowds his eager vot'ries came, 
His altars never ceas'd to flame: 


Beſides an otf ring, frank and free, 
Firſt paid him as the marriage fee, 
Some pretty toys of ſhells and corals, 
With ſprigs of ever bloom: ng Jaurels, 
And bowls of conſecrated wine, 
Were yearly plac'd upon his ſhrine, 


Tue gifts of many a grateful pair 
Made happy by his guardian care. | 
It chanc'd three dæmons, fiends, or witches, 
Ambition, vanity, and riches, 
Walk'd out one ev'ning bright, and fair, 


To breathe a little country air; 


And, as old Nick would have it, found 
This ſoul-enchanting ſpot of ground, 


Wire happy huſbands, happy wives, 


_ Eryoy*d the moſt delicious lives; 


And ſtraight reſolv'd ro buy, or hire, 
A vacant cottage of the ſquire. 
They came, they ſettled ; foct!;'d, careſt, 


Politely treated every gueſt, 


And, with a world of pains and labours, 


LeQtur d their fimple-minded neighbours. 
My worthy friends ! ſays Wealth, behold! 


The ſplendour of almiglity gold! 
Theſe guineas here, theſc brillant thing® 


Which bear the i images of kings, 
_ Witiin their little orhs contain 
Fair pleaſure's ever-ſmiling train, 


And can to ev'ry ſwain diſpenſe 


Wit, ſpirit, virtue, taſte, and ” 


Who but a fool wou'd wed a Piilli:, 


Whoſe only portion is her lll:es? 
For ever doom'd, in life's low ſhade, 


To ply the mercenary ſpade, 
Till ſome diſeaſe, whoſe nature ſuch is 
To ſet us on a pair of crutches, 
Force you to plunder, beg, or teal 
From charity an humble meal ; 

And ſend your age, for want 0: v.tite, 
To a poor alms-loufe, or the little. 

_ VOL. VII. 


| Was buſy 
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Be wiſe, and, when you mean to wed, 


Scorn the tair forms ct veliitc and rec ! 


And court the nymph whoſe genial charms, 


Rich as the fruits upon her farms, 

Will pour upen your daily toil 
Abundant floods of wine and oil.“ 
He ſaid—Ambition then began 

About the dignity of man; 

He rallied all their groves, and ſprings, 


And finely talk*d of queens, and k. ngs : 


It was, he thought, a want of grace 
To mingle with the vulgar race; 
For ſouls made up of heav* nly fire 
Are form'd by nature to afpire. 


He told them that a well-born wife 


Ennobled every joy of lite, 
| Wth out a patent gave her dear 
Tl importance of a Britiſh peer; 


perhaps might to a prince ally him, 
And male l:im coutin to old Priam. 


While thus the fiends, with wily art, 
Adroitl, ſtole upon the heart, 
And wit! their complaiſance, and tales, 
Had ruin'd more than half the males, 
Gay Vanity, with ſmiles, and Kiſſes, 
"mongſt the maids and m:ſies. 
« My dears ! fays the, thoſe pretty faces 


: Speak you the ſiſters of the — 2 


 Immertal Venus wou'd be vain 


To have you in her court, and train. 
| But ſure, methinks, it ſomething odd is, 
That beauties who can match a goddeſs 
Shou' d give their more than mortal charins 


To a dull ruftic's joylefs arms, 
A mere unavimated clot, _ 
As much a lover as a Cod. 


o let thoſe eyes, which far Ce - 


The brighteſt ſaphyres of the mine, 


| Their precious orbs no longer roll 


On felloves without wealth, or ſoul : 


Zut fly, my charmers ! fly the wretches, 
Dame nature tut miſhapen ſkeiches, 


Fly to the world whcre lords and *fuircs | 


Arc warm'd with morc ethereal fares ; 


Where pleasure each gay moment 540744 
Where the divine M:ngoti: fings : 


| So ſhall cach all-commandir.y fa. r 
Have her two pages, and a chair, 


Fine Indian titlues, Mechlia laces, 
Rich eſſences in china _ | 
And riſe on lite's exaltrd tcer: | 
With all the ſplendor of a quc £8 5 

She poke, and in a trice jokit 
The empire of the femal- bcatt: 
And now the vitionary n:uls 


Ib Diſllain'd their ſhepherds, and tliew ade; 
| In every dream with rapture faw | 
| Three ſootmen, and a gilt landau; | 


Aſſum'd a fine mayeltc air, 


+ And learnt to or, ſwim, and "Ol b. 


No longer bean'd the nodeitk Ne 
No longer he av'd the melting {i Sit 


Ieglected Love, waote bluse t 
| Scarce once a year covid —— A nt. 
Hung up his quiver on a e's 


And, tgtuing, Bom Lis Kn ö ue 
1 | 


57 


58 CAWTHORN'S 


However as the wheel of life 
Subſiſted ſtill in man and wife, 
Tit” aſorei: d fiends, for reaſons good, 
Coupled t. ſexes as they cou'd. 
For inſtance Women made for thrones 
Were match'd with ideots, ſots, and diones; 
And wits were every day diſgrac'd 
By honeys without ienſe, or ratte » 
ay l.bertines of ſixty five, : 
With ſcarce a ſingle lirnd alive, 
Had young coquettes juſt in their tecns, 
As wanton as Circatha's queens ; 
And youths, whoſe years were ſcarce a ſcore, 
Were pair'd with nymps of fixty-jour. 
- Matters, in ſhort, were ſo contriv'd, 
The men were moſt divinely wiv'd ; 
The women too, to grace their houſes, | 
Were bleſt with moſt accompliſii'd ſpouſes. 
In two ſnort months, perhaps in one, 
| th ſexes found themſelves urcone, 
And came in crouds, with each an halter, 
To hang pcor Hymen on his altar. 
The God, tho' arm'd but with ſus torch, 
Intrepid met them in the porch : 
And, while they hector, brawl, and bully, | 
Harangu'd them with the eaſe of Tully. 
4% Good foiks! ſays he, it gives me pain 
To hear you murmur, and complain, | 
When every barber in the town 
Knows that the fault is all your own. 
Seduc'd by ſhow, mifled by wealti:, 
Regardleſs of your peace, and hcalth, 
Panting for feathers, whims, and falbions, 
| You leſt plain nature's genuine pathons, 
And gave up all your real j joys, 
As Indians ſell their gold ior toys. end 
_ You, madam ! who was pleas'd to fix 
Your wiſhes on a coach and fix, 
Obtain*d your erd, and now you find 
— Your huthand ougli to ride behind; 
Lou might have had, without offer.ce, 
A man of ſpirit, foul, and ſenſe, | 
Wou'd you have ftoop'd to take the air 
In a plain chariot and a pair. | 
You too, my venerable ſage ! 
Had you reflected on your age, 
Wou' d ſcarce have took, to be uncone, 
A ſprightly girl of twenty-one. 
_ Your ladythip diſdainꝰd to hear 
Of any huſband but a peer; 


| Was pleas'd your angel-form to barter 


For a blue ribbon and a garter : 
And now, magnificently great, 

_ You fee! the wretchednefſs of ſtate ; 
- Nocletted, injur d, ſpurn'd, and poor, 
The vieim of an opera wi.ore. _ 

_ Your neight: our there, the weauthy cit, | 
Like you is miſerably bit: | 

Too proud tco drag the nuptial chain 
With the grave nymphs of Foitcr-1arc, 
He married, ſuch his fatal aim v a8, 
A lady Charlotte, from St. James's; 
And now ſapports, by ſcores, and dozens, 
lis very honourable couſins, 
And entertains, with wine and cards, 
Half the gay colonels of the guards! 
Away, ve tiers! bear, endure 
HGions which ye cannot cure; 
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At leaſt with decency conceal! 
The panes your ſollies make you frei, 
In hopes that ſome obliging tever 
Will eaſe you of your dears for ever. 
The crowd diſniifs'd—the Cod began 
To muſe upon a better plan : 
He ia that things grew worſe and worſe, 
| That marriage was become a curte; 
And therefore thought it juſt and wiſe va: 
Lo recti tuis fatal bias, | 
Ard in a taſteleſs world excite 
Due rev*rence for his holy rite. 
Full of his ſcheme hz went one day | 
To a lone cottage in a ſhaw, 
Where dwelt 2 nymph of throng and ſhrewd ſenſe, 
Knoven by the name of Gammar Prudence, 
| Whom Hymen, With a bow and buſs, 
Addireſs'd mo eloquently thus. 


— 


8 | © Goody! Pve order'd Love to go 
4 This evening to the world below 3 
I travels in a coach and ſpar: ewe, 


| With a new ſct of hows and arrov's : 

But yet the rogue“ to muck a chuld, 
So very whim! ical, and wild, 

His head has fuch ttrange fancies i in it, 
{ cannot truſt him half a minute. 

were I to let the little wanton 
| Rove as he liſts thro” every canton, 
Without a check, without a rein, 
The world would be undone again— 
We ſoon ſhou'd fer the lawns and groves 
Quite fill'd with zephyrs, fighs, and dove. 
With am'rous ditries, tairy dances, 
Such as we read of in romances; _ 
Where princes haunt the lonely rocks, 
And dutcheſſes are feeding flocks. 


— 


Ido then, my ve nerable dan! 

| And quality his idle flame; 
I ſmaruct thoſe hearts his art os hit, 
_ | To pauſe, and have a little wit: 


: is them reflect, amidſt their heat, 
Tis nece ſſary Lov e ſhould cat; 


I Thar in his molt ecſtatic bi Ning 


He potibly may want a ſhilling. 

| Pertuacie them, ere they firſt engage. 

To ftudy temper, rank, and age, 
To march heneath my holy banners, 

| Congcn al in their taſtes and mai ncis, 


8 


_ | Completing, juſt as heav'n deſian'd, 
| An union both of ſex and mind. 


He faid—he preſo d the matron ma. C. 
Benevolent of heart, oben d; 
Forſook her ſolit:u y grove, 

And, waiting in the train of Love, 
Watclh'd with the fober eye of truth. 


_ | The workings of miſguided youth: 


—— 


And when the heart began to ſigh, 

To melt, to heave, to bleed, to die, 

She whitper*d many a w:ife remark 
With all the dignity of Clark— _ 

She hop'd the ladies, in their choice, 

| Would liften to her awful voice: 
Sie begg'd the mer, while yet their dere 
Were tree from fevers, plagues, anc wives, 
Exe yet the chariot Was beſpoke, 

To pauſe before they took the voke.— 

In ſnort, when Cupid' > luck) darts 

Thad pierc'd a pair oi kindred heats, 


— 
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And Coody Prudence lik'd the houſes, 
Eftates, and minds, of bot! the ſpouirs, 
And tound, exact to form and law, 

Tne ſettlement without a flaw, 

She frankly gave them leave to wed, 
And ſanctify'd the nupt.al bed. 

Th' event was ſuch, the God hecame 

Succeſsful in his trace, and ame; 

xor botli the partics, on their marriage, 
Impro d in temper, ſenie, and carriage ; 
Fair fr. endſhip ray d on eitner s 
The ſunſhine of content, and reſt. 
Studious each other's will to pleaſe, 
And blets'd with athuence and caie, 
Without vexation, words or ſtrite, | 
They calmly walk*'d the road of life; 
And, happy in their ſondeſt joys, 
Left a fine group ot girls and boys, 
Reflecting, lively, cool, and lage, 
To thine upon a tuture age. 


THE 
VANITY OF HUMAN ENJOYMENTS: 
AN ETHIC EPISTLE 
T0 THE 


SIGHT | WON. GEORGE LYTTEL TON, 
AFTERWARDS LORD LYTTEL TOS, ONE OF 


ITY 


THE LORDS OF HIS MAJESTY 's eee 
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CRANT its Lyttelton ! Pn 1 or Ir 
Forms ev'ry with that glows beneath the tky ; 
That when, mid nature's elemental itrife, 
1h" Almighty ſpoke the Chaos into life, 
He meant that man, of ev'ry good poſſeſt, 
Stou'd, like his Seraphs, live but to be bleſt. 
"a ſpite of heav'n, and heav'n's ſupreme de- 
| cree, 
We fondly wander, truth! from bliſs, and thee; 
Taſteleſs of all that virtue gives to pleaſe, | 
| For thouglit too active, and too mad for caſe ; 
Ot feeling exquiſite, alive all o'er, _ 
With ev'ry paſſion wing'd at ev'ry pore; 
Te each ſoft breeze, or vig'rous blaſt retign'd, 
at ſweeps the ocean of the human mind, 
We flip our anchors, ſpread the impatient fa; | 
l all our oars, and drive before the gale. 
Hence, as opinion wakes our hopes or fears, 
| A; pride inſpirits, or as anger tears, 190 
IJ heſe on tit wings of moonſtruck macneſs fly | 
'To catch the meteors of ambition's ſky 


I!.ofe, in pale wifdom's humbler garb array'd, _ 


Court the ſoft genius of the myrtle ſhave 3 
= While others, as the plaitic atoms pour _ 

More brilliant viſions on each killing hour, 
From ſc<pter'd life and all its pomps retires 
Or let, like Phaeton, the world on fire. 

Ott tlic fame man, in one revolving ſun, 
I: all he aims at, all he longs to ſhun ; > 
Fach Lay deluſon ſhares his brealt by turns, 
W. di vier cull lumy ot with. grande vurn :: 


| 


| 


. | So theſe, w 


| 
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To- day the gilded ſhrines of honour move, 
 To-morrow yields his ev*ry pulſe to over; 
Now mad for w:idomy now fer wit, and ſports, 
This hour at Oxtord, and the next at court: 


| T'r:n, all for purity, he bids adicu 


To each looſe goddeſ; ot the midnight ſtew, 
Enraptur'd hangs o'er Sheriock's labour'd page, 
Drinks all his ſenſe, and gloss with all his razes 
Till ſome enormous crimes, unknown before, 


| From Rome imported, or the Calpian ſhore, 


Nurs'd by thy hand, great Heidegger attend, 
And fink him to a monock, or a fiend. 

In one ſhort ſpace thus wanton, iover, grave, 

A friend to virtue, yet to vice a flave, | 


From with to with, in life's mad vortex toſt, 
For ever ſtruggling, yet for ever loſt, 


The fickle wand'rer Lives in ev'ry ſcene, 


| A Clark, a Chartres, or an Aretine. 


nere are, *tis true, plebeian ſouls array'd 


In one tliick cruſt of apathy, and ſhade, 


Whoſe dull ſenſoriums feel not once an age 
A ſpirit brighten, or a paſſion rage. 

As the ſwiſt arrow ſkims the viewle(s wind, 
No path indented, and no mark behind, 
ithout or infamy or praiſe, 

Tread the dull circle of a length of days, 


| To ſome poor ſepulchre in filence glide, 


And ſcarcely tell us that they liv'd, or died. 
Peac: to all ſuch—but he whoſe warm deſires 

Or genius kindles, or ambition fares ; 

Who, like a comet, ſweeps th' aerial void 

Of wit and fame, too fine to be enjoy d; 

For him the muſe ſhall wake her ev'ry art, 

Exhibit truth, and open all the heart, 

| Diſplay th* unnumber'd ills that hourly wait 


| The cells of wiſdom, or the rooms of ſtate: 
Then, as ver lite's unfolding ſcenes we fly, 
Bid all his withes pant bur for the fly. | 


Heroic glory in the martial ſcene, 


| From Rome's firſt Cæſar to the great Eugene, | 
| Has long engrofs*d the poct's heav'n-born flame, 


And pour'd her triumphs thro that trump ot fame: 
She mounts the neigiing Reed, th' imperial car, 
Graſps the pale ſpear, and ruſhes to the war; 

Bent ath her eps earth's trembling orb recedes, 


IA Poitiers thunders, and a Crefly bleeds ; 


lte battle raves——around her ſabre do 


| Terrific Pleaſures, and a pomp of woe; 


Pomps ever loft in Peace, and-but ador'd 


| When half a nation ſmokes upon her (word, 


Fly then, ye Genii! from the tumult fly, 


| Toll that pen in a rural ſky: 


There, as the vale, the grove, the zephyrs pour 


I Each purer rapture on the guiltleſs hour, 
From ev'ry thrub content's ſoft foliage glean, 
And rite the Platos of the vernal ſcene. 


And is it ſo? Does ſcience then pallets 
Alone the godlike privilege to bl: f.? 


- | Will fame her wreaths to moral wiſdom yield, 


And give ti» pen to blaze above the ſnield? 


Say, goes fair blits delight m Naudlin's zrovey | 
| In Stanhope's villa, or in Young's alcove ? 


Deigus the on Secker's modeſt page to ſhine ? 
Or beams the goddeſs, Lyttelton! on thine ? 


— Alk at yon tomb, where Cudworth's mighty 


name 
 Weeps oer the ruins of his wit, and ane 
4 2 
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Cudworth, whoſ: fpirit flew, with fails unſurl'd, 
Tino each vaſt empire of th* ideal world, 
Picrc'd thro? the myſtic thades o' er nature thrown, 
And wade the ſoul's immenfity his worn. 
Yet tho” his ſyſtem wit and ſcience fir'd, 
Tho? Wilmot tremhled, and tho' Hobbes expir'd, 
Mittaken zeal, mad bigotry conſpire, : 
All Turner's dulneſs, and all Oxford's fire, 
All envy's poiſons, all a nation's rage, 
And all hell's imps to blaſt th* unfiniſh'd page. 
Much-injur'd ſhade, to truth, to virtue dear. 
Be calm, ve witlings! and, ye zealots! hear: 
And, while this bright intelligence pervades 
Tli' ideal world, and riſes o*cr the ſhades, 
His mines of wiſdum, if you can, explore, 
Then ſhut the volume, and be vain no more. 
Genius, and Taſte. alas! too often prove 
The worſt of miſchicfs to the wretch they love; 
Born but to vex, to torture, to deſtroy, 
Too wild for ufe, too exquiſite for joy; 
By ſome my iberious cute. ordain'd to krow 
Fach wit a rival, and each ſool a foe. 
For *t:s a crime too great to be forgiven, 
A giant fin that bars the gate of heav'n, 
If theſe meridian ſuns hut dare to ſhine 
In the ſame orb with Cibber's maſe and mine. 
Yet, ſpite of envy, ſcience might be great, 
Cout:! ſcience but aliow her ſons to eat: | 
Could he, whoſe name along the ſtream of time 
Expanded flies, and lives, in ev'ry clime, 
Txalt his ſpirits wit!1 ſome nobler fare 
Ian the thin breezes ot St. James's air. 
immortal Halley! thy unwearied all 
On iſdom's pin ĩon flew from pole to pole, 
Ih' uncertain compals to its tatk reſtor'd, 
Each ocean fati:oin' d, and each wind explor'd, 
Commancled trade with ev'ry breeze to fly, 
And gave to Britain half tie Zemblian ſky. 
And ſee, he comes, diftinguiſh'd, lov'd, care, 
Mark'd by each eye, and huyg'd to ev'ry bren:t; 
His godlke LH wit and fcience fire, 
All fictions court him, and all fs adnure: 
While Britain wiih a — unknown 
To cv'ry age hut Nero's and our owr, 
A gat. tude tat will for ever thame 
Il Spartar * , ard th' Athenian name 
Tell it, ve .. 
Bieſt his old ace Wit .— ire pounds a ycar. 
Axe theſs our triumph? riefe the ſums we * 
To 2 eenlus, and to bid it Lve ? 
Can Britain in lier fits of bade. pour 
Ore half her Indies on a Roman weite, 
Ard n. perm rhe weeping ruſe to tell 
Ho poor net ler Det seu less lch ? 
How he, WO tali VAY graciuvus ; NEE to view 
J. Boyle em, ohice, and uli Rucon knew, 
Died in a cru, WI out a frierd De 
Without guinea, and v. it out a grave 
Foſterit!, perhons „may pay the * 
That fer: ates c, ty end tit cburts 201 Jet) 
Vet, ah! what ! cots it ven our batds kong re, 
$1:3t cartl,s lait ages hang ugon the 1; ves 
Cm Vida teton tas duſt of Tull, ra le 
Does Pomney INon in his ut to gra.“ 
Yell me ir Pn'Ln's ſon ergo to- ay 
Th' appiaucing paan or t!,c loud huzza, 
That fon pile Ah tue her er; ſi ore 
Wit Perus tell, and tete Was ho mid: £? 


s that ad the world may hear— 


—— — 
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And courts the tunſhine of a Walpole 
| 1 n, 
And ſhines again at Salle, and Algiers, 

| Bids pale Morocco all his ſchemes adore, 
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Yet tho” content's fantaſtic image flies 
From the bright mirrors of the karn'd and wiſe, 
Perhaps the feir, too partial to the great, 
Lives but amidit the luxuries of ſtate : 
Fond to inſtruct ambit.on how to plcaſe, 
She joins the pomps of majeſty with eaſe, 
For ſakes the cottage to adorn the court, 
Alike at Rome, Vienna, or the Porte. 

Tell me, O Viſiter ! if th' imperial robe 
That gives a ſlave to rod o'er half the globe, 
Say, if yon creſcent, by each Turk ador'd, 


The plume's proud fables, and the hallow'd ſword, 
Expand the heart, the gleams of bliſs refine, 


And make the virtues of the boſom thine ? 

Ill-tated wretch ! to ev'ry ſtorm a ſlave 
That caprice wings, or madneſs bids to rave; 
For cver jealous of a wuman's pow'r, 


For ever trembling at the midnight hour, 
| Thro' life's wild eddies toſs'd by hope and fear, 
} Rais'd hy a ſmile, and murder'd by a tear! 


At length, each with deſtroy'd, each viſion fled, 


The Hack ſcraglio ſteals upon his bed: 
I And he, whoſe glorics mingled with the ſkies, 
Adores the bowftring, Lcks the duſt, and dies. 

O] could a king in heav'ns bright pomps _ 

| And make an angel as he makes a peer; | 

Could he commant the heart to beam as far 

As the ſoſt radiance of the ducal ſtar; 

Fo. bid one fad angicty to glow, 


One pang to toriure, and one tcar to flow : 


ly then on all tax whirwinds rapid wing, 


To iteal a title, or to bribe a ſtring 


In the full blaze of glory be diſplay'd, 
And leave affiiction to the vale and ſhade. 


Yet, ere you go, ere proud ambition call 
Each vielding wiih to Marli, or Whitehall, 
O pauie— lc ſt virtue ev'ry guard teſign, 


And the ſad fate of Ripperda be thine. 


This glorious wretch, indulg'd at once to move 


| A nation wonder, znd a monarch's love, 


Lieſt with each charm politer courts admire, 


| The grace to ſoiten, and the ſoul to fire, 


Fo: twWolt his native Fogs with proud diſdain, 
And, tho" a Dutclunan, roſe the pride of Spait:. 
las hour the pagt ant waves th' imperial rod, 
All Phul:p's empire trembling at his nod ; 

Ihe next difgrac' he flies to Britain's ifle, 

'S mile: 
deipiſ d, to ſouthern climes he tt cer * 


And pours her thunder on th* Hetperian ſhore. 
Ail nature's ties, all virtuc's creeds helied, 


| Eaca church abanc don'd, and each Go! denied, 


Willow a trienc', a ſepulchre to ſhi- ki 
His carcafe from the vultuies of the felt, 
„ Of ail ambition's ions the wort!,. 
By Aki hate, and by Europe curtt. 
He earns his fate who will for phantoms toi, 


Excliims the goddeis of the mirthful ſmile. 

| © From wiid ambition, with her every care, 

I Tie 1cenes of grandcur, and the pomps of War, | 
F. 074 ail a court's proud pagcantry admires, 

All keirnce witches, and all glory fires, 


Fly to mx nns, from fame, trom anguiſh free, 


Ard tatte a luxury of bliſs with me. 


For me tlie genial ſpt ing, the vernai ſhow?r, 
Wade the bright verdure, and $2 untolding flow'r; 
I | 
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Aa > tecete i) at my moments fly, 

lie 2. er's ploniage; and tlie wing of joy, 

Lach r. che: 

Uhr carth unboloms, or that ocean hides, 

l tat can murc's nner organs move, 

Var pow'; of muſic, and the folds of love, 

10 my keen ſenies are indulgent giv'n, 

1% Wild extaly of life and hrav'n. 

4 ct, yet, dear youtir! the fair enchantreſ. 
mun, 

To vick! a moment is to be undone: 

All Etna's poirons mingle with her breath, 

e ſecds of fickneſs, and the gales of dcathi, 

She aims to ruin, lives but to begu:le, 

And all hell's horrors brood bencath her ſmile.” 

"Tis thus, my Lyttelton! that men purſue 
Each varied mode of pleaſure but the true; 
lo ev'ry vice, each luxury a prey, 
That murders Elifs, and hurries lite away, 
heir headſtrong paſſions atter phantoms run, 
And 1till miſtake a meteur for a ſun. | 
Yet hear, ye wand”rers ! hear, while we impart 
A light that ſheds fair peace on ev'ry heart; 
Which, Ariftides ! beam'd on thy exile, 
And mad? a Regulus mid tcrtares ſmile. 
Virtue, immortal virtue ! born to pleaſe, 

The child of heaven, and the ſource of cate, 

Bids ev*ry bliſs on human life attend, | 
To ev'ry rank a kind, a faithful friend; 
Inſpirits nature *midſt the ſcenes of toil, 
Smootnes languor's cheek, and bids fell 

reco.l; 

_ Shines from the mitre with unſullied rays, - 
Olares on the creſt, and gives the ſtar io blaze; 
_ Supports qſiſtinction, ſpreads ambition's nos. 

Forms ſaints of — and demigods of kings 
_ Ver grief, oppretiion, envy, ſcorn prevails, 

And makes a cott ge greater than Verſailics. 


want 


WI T AND LEARNING: 


AN. ALLE COR Y-- 

\ "HOEVER 1 on if will ſee 
| Hoe ftrange: . . ortals d. ſa gree: 
Ius reprobates wliat 1 approves, 
And T om difli«cs Win Hu loves 
Tac folder's witty on 3 14, 


The barber drolls ujpor: : ; a 3 
And lie who make tie , 
| Lau gls at the dofo: : s . 


Yet this vary nga 12 
Not to the ſons of c ; 
Fach ſchool- buy fees, 1 „ 
The quarrels of ti - | 
For ail the bocts :. 
That gods t. WE 2 55 
And will, ILK 6 eee 
Wer me oY ** | 
| But Wann bo 
We meet 4 | | gs w_ f 
Say, ſhall t. | a ng — 4 
A little allego- o 4, 


viand tuat the air provides, | 


Broke off a prong ſiom Neptunc's 


— 
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Nor ſtole from Plato's myftic tome, nor 

Tranſlated nom the verſe of Homer, 

But cop.cd, in a modern age, 

From nature, and her faireſt page. 
Olympian Jove, whoſe idle trade is 


| Employ'd too much among the ladies, 


'Tho* not of manners mighty chaſte, 


Was certainly a god of taſte; 


Would often to his feaſts admit 

A deity, whoſe name was Wit; 

And, to amuſe the more diſcerning. 

Would aſx the company of Learning. 
Learning was torn, as all agree, 

Of Truth's half-ſiſter, Memory; 


A nymph who rounded in her ſhape w 


By that great artiſt Eſculapius. 
Euphroſine, tlie younger grace, 
Matchleſs in feature, mien, and face, 
Who like the beauties of theſe late days. 
Was ſond of operas, and cantatas, 
Would often to a g: ot retire 
To liſten to Apollo's lyre; 
And thence became, ſn Ovid writs 
A mother to the god of wit 
Wit was a ſtrange unlucky chile, 
Exceeding fly, and very wild; 
Too volatile for truth, or law, 
He minded but his top, or taw ; 
And, ere he reacli'd the age of fox, | 
He play*d a tiouiand vwagyiſh tricks 
He drill'd a hole in Vulcan's kettles, 
He ſtrew'd Minerva's bed with nettles, 
Climb'd up the ſolar car to ride in't, 
. 
Stole Ampghitr'te's fav*rite ſea-krot, 
And urin'd in Aſtrea's tea- pot. 
Learning, a lad of ſober men, 
And half a ped:nt at fiiteer, | 
Had early throven aπ’õ us corzl-, 
To ſtudy nature and lier morats; 
Was always, ict who would ohe ;t1 
Faſt by Minerva in her cloſ t; 
And while gay Wit, 43 Mack 2s 6 ot all, 
Was kicking up and don 2 fout-bull, 
Learning, wit! Pluloſohluc e. eye; 


| Rang'd cry corner of the K. 5; 


| Spent many a play-ꝗay to unricUls ; 
The mutic of Apeltv'> fadle; 
And, if he ever chanc'd to mitt 


His uncle MerCry in the firect, 
| Or on his flight, the es Lat, 


Stopp'd him to aſk of this or that: 
As how the mcon was evancf «nt, 
Was row an orb, and now 2 ereſcer:t E 


_ | Why of the graces cach undr-it was ? 


Why Pallas never wore a c: ti; ? 


| Why Ceres reign'd o'er corn and 1 lads? E 
And why the muſes dealt in Lall:ds ? 


Wit! thcſe e:fcordant taſtes and maine, 


| And liſted under diff rent banners, 


Learning and Wit, us ſays the fable, 


[ Apprar'd at Jove*s .mper::1 table, 


And threw out all their force and fire, 
Obedlent to th* etherial fire 


Wit, with his ly latyric vein, 
> _ ſure to entertain: 
ed with a tongue as keen 


** 
„„ 
* 


54 Þ Roles . 


Gr 


4 


62 CAWTHORN'S POEMS. 


And told his tale with ſuch a grace, 

With ſuch an eye, and ſuch a face, 

As made the nectar flow each cup o'er, 

And ſet the Synod in an uproar. 

Learning had not the ſkill to hit 

Tae comic caſt, and life of Wit: 

With look mor ole, ard aukward air, 

He ſat vr.zracctul in his chair; 

With diftidence and bluſhes ſpoke, 

And hail no reliſh for a joke; | 
So that the little urchin Cupid 
Thought him inſcnible, and ſtupid ; 

And Hehe, tho' a well-bred lIaſs, 

Would fcarcely offer him his glaſs. 

However, when the ſprightly bowl 
Had thaw'd the ice about his foul, 
He then, with majeſty, began 
To talk of letters ana of man; 
Correct, ſententious, cool, ſeverc, 

He gain'd upon the attentive ear, | 
| Charm'd all the Gods, but Wit, and —— 
And that abuſive cynic, Momus. 

In length of time, as oft the caſe is 
In many ſublunary places, 
Theſe demigods with jealous eye 
Began to look a little my; 
And oft, to wound cach other's breaſt, 
Let off a keen ſarcuſtic jet. 
Learning, with many a ſtroke, would hit 
"The pert vivacity of Wit; 
And Wit threw all his keeneRt ſatire 
On Learning's ſlow, pecartic nature. 
— happen d once when Jove had made. 
A teaſt in Ida's holy ſhade, | 
And all the Gods, whoſe lic ads could bear it if 
Had emptied each a flaſk of claret ; 
Wit, who from his celeſtial liquor 
Wagg'd his free tongue a littl. quic?.: er, 
rang, with many a bitter ſcofr, 
To play his brother Learning of:; 
Aſted him it yet his pains and care 
Had learned to make the circle f. We 
If all his vifionary ravings 
| Cou'd weave brocade from wenlgut ſliav: s * 
Ik lis mechanic ſkill cou'd cath | 
Perpetual mot. on in a watch? 

Or forge a pen lulum endued 
Wt power to tell the longitu.i: e 
La arning had much ado to tit, 

2 And hear the petulance of Wit: 

A gaſtly palc neſs ſpread his loo, 

His nerves with quick convulſicus !hook : 
At length, in accents loud and aig ti, 
Veſuvius flaming in Eis eye, 


He burſt———** And dar*ft thou, w. wo, aft chit | 


Thou idcot God of ideot Wit 


VDntaucht as yet to know thy letters. | 


Affront, thou intolent ! thy Letters * 
Here, puppy! with thizpenny get 
A horn- boo, or an alphabet; 
And ſee it that licentious ey- 
Can tell a great A from an 1? 
Throw but another jeit on me, 
Pli tay thee, mifcreant! on my knee, 
And print ſuch welks thy nalted feat on. 
As never t: int felt at Eton. 

Wit, with reſentment raving wild, 
Thus caL'd an ideot ard © cluld, 


Without preambles, or excuſes, 

Sciz'd upon Mercury's caduceus, 

And with ſuch force the weapon throws, 
It flattened half his rival's note : 

While he, Minerva's boaſt, and care, 

| Plucl'd a large bodkin from her hair, 
And aim'd the ſteely pointed dart 
With ſuch dexterity of art, 

That, had not beauty's lovely queer., 


Fair Venus, ſpread her fan between, 
And taught the fiying death to fix 


Guiltleſs among the iv'ry ſticks, 

| Wit's future triumphs had been o'er, 

And Europe heard his name no more. 
Jove, who had no ſupreme delight 155 

Domeſtic brarvls, or civil fighting, 

Since firſt he heard the nuptial tune fiow 

| So ſweetly from the tongue of Juno, 

Vex'd that theſe two illiberal gueſts 

Should dare to violate his feaſls, 

In a tremendous fit of choler, 


Seiz'd both their worſhips by the collar, 


And, minding not their meet ſubmitting, 

Kick'd them from Ida down to Britain. 
Poor Learning had the luck to fall 

Plump in the area of Clare-hall, 

| Juſt as old Wilcox, from a ſlope; 

Was gazing thro” his teleſcope, 

To find a comet whoſe bright tail ĩs 

Eccentric from the time of Thales. 

 Pleas'd with his ſcientific look, 

He ſent um firſt to Sam the cook; 

And having fill d his empty belly 


| With mutton-broth, and meagre jelly ; 5 
| Gave him a robe of fleck prunella, 


And very wiſely made him fellow. 
Wit, as his deſtiny decrees, 
 Dropp*d in the court of Common-Pleas, 


| Upon a truſs of briefs and hills, 
| | And took the ſhape of Juſtice Willes : 
| But ſoon ohſerving round the columns 


| Reports in half a thoufand volumes ; 


And, finding all thoſe earth-worm ſoul 
'F Who hold th* cxchequer, or the rolls, 
| He left the law, and all its drudges, 


with curſes, to my lords the judges, 

Call'd for a coach, and went to dwell 

At Robin Dodiley's in Pall-MalL . 
Twas right ſor now where-e*er he came 


_— 


3 He buſied all the tongues of fame; 
I Was welcome to the ſeſtal board, 
I And had his ſootman, and his lord; 


Woud often viſit in a chair 
The noble Stanhope in May-fair; 
Or dine, when buſineſs would permit, 


With that great ſtateſman William Pitt. 


"Tis ſaid too he was ſometimes ſcen 


On Garrick's viſionary ſcene : 


But Carrick, who prefers a guinea 
To all the eloquence of Pliny, 


- | Obſerving this unlucky railer 


Was neither mechaniſt nor taylor; 
That half the audience of the day 


| Came not to hear, but ſee, a play ; 


That many a ſquire, and many a cit, 
Were pleas'd with any thing but Wit; 


Shut out, with much indecent rage, 
| The genius ofthe comic ſtage, 
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And open*d his the atric inn 
To Scaramouch, and Harlequin. 


Learning would tometimes drop his gown, 


And take a winter-jaunt to town 
Oſten call'd in at Hitch's thop, 
And din'd at Dolly's on a chop - 
On Thurſday met the grave reſort 
Of ſpider merchants in Crane-court, 
o crack a cockle, or to fre 
de nice diſſection of a fle: 
But having never c:.anc*d> to wear 
A bag-wi:; or a ſolitaire, 
And drefling in a kerſey, thicker 
Than that which cloaths à Corniſh vicar, 
He ſeldom had the luck to eat 
In Berkeley-ſquare, or Groſvꝛnor- ſtrect. 
las written in the book of tate, 
Theſe rivals ſhould each other hate ; 
No wonder then that each proud imp was 
As wayvrard here as on Olympus. 


Wit look'd on Learning, as he grew great, 


jutt a, a ielon looks on New gate: 
While Learning, who could never hide 
H:s haughty academic pride, 
Had ſuch a keen contempt for Wit, 
He call'd him nothing but the chit ; 
And, if he met him at noon-day, 
Would turn his face another way. 
| However on ſome feſtal nights 
By chance they both dropp'd in at White's 
With learn'd lords, and noble barcs, 
Who had no appetite for cards, 
And could decide whene*er they met 
Mamentous truths without a bet. 
Wir with vivacity of tongue 
_ Fiſt led thiꝰ admiring ear along; 
His fancy active, wild, and tree as 
: Conception when ſhe breeds ideas, 
| Fiew oer each undiſcover'd part 
Of nature, and the worlds of art, 
And brought with ſuch a nice de corum 
A group of images before him, 
do genuine, yet ſo uncommon, 
With ſuch a glow of tints upon *em, 
That all was ſpirit, force, and ſenſe, 
Looſe as the zone of negligence; 
Simple as truth's fair handmaid nature, 
And deadly as the ſting of ſatire. 
Dijected Learning far oppref>'d ; 
Around him flew the taunt and jeſt: 
Whatever juſt remarks he made, 
Or to demonſtrate, or perfuade, 
Wit, by ſome fly malicious comment, 
Took off, or routed in a moment. 
| However, when a pauſe appcar'd, 
And ſober reaſon could be hwar*d, 
Hr then in all hi thunder riſes, 
_ Sirips off his rival's thin diſtuites 3 
Slzws where his miſconcciving tenſe 
Led to a groundlef(; conſcquence, 
Miſtoo! an error {or a wonder, 
A demonſtration for a hlunder, 
O, havirg a decutive ſ:ent got, 
ATrovd the very thing he mt. t rot. 
Vet, atter all, fince mirtl; and 4riv3 mg 
A 't p. 171 above ſedater thinkins, 
To Learning got 2 world of pra. . | 
At 4d ad f. lL-ndour te lis 17, 
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Their lordihips, trighten'd at di exrerce 

Oi L. :t' run,; to exalted ſeyſe, 

An. deem. ng that the taint oi kHn O de 
Would rake the cotfce-houſt a college, 

Detzemin'd in a full commutrec, 

Inat mar creat end was tu be witty : 
And tire order'd, every ioul, 

Vit thou'd be enter d on the roll, 


| Au te alva a, to rate h.s vein, 


A vita: pre for rot champagne 3 

1 hat if broud Learning foulk protume 
To Kt hie 160! Within the room, 

Artliur ſhould ſhew lum tothe door, 
And bid the pedarnt com- no more. 
Laruing thus kick'd from ev'ry pace, 
And leſt a victim to the gallows, 

Begar to foe that fill in letters 


{ That tho? he led them thro? the dark 
Vitli al! the Eetits of Locite and Clarke, 


Yet all that wiſdom could not be 
Priz*d like a lvely repartze : 
He tlicretore, in a gloomy fit, 
| Reſolv'd to ſet up tor a Wit; 
Nut ound, alas! howe'er he dreſt her, 
That ſcience was a wretched jeſter; 
That tho' he jok'd from moon to moon, 
He made a very dull buffoon; 
For all his jocular narrations 
Sme!r ot his algebra equations, 
And came upon the tortur*d car 
Stiff a; the periods of Dacicr. | 
| Wit, too, whole excellente and MY 
Was mere vivacity of ſpirit, 
Obſerving that your graver fol 
Had little value for a joke, 
Would necils, in nature's bold defiance, 
| Mount the tremendous chair of ſc.cuce; 
And dar*d to argue pro and con 
| As gravely as the grave Sorbonne: 
But wanting all that fine diſcern.ng 
Which marks the character of Luatniuzs 
| And all the eit mental rules 
| Of crudition, and tic ſchools, 
The Sa; proc flo oft mittou's 


Alike i, queſt.on and tis book ; 


Dropp'd a conundrum oat of cation. 
And jcited when he ought w rcaton., 


Tu'd ot: anplauſe, and fick of N: 
They cach re fcolv'd to take a W. the. 


4 Learning, Wil. o citen went to iet 


g La'ly Anne Bent: ck at her dea 9 


I Mer there a maid ay fal as c: waſte, 
I | In life's tuil Hoom), wiicke name was Tafte. 

| Twas then his heart began to move 
| With the firtt tender thiob or love, 


And citen nheav , it Knew” rot hy, 
With ic m_ ung leiter than a figh. 

He ard, h hlt he'i, he courted, preſt, 
And vz, at rol completely left : 

For ſhe, vio a not larnt 16 Cour 

On ſoli, in a et cot, 

Io kiwning', „ f..uliams refign 'd 

. r ZT Ain, ad lov]; ind. 


Would ne'er advince im with his betters ; 


And made his heart, and head, ar.d « 10 ach 
| With reating nature, and Sir Iiaac, 


Thus on the world's wid hilows "_ | 
And half their moments iily loft, 
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Wit too, when paſt the fire of youth, 

Was married to the v ſtal, Truth; 

A nymph whoſe awful air and mien 

Diſplay'd the heauty, and tie queen. 
Tradition telis us, Hymen fwore 

That, till this bright aaſpic ois hour, 

"There never in his holy hionſe was 

So fine a group of nohle ipouſes; | 

For both the bridegrooms, on their marriage, 

Inprov'd in temper, ſenſe, and carriage. 

Learning, his charming wife to pleaſe, 

Atſum'd her elegance and caſe ; 

_ And Wit, to humour ruth agreed 

o pauſe, to doubt, reflect, and read. 

In ſhort, they led delicious lives, 

Belov'd, and honour'd by their wives; 

And, happy in their nuptial duties, 

Fach had a progeny of beauties, 

Matchleſs in feature, form, and parts, 

Diſtinguiſh'd by the name oi Arts. 


1 
FATHER'S EXTEMPORE CONSOLATION 


ON THE 


DEATH OF TWO DAUGHTERS, 


WHO LIVED ONLY TWO DAYS. . 
Er vulgar ſouls endure the body 's chain, * 


Tin life's dull current ebbs in ev'ry vein, 


5 Dam out a tedious age ere, wide diſplay d, 
Deata's blackeſt pinion wraps them in the ſhade. 
Theſe happy infants, early taught to ſhun 
All that the world admires bereath the ſun, 
Scorn'd the weak bands mortality could tie, 
And fled impatient to their native ſry. 
Dear Prec: ous babes !—Alas when, fondly wild, 
A mother's heart hung melting o'er her child, 
When my charm'd eye a flood of joy expreſ:'d, 
And all the father kindled in my breaſt, 
A ſudden palcnefs ſeiz*d each guiltleſs tace, i 
And death, tl:o* ſmiling, crept o'er ev'ry grace. 
Nature! be caim—heave not ti imnaffion*d lizh, 
Nor teach one trar to tremble in my ce. | 
A tew unſpotted moments paſs'd between 
Their daven of bein? „ and their cloting ſcene : 
And ſure no nobler blethng can be giv'n, ; 
| When one thort anguiſh is ti * ice cf heav' 5 
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ANTIQUARIANS® 
„ | 


OME Ant:quarians, grave, and loyal, 
A JB Incorperate by charter ro a, 

Laft winter, on a Thurſda- nig! t, were 
Afet in full tenate at the Mitre. 

e preſident, like Mr. Marver, 

i eite zoo the elbo chi i, 


A Britiſh E.: 
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And gravely ſat in duc dec um 
Witi a tine gibled mace before him, 
Upon the table were dip d 
out a blade, 

A coinb of Angio-: n ſeul, 

A patent with warn os Arca”: tals 
Two ruſted mut lated prong, 


Suppos'd to be St. Dunſtan's tongs, 


With whiici he, as the ſtory goss, 
Once took the devil by the noſe. 
Awhile tlicy talk'd of ancient modes, 
Of manuſcripts, and Gothic codes, 
Of Roman aitars, camps, and urns, 
Of Caledonian ſhields, and chiurns: 
Whether tie druid ſlipt or broke 


The miſletoe upon t oak; = 
If Hector's ſpeur was made of aſh ? 


Or Agamemnon wore a fath ? 
It Cleopatra dreſo'd in blue, 


And wore her treſſes in a queue 


At lengtli a dean who anderftvod 


I All chat had paſs'd before the Flood, 


And could in half a minute ſhew ve 
| A pedigree as high az Noah, 
Got up, and with a folemn ar 
(Firſt humbly bowing to the chair? 
* It aught, ſays he, deſerves a name 
Immortal as the roll of fame, 
This venerable group of ſages 
Shall flouriſh in the lateſt ages, 
And wear an amaranthine crown 
When kings and empires are unknown. 


Ranks me the loweſt of your college, 
May catch from your meridian day 


At leaſt a tranſitory ray: 


For I, like you, tro” ev'ry clime, | 
Have trac'd the ſtep of hoary Time, 
And gather'd up his ſacred ſpoils 


— 


** 


With more than halt a century's toll. 
Whatever virtue, deed, or name, 


| Antiquity has leit to fame, 
In every age, and every zone, 


In copper, marhle, wood, or ſtone, | 


_ { In vaſes, flow'r-pots, lamps, and fzonc:+, 


Intazlios, cameos, gems, and bronzes, 
Thi eyes have read thro" many a cruſt 


| Of lacker, varnifh, greaſe, and duſt ; 


And now, as glory fondly draws _ 
My ſoul to win your juſt applauſe, 
I here exhihit to your view | 

A medal fairly worth Peru, 

Found, as tradition ſays, at Rome, | 


| Near the Quirinal Catacomb.” 


He ſaid, and from a purſe of ſatin, 
| Wrapp'd in a leaf of menkith Latin, 
And taught by many a claſp to Jong 
Drew out a dirty copper coin. 


— 


„ Still as pale midniglit wien ſhe tr ov | 


On heavin and earth a deep repoſe, 
Lott in a tr ance too big to ſpeak, 
Tix Syrod ey'd tie nnc antique 3 
Examin'd ev'ry point, and part, 
With all the critic ſcul ot art; 

Run it alternate on the ground 
In hopes to Krow it by the ſound; 


1 


Ample the tongues a dtet ſenie 
To rac its geHuine exeoiienie, 


Perhaps e'en I, whoſe humbler knowledge 
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And with an animated guſt 

L:ck'd up the conſecrated ruſt: 

Nor yet content with whit the eye 

By its own ſun-heums cou'd deſcry, 

Fe ev*ry corner of the braſs 

They clapp*d a m-crofco;c glaſs; 

And view'd in rapturcs o'er and o'er 

The ruins of the learned ore. 
Pythagoras, the learned ſage, 

As you may read in Pliny's page, 

wWirn much of thought, and pains, and care, 

Found the proportions of a ſquarc, 

Which threw him in ſuch frantic fits 

As almott rohh'd him of his vits, 

And made him, a ful as his name was, 

Run naked thro* the ſtreets of Samos. 

With the ſame ſpirits doctor Romans, 

A kcen civilian of the Commons, 

Fond as Pythagoras to claim 


The wreath of litcrary fame, 


Sprung in a phrenzy from his place 
Acroſs the table and the mace, _ 

And ſwore by Varro's ſhade that he 
Conceiv*d the medal to a T. 

It rings, ſays he, ſo pure, and claſte, 
And has ſo claffical a taſte, | : 
That we may fix its native home 


_ Securely in imperial Rome. 


That raſcal, Time, whoſe hand purloins 
From ſcience half lier kings and coins, 
Has cat, you ſee, one half the tale, 
And hid the other in a veil : 2 
But if, thro* cankers, ruſt, and fetters, 
Miſhapen forms, and broken le as... 


The critic's eye may dare to trace 


An evaneſcent name, and face, 
This injur*d medal will appear, 


As mid-day ſurihine, bright and clear. 


The female figure on a tlirone 
Of ruſtic work in Tibur- ſtone, 
Witliout a ſandal, zone, or toddicc, 


Is Liberty's immortal gocldets ; 


Wiſe ſacred fingers ſeem to hold 
A taper wand perhaps of guld : 


Wuich has, if I miſtake not, on it 
The P:icus, or Roman honnct : 


By this the medaliſt would mean 


Io paint that fine domeſtic ſcene, 
When the firſt Brutus nobly gave = 


His frecdom to the worthy fave.” | 
When a ſpectator as got the jaundice, 


Each oljeR, or by ſca, or land, is 


Diſcolour*d by a yellow hue, 


| T ho* naturally red, or bluc. 


his was the caſe with ſquire Thy unc, 
A harritter of Lincoln's Inn, - 
Wio never lov'd to think or ſpeak 


| Of any tlung but ancient Greek. 


In all diſputes his ſacred guide was 

The very venerable Suidas 3 

And tho? he never deign'd to look 

In Salkeld, Littleton, or Coke, 
And liv'd a ſtranger to the fees 
And practice of the Commion-Pleas; 
He ſtudied with ſuch warmth, and awe, 
The volumes of Atienian law, 
Thar Solon's ſelf not better knew 

The Iegiflative plan he drew 3 ; 
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Nor cou'd Demoſtlienes veltliſtand 
The rizetPric ot his wig, and band ; 
Wen, full of zeal, and pox 


And huttcr*d hy a con bottle, 


He tauglit hi, orator to tent 
His per. ls im correfter Greek. 
«© lettunke, quoth he, this Uttle picce 


1; certa al, a child or Greece : 


il Mrugo has a tinge ot blue 


 Exacty ot the Attic hug; 


And if the tamc's acuter {cel 
May judge oi medals as of veal, 
i tate m, oui the mould and ruſt 
Ate inal of Attic Jew and duſt. 
C-tics m talks, and rave, and foam, 
91 Urutus . 4+ inpirial Rome; 

nut Nane, im ail her pomp and bliſs, 


| Nee ruck fo fine à coin as this 


BPelicte, tho“ Lime, as is his way, 


H., cat th' gs on quite away, 


My eye cim trace dis. nely true, 


In this dark curve 2 little Mu: 


And here, you ſee, tin TC ſeem; v7 17s 


| The ruins of u Doric Xi. 


Perhaps, as Atluens thou ght, and writ 
With all the pow'rs of ſtyle, and wit, 


| The nymph upon a coucit of nnen 


Was*mcant to repreſent a Pallis; 


And the haton uon the ore 


1; hut tic ohve- branch fac bore.*? 
He rud —tut Swinton full of fire, 


| Ailerted that it came from Tyre: 


A moit divine antique be thought it, 
And with an dinpire word bave bouglit it. 
He fore the heal in full profile was 


Undouhtedly the head of Belus; 

And the reverſe, tho' hid in th. * 
Appear'd a young Sidonian maid, 

| Whoſe tries, hutkins, ſhape, and mien, 


Miark'd ber ivr 12 9 at fixteen; 
Perhaps the very year when ſhe was 
Firtt marricd to thc rich Sicheus, 


| Thi rod, 5 he cou'd make it clear, 

| Was notlung but a hunng-tpear, 

| Which alt the Lyrian ladies bore, 
To guard tllem van they chac'd the boar. 


A learned Iriend, he could con file on, 
Who L' full tiurt; years at S Con, i 
Once ihe '\i him, audit the ſeal, and rinz: 
Of moe th.m tlürty Syrian Kings, | 
A copper piece, in ſhape, and ſize, 

Exactly ti:at huſore tis eyes, 


On neh, in hich relicf, was ſcen 
| The image of a Tyrian queen; 
| Which mace him think this other dame 


A truc Pltniciun, | and tl tame. 
Then Ii LY 2 0 ak ; 546 and big, ; 


| Kid ina moſt environs wigs 


Wlio in his manner, mie n, and ſhape was 
A 4: nuive fon of Efcvitipinss 

Wonde, *d that men of tuck diſcerning 

in ali the ahſtruſer parts of learning, 


| Co's wry, uo want os Wt, or graces 
80 tram: 


iv in fo phain a caſe. 


& It cam, ſacs ie, or 1 will be whipt, 
From Memphis u the Lower Ez pt. | 
Sem 25 thc N. i- 5 etal 109d 
| Hes BIA the puoine weit fume and mud, 


I 
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All Egypt in a moment ſwarms 

With myriads of abortive worms, 
Whoſe appetites would don devour 
Each cabbage, artichoke, and flow'r, 
Did not ſome birds, with active zeal, 
Eat up whole millions at a meal, 

And check the peſt while yet the year 
I ripening into ſtalk, and ear. 

Tus bleffing, viſibly divine, 

Is finely pourtray d on the coin; 

For here this line, ſo faint and weak, 


Js m certainly a bill, or beak ; 


Which bill, or beak, upon my word, 
In Hieroglyphics mean a bird, | 
The very bird whoſe num'rous tribe i is 
Diſtinguiſh*d by the name of Ibis. 
Beſides, the figure with the wand, 
Mark'd by a ſiſtrum in her hand, 
Appears, the moment ſhe is ſeen, 
An Iſis, Egypt's boaſted queen. 

Sir, Pm as ſure, as if my eye 

Had ſeen the artiſt cut the die, 
That theſe two curves, which wave, and float 2 
Are but the tendrils of the Lotus, 

Which, as Herodotus has ſaid, | 
Th' Egyptians always eat for bread. 
He ſpoke, and heard, without a pauſe, 

The rifing murmur of applauſe ; 
The voice of admiration rung 

On ev' ry ear from ev*ry tongue: 
Aſtoniſn'd at the lucky hit, 

They ſtar*d, they deify'd his wit. 

But ah! what arts by fate are tried 

To vex, and humble human pride! 

To pull down poets from Parnaiſus, 

And turn grave doctors into afſes! 
For whilſt the band their voices raiſe 1 
Io celebrate the Sage's praiſe, ; 
7 echo thro” the houſe convey d 

= boa Soap | 
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Tom, a pert waiter, ſmart, and clever, 
A droit pretence who wanted never, 
Curious to ſee what caus d this rout, 
And what the doctors were about, 

Styl ſtepp'd in to ſnuff the candles, 

And aſk whate'er they pleas'd to want elle, 
Soon as the Synod he came near, 

Loud diſſonance aſſail d his ear; 
Strange mingled ſounds, in 13 te 
Of Ifis, Ibis, Lotus, Nile: 

And ſoon in Romans” hand he ſpies 

The coin, the cauſe of all their noiſe. 
Quick to his fide he flies amain, 


: And peeps, and ſnuffs, and peeps again. 
| And tho” antiques he had no ſkill in, 


He knew a fi from a ſhilling; 

And, ſpite of ruſt, or rub, cou'd trace 

On humble brafs Britannia's face. 

Soon her fair image he deſcries, 

And, big with laughter, and ſurpriſe, 

He burſt=——cc And is this group of learning 
So ſhort of ſenſe, and plain diſcerning, 
That a mere halfpenny can be 

To them a curiofity ? 


| If this is your beſt proof of ſcience, | 


With wiſdom Tom claims no alliance? 
Content with nature's artleſs knowledge, 
He ſcorns alike both ſchool and college. 

| More had he ſaid—but, lo! around 


A ſtorm in ev*ry face he found : 


On Romans brow black thunders hung, 


The tempeſt ey d, Tom ſpeeds his flight, 


| And, fneering, bids 'em all good night; 
| Convinc' d that pedantry 's allies 
INay be too learn'd to bs wife. 


xD OF CAWTHORNS'S POLES. 


I And whirlwinds ruſh'd from Swinton's 5 tongue; 
_ 1 Thynne lightning flaſh'd from ev*ry pore, 
| And reaſon's voice was heard no more. 
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 ___ECLOGUE 1. 
eum; or the Shepherd's Moral. Scene, a Valley 
2 near Bagdat. Time, the Morning. 


E Perſian maids, attend your poet's lays, 
And hear how ſhepherds pais their golden 
days. 

Not all are bleſt, whom fortune's hand ſuſtains 


With wealth in courts, nor all that haunt the 


| lains : | 
| Well may your hearts believe the truths I tell! | | 
Tis virtue makes the bliſs, wheree'er we dwell. 
Thus Selim ſung, by ſacred truth inſpir'd; _ 
Nor praiſe, but ſuch as truth beſtow d, deſir d: 
Wiſe in himſelf, his meaning ſongs convey d 
Informing morals to the ſheph-vd maid; 
Or taught tie ſwains that ſureſt bliſs to find, 
What groves nor ſtreams beſtow, a virtuous mind. 
| Wien ſweet and bluſhing, like a virgin. bride 
The radiant morn reſum'd her orient pride, 
When wanton gales along the vallies play, 
Breathe on their flowers, and bears their ſwects 
awa = 
By Tigris“ * waves he ſt, and ſung 
This uſeful leſſon for the fair and young. 

Ye Perſian dames, he ſaid, to you belong, | 
Well may they pleaſe, the morals of my ſong: 
No fairer maids, Itruſt, than you are found, 
 Grac'd with ſoft arts, 2 5 
The morn that lights you, to your loves — 
Each gentler ray delicious to your eyes: 

For you thoſe flowers her fragrant hands beſtow, 
And yours the love that kings delight to know. 
Vet think not theſe, all beauteous as they are, 
The beſt kind bleſſings heav'n can grant the ie! - | 
| Who truſt alone in beauty's feeble ray, | 

" Boaſt but the worth Baſſora's pearls diſplay ; 


| 


Drawn from the deep we own their ſuriace bright, 


But, dark within, they drink no luſtrous light : 


Such are the maids, and ſuch the charms they boaſt, | 


By ſenſe unaided, or to virtue lott. | 
Self- flattering tex ! your hearts believe in vain 


That love ſhall blind, when once he fires the ſwain; >| 


Or hope your lover by your faults to win, 
As ſpots on ernun beautify the ſkin ; 


| Theſe are the virtues that muſt lead to love. 


Thus ſung the ſwain; and ancient W | 
The maids of Bagdat veriſied the lay: * 5 
Dear to the plains, the Virtues came al 


| The Ls 1 25 and Selim bleſs d bisfong. | 


Who ſeeks ſecure to rule, be firſt her care 
Each ſofter virtue that adorns the fair; 
Each tender paſſion man delights to find, | 
The lov*d pertections of a female mind! 
Bleſt were the days, when wiſdom held her 
reign, 
And ſhepherds ſought her on the filent plain ; 
With Truth ſhe wedded in rhe ſecret grove, 
Immortal Truth, and daughters blefs'd their love. 
O haſte, tair maids! ye Virtues come : 
Sweet Peace and Plenty lead you on your way! 
The balmy rub for you ſhall love our ſhore, | 


| By Ind excelld, or Araby, no more. 


Loſt to our fields, for ſo the Fates ordain, | 
The dear deſerters ſhall return again 


Come hw whole choughes as Kmphl fprings are 
To lead the i ſweet Modeſty, appear | 


Here make thy court amidſt our rural — ET, 
And ſhepherd-cirls ſha!l own thee for their _ 


_ | With thee be Chaitity, of all atraid, 


Diſtruſting all, a w:fe ſuſpicious maid; _ 
But man the moit—not more the mountain dos 
Holds the ſwift taulcon ſor her deadly foe. 

Cold is her breait, like flowers that drink the dew, 
A filken veil conceals her from the view. 


| No wild defires amidſt thy train be known, 


But Faith, whoſe heart is fix'd on one alone: 


I | Deſponding Meekneſs with her downcaft eyes, 


And friendly Pity, full of tender ſighs ; 


And Love the laſt : by theſe your hearts a e, 


EC LO GU E u. 
Haſſan : or the Camel-driver. Scene, the Defert. 
Time, Md-day. | 


N filent horror o'er the boundleſs waſte 


l 


The _ Baſfan with his camels paſt * 
wo”: 
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One cruiſe of water on his back he bore, 

And his lizht ſcrip contain'd 2 ſcanty ſtore: 

A fan of painted ſeathers in his hand, 8 

To guard his ſhaded face ſrom ſcorehing ſand. 

The ſultry fun had gain'd the middle Se, 

Aad not a tree, and not an ach was nigh g 

The heafts, w. ti pin, tle duſty way purtur, 
$kcill roar'd the winds, and dreary was the view ! 
With ceſperate ſorrow wild, th” atfrigited man 
Thrice tg! d, twice ſtruck his breaſt, and thus 


—_ 
4. Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was: tur day, 


4 When firſt fñom Schiraz? walls T bent my way!“ 


Ah! little thought I of the blaſting wind, 
The thirſt, or pinching hunger, that I fin.! 
Bethink thee, Haſſan, where ſhall Thirſt a uage, 
When fails this cruiſe, his unrelenting rage? 
Soon ſhall this ſcrip its preciaus load reſign; 
Then what but tears and hunger ſhall be thine ? 
Ve mute companions of my tolls, that hear 
In all my griets a more than equal ihare 


Here, where no ſprings in murmurs break away, | 


Or moſs-crown'd fountains mitigate the day, 
In vain ye hope the green delights to know, 
Which plains more bleſt, or verdant vales beſtow : 
Here rocks alone, and taſteleſs ſands are found, 
And faint and ſickly winds for ever howl around. 
« Sad was tie hour, and luckleſs was the ny, 
When firſt from Schiraz walls I bent my way! 
Curſt be the gold and filver which perſuade 
Wea! men to follow far fatiguing trade! 
The lily peace outthines the filver ſtore, 
And lite is dearer t:ian the golden ore: | 
Vet money tempts us o'er the deſert brown, 
To every diſtant mart and wealtny town. 
Full oft we tempt the land, and oit the ſea: 
And are we only yet repaid by thce ? | 
Ah! why ws ruin fo attractive made, 
Or why tond man ſo cat:ly vetray'd? 
Why heed we not, wiule mad we haſte along, 


The ventle voice of peace, 0” plraſurt's ftong? 


Or ner fore tiunk the flo very mountarn's tide, 
Tue fountain's murmurs, and the valley's pride, 
Wh; türk we theſe leſs pleating to behold, 
Than dreary deſerts, if they lead to gold? | 

4 544 was the hour, and luckleſo was tne day, 


« Wen firſt from Schiraz? walls I bent my way! J 
8 | All-ſweer to ſenſe, the flaunting 


O crafr, my f. ars l—all frantic as Igo, 
When tout creates unnumber”*d ſcenes of woe, 
W t if tie lion in his rage Im ct? 
Ot in the duit I view hi printed feers :: 
And, fearful! oſt, when day's deciining light 
Vi las her pale empire to the mourner night, 

By hunger rouz'd, he ſcours the groaring pen, 
SGauat wolves and ſullen ti cer, in his train : 
Bujore tiem death with ſhriehs Greets their way, 
Falls the wild yell, and lea ls them io tier prey. 
« Sid was the hour, and lucleſo was the'day, 

ce en ſirſt from Schiraz? walls I bent my way!“ 
At that dead hour the ſilent nh ſhall creep, | 
If aueh of reſt I find, upon my fl-vp : | 

Or ſone (ovoln fervent twill his ſears around, 

Abd wake to angnith with a burning wound. 

T wice happy they, the wile .oented poor, 

From luit of wealth, and dren of dexti fecure ! 
They tem no deſerts, and no 5rivts they find; 
Pens rules the day, where reaiun rules the mind. 


”» 
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1 Emyra ſung the pleaſing cares of love. 
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«© Sad was the hour, and leeklefs Was the day, 

«© When firtt from Schiraz? walls I kent my way! 
O, hapleſs youth ! for ſhe thy love hath won, 
Thi tender Zara will be moſt und one! | 

| Big twelPd my heart, and own'd the powerful maid, 
When fait ſhe dropt ner tears, as thus ſhe ſaid: _ 
Farewell the youtli whom fighs could not detain, 


„hom Zara's breaking heart implor'd in vain ! 


Vet as thou go'ſt, may every hl. ſt arite 

«© Weak and unfelt as theſe rejected ſighs ! 
daft o'er the wild, no perils may*ſt thou ſce, 
No griefs endure, nor weep, falſe youth, like 
nx.” | | 
O, let me ſafely to the fair return, f 
Say with a kits, ſhe muſt not, ſhall not mourn; 

O! let me teach my heart to loſe its f ars, 

 Recal''d by Wiſdom's voice, and Ziara's tears. 
He ſaid, and call'd on heaven to blcf; the day, 


1 55 | Whcn back to Schiraz' walls he bent his Way. 


ECLOGUE i. 


Abra; or, the Georgian Sultana. Scene, a Forcft. | 
Time, the Evening. 


N Georgia's land, where Tefflis“ towers are ſcen, 
In diſtant view along the level greer, 1 
While evening dews enrich the glittering glade, 
And the tall foreits caſt a longer ſhade, 
What time tis ſweet o'er fields of rice to ſtray, - 
Or ſcent the breathing maize at ſetting day; 
Amidſt the maids of Zagen's peaceful grove, 


Of Abra firſt began the tender ſtrain, 


— 


I Wholed her youth with flocks upon the plain: 
At morn the came thoſe willing flocks to lead, 


here lillies rear them in the vatery cad; 
From early dawn the live- long hours te told, 
Till late at filent eve ſhe penn'd the ld, 
Deep in the grove, beneath the ſecret ſhaile, | 
A var.ous wreath of ocorous flowers ib made: 


: * Gay-motiey*d pinks and ſweet jonquns the choſe, 


The violet blue that on the moſs-bank grows; 

— roſe was tier: 

The fiiſh'd chaplet well-adorn'd her hair. 
reat Abbas chanc'd that fated mern to ſtra', 

By love conducted from the chace away 


Among the vocal vales he heard her ſong, 
I And fought tic vales and echoing groves among: 
I Jar length he ſound, and woo'd the rural maid ; 


She knew the monarch, and with fear obey d. 


| © Be every youth like royal Abbas moved, 
And every Geor 


Lian maid like Abra lov'd !'* 
The royal lover bore her from the plain; 

Yet fill her cxovk and bleating flock remain : 
Oſt as ſhe went, the backward turn'd her view, 


And bade that c:cok and blcatins; flock adieu. 


| Fair happy maid ! to other ſcenes remove, 


| 10 richcr ſcenes of  goiden power and love 


1 That theſe flowers are found in very great Sue. 
dance in ſome of the prov.nces of Perſia, ſce the 


modern hiſtory of Mr. Salmon. 


| 


12 


And thorns of ſtate, attendant on the fair ; 
Oſt to the ſhades and lovo- roof d cots retir'd, 


| Ag and Secander ; or, the Fugitives. 


rat as they preit their flight, behind them lay 
Wild ravag'd plains, and vallics ſtole away. 
Along the mountain's bending tides they ran, 
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Co kave the ſiiaple pipe, and ſhiepherd's ſtrain ; 

With love delight thee, and with Abbas reign. 

« Be cvery youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 

« And every Gcorgtan maid like Abra loy'd !”? 
Vet midit the blaze of courts the fix'd her love 


On the ccol ſountain, or the thady grove: 


Still with the ſhepherd's innocence her mind 

To the ſweet vale, and flowery mead inclin'd ; 
And ott as ſpring renew*d the plains with flowers, 
Breath'd his foit gales, and led the fragrant hours, 


With ſure return ſhe ſought the ſylvan ſcene, 


The breezy mountains, and the foreſts green. 
Her maids around her mov d, a duteous bande. 
Each bore a crook all rural in her hand: | 
Soine fimple lay, of flocks and herds they ſung; 
With joy the mountain and the foreſt rung. 

c Be every youth like royal Abbas mov d 

« And every Georgian maid like Abra ow d!“ 
And oft the royal lover left the care 


Or ſought the vale where firſt his heart was fir d: 


A ruſſet mantle, like a ſwain, he wore, | 
And thought of crowns and buſy courts no more. 
ge every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 


6 And every Georgian maid like Abra lov*d ! ** 
Bleſt was. the life, that royal Abbas led: 


Sweet was his love, and innocent his bed. 
What if in wealth the noble maid excel; 
The ſimple ſhepherd-girl can love as well. 

_ Let thoſe who rule on Perfia's jewePd throne, 
Be fam'd for love, and 
Or wreathe, like Abbas, full of fair renown, 
The lover's myrtle with the warriors crown. 


gentleſt love alone; 


O happy days! the maids around her ſay; 


O haſte, profuſe of blefſings, haſte away! 


«© Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd; 
6 And every ——— maid like Ahra Jov'd! 83 


ECLOGUE wr. 


| Scene, · a 
Mountain in Circaſſia. Time, Midnight. 


N fair Circaſſia, where, to love inclin'd, 


1 Each ſwain was bleſt, tor every maid was kind; 
At that ſti] hour, when avreſul midnight reigns, 
And none, but wretches, haunt the twilight plains ; | 
What time the moon had hung her lamp on high, 
And paſt in radiance through tie cloudleſo Cy; 
Sad oer the dewa, tv-o brother ſhepherds fled, 


Wikre vwiklering tear and deſperate forrow led: 


Till, tint and weak, Secander thus w_ ; 


© SFCANDER. N 
0 ſtay thee, Agib, for my fcct deny , 


No longer friendly to my lite, to ly. 


Fricnd oi my; het, O turn thee and ſurvey, 


Tract, ov fad A 2h through al k. k:ngti of way 


| 


7 The villain Arab | 
| Oft marks with blood and waſting fiames the way; 

Il Yet none fo cruel as the Tartar for, | 
To dcath it ur'd, and nurſt in ſcenes of woe. 


The toils of flight, or 8 
Still as I haſte, the Tartar's ſhouts behind, 


3 Wi vc: 
1 
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And firſt review that long- extended plain, 


And yon wide groves, already paſt with pain! 


Yon ragged cliff, whoſe dangerous patli we tryd! 
And lait this lofty mountain's weary fide ! 


AGIB. 


Weak as thou art, yet hapleſs muſt thou know 
or ſome ſeverer woe 


And ſhricks and forrows load the ſaddening wind: 
In rage of heart, with ruin in his hand, | 
He blafts our harveſts, and deſorms our and. 
Von citron grove, whence firſt in fear we came, 


_ þ Droops its fair honours to the conquering flame. 
Far fly the ſwains, like us, in deep deſpair, 
And leave to ruffian bands their fleecy care. 


S ECAN DER. 


Unhappy land, whoſe bleſſings tempt the ſword, 


In vain, unheard, thou call'ſt thy Perfian lord 
In vain thou court'ſt him, helpleſs, to thine aid, 


To thield the ſhepherd, and protect the maid ! 
Far off, in thoughtleſs indolence reſign'd, 


| Soit dreams of love and pleaſure ſootlie his — 
'Midſt fair ſultanas loſt in idle joy, 


No wars alarm him, and no fears annoy. 


AGIB. 


Yet theſe green hills, in ſummer's ſultry "I 
Have lent the monarch oft a cool retreat. | 


| Sweet to the ſight is Zabran's flowery plain, 


And once by maids and ſhepherds lov'd in vain! 


No more the virgins ſhall delight to rove 
- | By Sargis* banks, 
On Tarkie's mountain catch the cooling gale, 


or Irwan's ſhady grove, 


Or breathe the ſweets of Aly's flowery vale : 


Fair ſcenes! but, ah no more with peace poſſeſt, 
With eaſe alluring, and with plenty bleſt. 
No more the ſhepherd's whitening tents appear, 


Nor the kind product of a hounteous year 5 
No more the date, with ſnowy bloſſoms crown'd! 


But ruin ipreads her bal-ful fires around. 


| Sex. 
In vain Circaſſ a boaſts her ſpicy groves, 


For ever fam'd-tor pure and happy loves : 
In vain ſhe hoaits her faireſt of the fair, 


Their cyc>? blue languiſh, and their golden hair a 


Thoſe cy es in tears their truitleſs grief muſt ſend; 


Tſe hairs the Tartar's cruel hand ſhall rend. 


” >. -. Bo | 
Ye 'corgian ſwains, that pitcous learn tow far 


Circaiſia's ruin, and the watte of war; 


Some eichtier arms than crooks and ſtaffs 8 | 
To hie! x your harveſts, and detznd your air: 


The Turk and Tartar like deſigns purſue, 


| Fix'd to deſioy, and ſtedfaſt io undo. 
Wild as bis land, in native deicrts bred, 


By luit incited, or by malice led, | 
„as he prowls tor prey, 


He ſaid; when loud along the vale was heard 
A lh: ler brick, and nearer fires appear d: 


| Tt atlrighted ihepherds, througu the des of 


night, 
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DESCRIPTIVE AND ALLEGORICAL. 


ODE TO PITY:; 
Thou, the friend of man aſſign d, 
With balmy hands his wounds to bind, 
| And charm his frantic woe : 
When firſt Diſtreſs, with dagger keen, 
„15 > II 
His wild unſated foe! 


By Pella's Bard, a magic name, 

5 By all the griefs his thought could frame, 

| Receive my humble rite : | I 
Long, Pity, let the nations view 
Thy ſky-worn robes of tendereſt blue, 


And eyes of dewy light! 


; But wherefore need I wander wide 
To old liffus* diſtant fide, 

Deſerted ſtream, and mute? | 
Wild ® Arun too has heard thy ſtrains, 
. And Echo, midit my native plains, 

Been ſonth'd by Pity's lute. 


There firſt the wren thy myrtles ſhed 


On gentleſt Otway's infant head, 


To him thy cell was ſhewn; 
And while he ſung the female heart, 
With youth's ſoſt notes unſpoil'd by — | 
| Thy turtles mix'd their own. 


| Come, Pay, come, my fancy's aid, 
_ Evan now my toughts, relenting * 
Thy templc's pride deſign: 
Its ſouthern: ũte, its truth complete 
Shall raiſe a wild enthuſiaſt hear, 

In all who view the ſhrine, 


There pictureꝰs toil ſhall wel! relate, 
How chance, or hard involving fate, 
| O'er mortal bl. fs prevail: e 
The buſkin'4 Muſe thall near her and, F 
And ſighing prompt her tender ms 
With each d.ſattrous bale. 


There let me off, retir'd by * 

La dreams of * melt away, 
Allowed with thee to dwell: 
There waite the mournful lamp of night, 

T. A, Virgin, thou again Celight 
To dear 2 Brit h ag 


= & river in Suffex. 
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ODE TO FEAR. 
Hob, to whom the world unknown 


With all its ſhadowy ſhapes is ſhewn ; 
Who ſeeſt appall'd th* unreal ſcene, 


| While Fancy lifts the veil between : 


Ah, Fear! ah, frantic Fear! 
I ſee, 1 ſee thee near. ne 
I know thy hurried ſtep, thy haggard eye! 


| Like the I ſtart, like thee diſorder'd fly, 


For, lo, what monſters in thy train appear 
Danger, whoſe limbs of giant mold | 
What mortal eye can fix'd behold ? 

Who ſtalks his round, an hideous form, 


4 Howling amidſt the midnight ſtorm, 


Or throws him on the ridgy ſteep 


| Of ſome looſe hanging rock to ſleep : 


And with him thouſand phantoms join'd, 
pt to deeds accurs'd the mind : 
And thoſe, the fiends, who near allied, 
Ober nature's wounds and wrecks preſide ; 
While Vengeance, in the lurid ar, 


| | Lifts her red arm, expos'd and bare: 


On whom that ravening brcod of iow, - 
Who lap the blood of Sorrow, wait; 
Who, Fear, this ghaſtly train can ſee, 


| And look not madly wild, like thee ? 


EOD. 


| In earlieſt Greece, to thee, with partial choice, 
| The grief-full Muſe addreſt her infant tongue; 


The maids and matrons, on her aweful voice, 
Silent and pale, in wild amazement hung. 


vet he, the Bard * who firſt invok'd thy name, 


| . Pilain'd in Marathon its power to feel: 
| For not alone he nurs'd the poet”s flame, 
1 But reach'd from Vinwe's hand the patriot's 


cel. 


4 Bur who is be, whom es 


Who lett a while o'er Hybla's dews to rove, 
With trembling eyes thy dreary ſteps to trace, 


| Where thou and iuries ſhar'd the baleful grove? 
5 W rapt in thy cloudy veil t inet ſtuous Queen + 


Sigh'd the ſad call her fon ar d huſband heard, | 


| When. once alone it broke the ſilent ſcene, 


q 


And he the wrctch of Thebes no more appear” d. 


© Fear, I know thee by my throbbing heat, 
| Thy withering power inſpir'd each mourntul line, 


* Eſchylus. 


+ Jocaſla. | 
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Still aſæ thy hand to range their order d lues. 


OI IR or 
ANTISTROPHE. 

Thou who ſuch weary lengths haſt paid. 
Where wilt thou reſt, mad nymph, at lait? 
Say, wilt thou ſhroud in haunted cell, 
Where gloomy Rape and Murder dwell ? 

Or in ſome hollow'd ſeat, 
*Gainſt which the big waves beat, 


Hear drowning ſeamen's cries in tempeſts brou ght? 


Dark power, with ſhuddering meek abe | 


thought, 

Be mine to read the viſions old, 
Which thy awakening bards have told. 

And, leſt thou meet my blaſted view, 
Hold each ſtrange tale devoutly true; 
| Ne'er be I found, by thee 0'er-aw'd, 
In that thrice-hallow'd eve abroad, 
When ghoſts, as cottage-maids believe, 
Their pebbled beds permitted leave, 
And goblins haunt from fire, or fen, 
Or mine, or flood, the walks of men e 
it moſt 


His cypreſs wreath my meed decree, 
TY — —— 


oDz ro sMPLICITY. | 


| To breathe her genuine thought, 
In numbers warmly pure, and ſweetly ſtrong: 
In Fancy, lovelieſt child, 


Shall gain thy feet bleſs the ſrvile ſcene. 
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Thy ſober aid and native charms infuſ: 
The flowers that ſweeteſt breathe, 
Though beauty cull'd the wreathe, 


While Rome could none eſteem, 
But virtue's patriot theme, 


| You lov'd her hills, 3 


But ſtaid to ſing alone 
To one diſtinguith'd throne, 
And turn'd thy face, and fled her alter d land. 


No more, in hall or hower, 
The paſſions own thy power, 
Love, only Love, her forceleſs numbers mean : 
For thou hait left her ſhrine, 
Nor olive more, nor vine, 


Though taſte, though genius bleſs 
To ſome divine exceſs, 


Faint*s the cold work till tou inſpire the whale ; 5 
What each, what all ſupply, 
May court, may charm our eye, 


Thou, only thou, canſt rife the meeting foul? 


Of theſe let others aſk, 
To aid ſome mighty taſk, 


| | T only ſeek to find thy temperate vale : 


Where oft my reed might ſound 
To maids and ſhepherds round, 


= | And all thy d, O Nature, learn my tals. 


ODE ON THE POETICAL CHARACTER. 


I read aright the gifted Bard, 
m whoſe ſchool above the reſt 

His lovelieſt Elfin queen has bleſt) 

One, only one unrival'd fair , 


[A if not with light regard, 
An 


Thy kobe, and Pleaſures, nurs'd the powers. of Might hope the magic girdle wear, | 


ſong ! 
Thou, who with hermit heart 
n of rt, cn 
gauds pageant weeds and 
But com'ſt a decent maid, . * 
In Attic robe array d, 
O chaſte, unboaſtful nymph, to thee I call 


By all the honey d ſtore 

On Hybla's thymy ſhore, 

By all her blooms, and mingled murmurs dear 
By her, whoſe love-lorn woe, | | 

In evening muſings ſlow, 

Sgoth'd ſweetly fad EleQra's poet's ea 


By old Cephiſus deep, 
| Who ſpread his wavy ſweep, 


ty warbled wanderings round thy 3 zromn retreat, 
Dn whoſe enamel'd fide, | 


When holy Freedom died, 
No equal haunt allur d thy future fect, 


O ſiſter meek of Truth, 
To my admiring youth. 


1 


| Lo? to each other nymph in turn applied, 


And gaze her 


tournay hung on high, 
The wiſh of each love-darting eye ; 


As if, in air unſeen, ſome hovering hand, 


| Some chaſte and angel-friend to virgin-fame, 


With whiſper'd ſpell had burſt the ſtarting band, 


| It left unbleſt her loath'd diſhonour'd fide ; 


Happier hopeleſs fair, if never 
Her baffled hand with vain endeavour 


2 Had touch'd that fatal zone to her denied 


Young Fancy thus, to me divineſt name, 
To whom, prepar*d and bath'd in heaven, 


Tue ceſt of ampleſt power is given, 
| To few tlie god-like gift aſſians, 


To gird __ bleſt prophetic lbins, | 
viſions wild, and fect unmix'd hes | 
flame. | | 
The band, as fairy legends fav, 
Was woe on that creating day, | 
| When he who call'd with thought to birth 
Yon tented ſky, this laughin- earth, | 
And diet wita ſprings, an ioreſts tall, 
And pour'd the main er girting all, 


* Florimel. See Spenſer, Leg. 4. 
| Les. 
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Long by the lov'd enthuſiaſt weo'd, 
Himſfelt in ſome diviner mood, 
Retiring, ſate with her alone, 

And plac'd her on his fapphire throne, 
The wh, les, the vautted thrine around, 
Scraphic wires were heard to ſound, 
Now ſublimeſt triumph fwelling ; 

Kow on love and mercy dwelling ; 

And ſhe, from out the veiling cloud, 
Preatih'd her magic notes aloud : 

And thou, thou rich-hair'd youth of _— 
And all thy ſubje& life was born ? 
The dangerous paſſions kept aloof, 

Far from the ſainted growing woot : 
But near it ſate ecſtatic Wonder, 
Liſtening the deep applauding thunder : 
And Truth, in funny veſt array d, 
By whole the Tarſol's eyes were made 3 
All the ſhadowy tribes of Mind, | 
In braided dance their murmur: join'd, 
And all the bright uncounted powers, 


| Who feed on heaven's ambrofial flowers. 


Where is the Bard, whoſe foul can now 
Its high preſuming hopes avow ? | 

Where he who thinks, with rapture bl: ad, 

This hallow'd work for him deſign'd ? 
High on ſome cliff, to heaven up-pil'd, 

Ot rude acceſs, of proſpect wild, 

Where, tangled round the jealous ſteep, 

Strange ſhades o erbrow the vallies deep, 

And holy Genii guard the rock, 

Its glooms embrown, its ſprings unlock, 


Wulle on its rich ambitious head, 


An Eden, like his own, lics ſpread. 5 

I view that oat, the fancied glades among. 
By which a Milton lay, his evening ear, 

From many a cloud that dropp'd ethereal dew, 


Nigh ſpher'd in heaven its native ſtrains could 


hear: 
On which — 333 —— ws | 
hung; 
Thither oſt his glory greeting, 
From Waller's myrtle ſhades retreating, 
With many a vow from Hope'*s aſpiri ring tongue, 
My trembling feet his guiding iteps purive z 
In vain— Such hliſs to one alone, 
Of all the ſons of ſoul was known, 
And Heaven, and Fancy, kindred powers, 
Have now o erturnꝰd th” infpiring bowers, 


Or curtain*'d cloſc ſuch ſcene * every ſuture 


view. 


„ 
| WRITTEN N THE YEAR 1746. 2 


OW ſleep the brave, who fink to reſt, 
By all their country's s wiſhes bleſt! 
When Spring, with dewy fingers cold, 
Returns to deck their hallo moid, 
Fhe there ſhall dreſs a ſweeter ſod, 
Than Fancy's fc2t have ever trod. 


1 
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By Fairy hands their knell is rung, 

By forms unſeen their dirge is ſung; 
There Honour comes, a pilgrim grey, 
To bleſs the turf that wraps their clay, 
And Freedom fhall a while repair, 

To dwell a weeping hermit there 


"ODE TO MERCY. 
5TROPHE.. 


Thou, who fit'ſt a ſmiling bride 
By Valour's arm*d and aweful fide, 


5  Gentleſt of ſky-born forms, and beſt ador d: 


Who oft with ſongs, divine to hcar, 
Win'ſt from his fatal graſp the ſpear, 


| And hid'R in wreaths of flowers his bicodleſs word? 


Thou who, amidſt the deathful field, 

By godl:: ze Chiefs alone beheld, 

Ott with thy boſon bare art found, | 

 Pleading for him the youth who finks to ground: 
See Mercy, ſee, with pure and loaded hands, 
Before thy ſhrine my country's genius ſtands, 


And decks thy altar ſtill, though — with many 


- wound 


ANTISTROPHE. 
When he whom ev'n our joys provoke, 
The fiend of Nature join'd his yoke, 

And ruth'd in wrath to make our ifle his prey 5 
Thy form, from out thy ſweet abode, | 
O' er took * on his blaſted road, 


And ſtopp'd his wheels, and look'd his rage a away. 


I ſee recoil his ſable ſteeds, _ 
That bore him ſwiſt to ſavage deeds, 
Thy tender melting eyes they own ; 
O Maid, for all thy love to Britain ſhown, 
Where Juſtice hars her iron tower, 
To thee we build a roſeate bower. 


7 Thos, thou ſhalt rule our queen, and ſhare our 


5 throne 


ODE TO LIBERTY. 


sTRor uE. 


_ WW HO fhal! awake the Spartan fie, 


And call in folemn ſounds to lite, 


| The youths, whoſe locks divinely ſpreacling, 
| +Like vernal hyacinths in ſullen hue, 
At once the breath of fear and virtue edding, 


Applaud.ng Freedom lov'd of old to view ? 
What new Alceus, fancy bleſt, 0 
Shall ſing the ſword in myrtles dreſt, 


At Wiſdom's ſhrine a while its flame concealing, | 


| (What place ſo fit to ſeal a deed rerown'd *) 
Till ſhe her brighteſt lightnings round revealins 7 


It leap'd in glory — and n her prompted 


wound 
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© Goddeſs, in that feeling hour, 
When nioſt its ſounds would court thy ears, 
Let not niy thell's miſguided power, 
E'er dra thy fad, thy mindtul tears. 
No, Frecconi, no, I will not tell, 
How Rome, betore thy face, 
With heavieit found, a giant-ſtatue, fell, 
Puſh'd by a wild ard artlefs race, 
From off its wide ambit.ous baſe, 
When Time his northern ſons of ſpoil awoke, 
And all the blended work of ſtrength and grace, 
With many a rude repeated ſtroke, 


And many a barbarous yell, to thouſand fragments | 


broke. 
odr. 


Yet, ev'n where'er the leaſt appear d, 
Tt admiring world thy hand rever'd; 
Still, *midit the ſcatter'd ſtates around, 
Some remnants of her ſtrength were found 3 
They ſaw by what eſcap'd the ſtorm, _ 
How wondrous roſe her perfe& torm ; 
How in the great, the labour'd whole, 
Each mighty maſter pour'd his ſoul ; 

For ſunny Florence, ſeat of art, 

Beneath her vines preſerv'd a pat, 

Till they, wlom ſcience lov'd to name, 
(O, wii could fear it?) quench'd her _ 
And, lo, an humbler relic laid 

In jcalous Piſa's olive ſhade ! 
See ſmall Marino joins the theme, 

Though leaſt, not laſt in thy eſtcem ; 
Strike, louder ſtrik- th” ennobling ſtrings 
To thoſe, whoſe merchants ſons were kings: 
To him, who, deck'd with pearly pride, 
In Adria weds his yreen-hair'd bride : 

Hail port of glory, wealth, and pleaſure, 
Ne'er let me change this Lydian meaſure : 
Nor e' er her former pride relate, 
To ſad Liguria' s bleeding ſtate. 

Ah, ro! more pleas'd thy haunts I ſeeks. 
On wild Helvetia's mountains blrak : 
(Where, when the favour'd of thy choice, 
The daring archer heard thy voice; 


Forth from his cyrie rouz'd in dreaꝗ, 


The ravening caule northward fied.) 
Or dwell in willow'd mrads more near, 
Wich thoſe ® to whom thy ſtork is dcar: 

— Thoſe whom the rod of Alva bruis'd, 
Whoſe cro'vn a Britith quee:) retus' d! | 
The mavrick works, thou tecl'it zue ſtrains, 
One liolier naine alone remains; 

* mu _ fp! hall tien avail, 

_ Hail, Nympi. „ ate;*d by Britain, hail! 

. OO AN TIS FROPHE, 

Beyond the met fire vail of thought, . 
The vocks, the veicage Time! has wrought! 


vere pemaltics 20 thoſg wo are Convict Of Kill. rg 
this bird. Liv ace kept tame in ali tier tons, 
and particulariy at the Fiague, of te uns of whic): 
they make a part. 
are ſaid to entertain a Super (Utous tntiment, that 13 


the whole ſpecies or them ſhoule t, ante <xtina, 
tuc Hiouid loſs their liberties 


VOL. Val. . 


| And 
Tube little iſles on every fide, 


old hiftoriars. 


| vour'd to fup;- ort the probability of the fact, hy ar- 
_ | guments drawn from the corretpondent du ont. on of 


"The common Pe Pic ct Folla::d 


POEM S. 37 
| The Gaul, 'tis held of antique ſtory, 
Saw Brigain lir.k'd to his now adverſe ſtrand, ® 
No ſa between, nor cliff ſublime and boary, 
He paſ#d with unwet feet through all our land. 
| To the blow mn Baltic then, they ſay, 
The wild waves found another way, 
Where 8 towls, his wolfith mountains round- 


| TH all 4 handed weld a2 avce gan riſe, 


A wild wide florm ev'n Nature's ſelf confounding, 
1 Withering her giant ſons with ſtrange uncouth 


furprize. 
This pilla: d carth ſo firm and veide, 
By winds and inward labours torn, 


| In thunders dread was puſh'd afide, 


And down the ſhouldering hillows borne. 
ſee, like gems, her laughing train, 


Mona +, once hid from thoſe who ſearch the main, 
Where thouſand elfin ſhapes abide, 
And Wiglit viho checks the weſtering tide, 


For thee conſenting heav'n has each beſtow'd, 
A fair attendant on her ſovereign pride: 


To thee this bleſt divorce ſhe ow'd, 


For thou haſt made her vales thy lov'd, thy laſt 
| abode ! 


| SECOND EPODE, . 
Then too, tis ſaid, an hoary pile, 
Midſt the green navel of our iile, 

Thy ſhrine in ſome religious woo, 

O ſoul-enforcing Cooddeſs, ſtood ! 


| | There of the painted natives“ fect 


Were wont thy form celeſtial meet: 

T hough now with hopeleſs toil we trace 
Time's backward rolls, to find its place; 
| Whether the fiery-treſſed Dane, 

Or Roman's ſelf o' erturn'd the fane, 


Or in what hcav*n-left age it fell, 


T were lard for modern ſong to tell. 


Vet till, if truth thoſe heams infule, 


Which guide at once, an charm the Muſes 
Beyond) yon hraid.d ciouds that lic, 

| Paving the light embroider'd ſky : 

Amidſt the bright pavilion'd plains, 


The beautcous model {t:}] remains. 


There happier than in iſlands vleſt, 
Or bowers by Spring or H<ve dreit, 

* This tradition is mentio d by £-veral of our 
Some naturaliſts tco have erdca- 


the two "PP oſite couſts. I do not remember that £ 


| any poet.c 41 zie has been hitherto made of it. 


＋ There is a tradition in tie Iſle of Man, that a 
merma d becoming enamour*+ of a young man of 
extraortirary be u: ty, took an opportur it, of ue t- 
ing him one 4% as he walk 'd on the ſhot, and 


* 


_ | opener] her pa on to him, but was receiv'd with a 
The Dutch, amongſt whom there are very ſc- | 


cole Neſs, GCC" ont d hy bis horror and ſurprize at her | 
L „e This however as io niut.onſtrued by 
th- ſca-lady, tint, in revenge tor luis freawnent ot 


| ner, !he purith'd the i nole iNancd, i, covering x | 


with a uli, fo that all who atzemjpred to Carry o 
MV commeree Wit it, either never arriv'd at it, hut 


v. ndert up and cown the ſa, Cr Were on 4 tudden | 
wrecked uno: its cin 
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Fach ſphere-ſound gem of ricie!t hues: 
Wuhate er heaven's purer mold contains, 
When nearer ſuns emblaze its veins; 


Read Albion's fame through every age. 


Before whoſe hre athing Folom's balm, 


Welcome to Britain's ravag'd thore, 
Our youths, enamour'd of the fair, 
__ Phy with the tangles of her hair, 


O, how ſupremely art thou bleſt, 8 
en, 2285 * malt rule the weſt ! 


To a Lady, on the Death of r 


\ 
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The cliiefs who fill our Alkion's ſtory, 
In vrarlike weeds, retir'd in glory, 
Hear that conſorted Druids ii:1g 
Their triumphs io th* immortal ſtring. 
How may the poet now unfold; 
What vever tongue or m umbers told? 
Ho learn delig!ted, and amaz'd, 
What hands unkrown that fabric rai.'d ? - 
Ev*n now, before bis favour'd eyes, 
In Gothic pride it ſeems to rife ! 
Yet Grecia's graceful orders join, 
Majeſtic, through the mix'd deſign; 
Ihe £.cret builder knew to chuſe, 


There on the walls the Patriot's ſiglit 
May ever hang with freth delight, 
And, grav'd with ſome prophetic rage, 


Ye forms divine, ye laurcate band, 
That near her inmoſt altar ftavd ! 
Now ſoothe her, to her bliſsful train 
Plithe Concorci's ſocial form to can: 
Concord, whote myrtle wand can Keep. 
Ev'n Anger's blood-ſhot cyes in ſleep: 


Rage drops his ſtecl, and ſtorms grow calm; 
Her let our fires and matrons hoar 


ill, in one loud applauding found, 
Ine nations ſhout to her around, 


„„ 
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Ober him, whoſe doom thy virtues gi ĩeve, 


| Ac:ial forms ſhall fit at eve, 

And bend the penſite head; 

| And, fall'n to ſave his injur's land, 

knperial Honour” s awful hand 
Shall point his lonely bed ! 


The warlike dead of every age, 


| Who fill the fair recording paye, 


Shall leave their ſainted reſt : 

And, half-reclining on his ſpear, 

Each wondering chief by turns 9 
To hail the blooming gueſt. 


Old Edward's ſons, unknown to yield, 


| Shall crowd from Creſſy's laurel'd field, 


And gaze with fix'd delight : 


Again for Britain's wrongs they fecl, 
Again they ſnatch the gleamy ſteel, 
BE © And wiſh th* avenging fight. 


| But, lo! where, ſunk in deep deſpair, 


Her garments torn, her boſom bare, 
Impatient Freedom lies! 
Her matte d treſſes madly ſpread, 
To every ſod which wraps the dead, 
She turns her joyleſs eyes. 


| Neter ſhall the leave that lowly ground, 
| Till notes of triumph burſting round 


Proclaim her reign reſtor'd : 
Till William ſeek the ſad retreat, 


| And, bleeding at her ſacred feet, 


Preſent the ſated ſword. 
If, weak to ſoothe ſo ſoſt an heart, | 


| "Theſe piftur'd glories nought impart, 


To dry thy conſtant tear: 

If yet, in Sorrow's diſtant eye, 
pos*d and pale thou ſce*ſt him lie, 

Wild war inſulting near & | 


Ross, in the Action at — Wruten 
May, 1745. = ns e 
EILE, loft to all his 3 8 

Britaumia'o genius bends to cart: „ = 
And mourns the fatal day: 


wit hood he ſtrives to tear 


Tntcemly n his fca-green hair 


The t: 


* | 


Tue wreatas of chcartu! May: 


gits which muſing pity pays, 
And N remembrance loves to rae, 
Y our ieuol ours attend: | 
Ell Fancy, to hei feli un'tin!, 


AwWak ,s rief the fofrr nd mind, 


Ay rani/ Schell“ deſcending wave 
Eis co. try” 3 vo mall bleis the grave, 


* 


4 
” 
. * 


4 


And its the Lleccl...; triend. 


W.rc'er tic your: il 15 laid: 
That ſacred ſpot the viliage hind 
With every ſwecteſt turf ſhall hin, 

Ard Peace; rotect tue Made. 
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I With brede ethereal Moe, 


Wheree'er from time thou court*ſt relief, 


The Muſe ſhall till, with ſocial grief, 
Her gentleſt promiſe keep: | 
Even humble Harting's cottag'd vale 
Shall learn the ſad repeated tale, 


And bid her ſhepherds weep. 


ODE. To EVENING. 


F aught of oaten A or paſtoral ſong, 
May hope, chaſte Eve, to ſoothe thy modeſt en, 
Like thy own ſolemn ſprings, : 


Thy ſprings, and dying gales; | 


lo nymph reſerv'd, while now the bright- hair*d ſur 


Sits on yon weſtern tent, whoſe cloudy ſkirts, 
O' erhang his wavy bed: 


| Novy air is huſh'd, ſave where the weak-ey'd bat, 
| Wita ſhort ſhrill hrick flits by on Kathern wing, 


| 
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Dr where the beetle winds 
His ſmall but ſullen horn, 


As oft he riſes *midiſt the twilight path, 
Againit the pilgrim horn in heedleſs hum : 
Now tcach me, maid compo»'d, 
To breatize tome totten'd ftram, 


Whoſe numbers, ſtealing through thy darkening 
| vale, 
May not unſcemly with its ſtillneſs ſuit, 
As, muting flow, I hail | 
Thy genial jov'd return! 


For when thy folding-ſtar arifing ſhows 

H.s paiy circlet, at his warn.ng lamp 
The fragrant hours, and elves 
Who flept in buds the day, 


And many a nymph who wreathes her brows with | 


ſedge, 
And ſheds the freſhening _ and * ſtill, 
The penſive pleaſures ſwect 
Prepare thy thadowy oar. 


Then let me rove ſome vvild and lun ſcene, 
Or find ſome ruin midſt its dreary Ein, 
Whoſe walls more aweful * Do 


By thy religious gleams. 


Or if chill bluſtering winds, or driving rain, 
Prevent my willing feet, be mine the hut, 
That from the mountain's ſide, 
Views wilds, and ſwelling floods, 


And hamlets brown, and dim-difcover'd ſpires, 
And hears their ſimple bell, and marks < o'er all 
Thy dewy fingers draw Fe 


The gradual duſky veil. 


While Spring ſhall pour his Sian, as ; oft he 
wont 
And bathe thy breathing treſſes, meckeſt Eve! ' 
While Summer loves to ſport 
| — thy lingering liglit: 


While fallow Autumn fills thy lap with þ leaves, 
Or Winter, yelling through tie troublous airs 
Atfrights thy ſhrinking — | 
And rudely rends thy robes : 


So long, anal oft obs with = | 
Shall Fancy, Friendſhip, Science, 2 race, 
Thy gentleſt influence own, 
And love thy ſavourite name 


ODE TO PEACE. 
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Tir'd of his rude tyrannic ſway, 
Our youth thall fix ſoms teſtive day, 
His ivllen thrines to burn : 
But tl. ou, who hear'ſt the turning ſpheres, 


| W hit ſounrts may charm thy partial _ \ 


And gain thy bieſt return ! 


O Peace, thy injur'd robes up-bind ! 
Q rite, and leave not one beind 
Ot ail thy beamy train: 


The Britiſh lion, Goddeſs ſweet, 


Lies ſtreteh d on earth to kiſs thy feet, 
And own thy holier reign. 


I Let others court thy tranſient ſmile, 
| But come to grace thy weſtern iſle, 


By warlike Honour led 
Anc, while around her ports rejoices 
While all her tons adore thy ciouce, 
With him for ever wed! 


| THE MANNERS. AN ODE. 


TAREWELL, for clearer * defign'd ; 5 
The dim-diſcover*d tracts of mind: 
Truths which, trom act. on's paths retir'dy 


My nlent ſearch in vain requir'd! 
No more my fail that deep explores, 


No more I ſearch thofe magic ſhores, 


_ | Whnt regions part the world of toul, 


Or whence thy ftreams, Op. nion, roll: 
It e' er I round ſuch ta. ry field, 
Some power impart tix ſpear and tick, | 


At which the w. zard paſſions fly, 
I By which the giant follies die! 


Farewell tiie porch, whoſe roof is ben, 


| Arcir'd with th” enlivening olive's green; 
Where Science, prank'd in tiiſued veit, 


By Reaſon, Pride, and Fancy dreſt, 


I comes like a bride, io trim array*d, 
To wed with Doubt in Plato's thad: ! 


Youth ol tie quick uncheated fight, 


| Thy walks, Oblervance, more invite! 
JO tou, wiio lov'ſt that ampler range, | 
| Where lite's wide proſpects round tler change, | 
| And, with her mingled ſons _—_ | 
_ | Tarow'ft the ptattling page ande: 


To me in converſe ſweet impart, 


Jo read in man the native heart, 


| To learn, where Science ſure is found, 


_ | From Natute as the Ives around: 
I And gazingott her mirror true, 
By turns each ſhiiting image view : 
IT meddling Art's otficious lore 

| Reverſe the leſſons tau lit before, | 


Alluring trom a ſafer rule, 
To dream in her enchanted ſchool ; 
Thou, Heaven, whate'er of great we ts 


_ {| Halſt bleſt this tocial ſcience moſt. 


Thou, who bad · l thy turtles bear | 
Swift from his graſp thy golden hair, 
And ſouglit'ſt thy native ſkies : 
When war, by vultures drawn trom far, 
To Britain bert his iron car, 
And bade his ſtorins ariſe ! 


Retiring hence to tnoughtful cell, 


| As Fancy breathes her potent ſpell, 


Not vain ſhe finds the charmful taſk, 


| In pageant quaint, in motley maſk, 


Behokl, before her muſing ces, 


| The countleſs Manners round lier rife ; 
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While, ever varying as they paſs, 
To ſome Contempt applies her glats : | 
With theſe the white-rob*d maid combine, 
And thoſe the laughing ſatyrs join ! 

Hut who iz he whom now ſhe views, 

In robe of wild contending hues ? 

Thou by the paſſions nurs'd ; I greet 
The comic ſock that binds thy feet! | 

© Humour, thou whoſe name is krown 
Jo Britain's favour d iſle alone: 

Me too amidit thy band admit, 

There where the young-ey'd healthful Wit, 
(Whoſe jewels in his criſped bar 

Are plac'd each other's beams to ſhare, 

_ Whom ro celights from thee divide) 

In lauzhter loos'd attends thy ſide ! 

By old Miletus, who fo long 
Has cras'd his — oven ſongs 

By all you taught the Tuſcan maids, 

In char2*d Italia s modern thades : | 

By him , wiſe knight”s diſtinguiſh'd name 

Refin'd a nation's lutt of ſame; 

Wpoſc tales ev'n now, with echoes ſweet, 

Caſt.ha's Mcorith hills repeat: 

Or hint t, whom Scine's blue nymphs deplore, 
In watch t weeds on Gall a's thore, 
Who dre the ſad Sicilian maid, 

By virtue in her fire bet: ay d: 

DO Nature boon, from whom . 

E. ch ſorctiul thought, each prompted deed 3 

If but trom thee J hope to jeel, 

On all my heart imprint thy feel! ! 

I. t tome retreating Cynic find | 

Tl e ofr-turn'd ſcrolls I leave behind, 

It Sports and I this hour agree 
| To iove thy ſecne- tull world with thee! 


THE PASSIONS. 
an ovr. FOR MUSIC. 


HEN Muſic, heavenly maid, was is young, 

While yet in early Greece (he lung, | 
The: Paſtors oit, to hear her ſhell, | 
Th:ong'd around her magic cell, 
Exu'ting, trembling, raving, funting, 
poſſeſt beyond the Muſe's painting; 
By turns they felt the glowing mind 
Diſturb'd, delighted, rais'd, refin'd. 
Till once, "tis ud, when all were fire, 15 
Till'd with fury, rapt, inſpir'd, 
From the ſopporting myrtles round 
They ſnatelꝰd her inftruments of found, 
And astiey a had heard apart 
S vert h ſons of her for ceful art, 
Each, d madneſs rub'd the hour, 
Woub! grove his own n power. 


eurleſt roma ces. 
F Cervantes. > 
J Monſieur Le Saze, a author of the incomparable 


adventures of G Blas de Santillane, wio diet in 
Far:s in my yea 17435. 
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Firſt Fear his hard, its ſkill to try, I 
Amid the chords bewilder'd laid, | 8 


And back recoil'd, he knew not wliy. 


Ev'n at the found himfclt had mace. 


Next Anger ruſh'd, his eyes on fire, 
In lightnings own d his ſecret ſtings, 

In one rude claſh he ſtruck the lyre, 
And ſwept with hurried hand the ſtrings. 


| | With woeful meaſures wan Deſpair— 


Low ſullen ſounds his grief beguil'd, 


A lolemy, ſtrange, and mingled airy 


Twas fad by fits, by ſtarts twas wild. | 


But thou, O Hope, with eyes ſo fair, 
What was thy delighted mcaſure ? 


- | Still it whiſper'd promis'd pleaſure, 


Ard bade the lovely ſcenes at diitance hail * 


| | Still would her touch the ſtrain prolong, 


And from the rocks, the wcods, the vale, 

She ca!Pd on Echo ſtill through all the ſong ; 
And where her ſweeteſt theme ſhe chole, 

A ſoft reſponſive voice was heard at every cloſe, 


I And Hopt enchaanted ſmil'd, and wav'd her golden 


hair. 


And longer had ſhe ſung but, with a frown, 


Revenge impatient roſe, 


And, with a w.thering look, 
The war-denouncing trumpet took, 
And blew a blaſt ſo loud and dread, 
Were ne'er prophetic ſounds fo full of woe. 
And ever and anon he beat _ 
The doubling drum with furious heat; $ - 


| And tlough ſomerimes, each dreary pauſe dexeens 


Dejected Pit, at his fide 
Her ſoul- ſubduing voice apple, 
Vet ſtill he kept his wik! unaiter'd mien, 


lus head. 


— Thy numbers, Jealouſy, to nought v were bnd, 


Sad nroot ot thy diſtreſsſul ſtate, 
Of differing themes the v ecring ſong was mix'd, 


H. te. 


I With eye; up-raiſed, as orie inſpir'd, 
| Pals Melanchol; ſat ret. r'd, 


And from her wild f:quetter'd Bb - 


In notes by diſtance made more wert, 
 Poar'd tiwough the mellow horn her penſive bel, 

And dating ſoft from rocks around, 

Bubbling runncl; join'd the ſound; 


Through «lades ard glooms the mingled e 
| Role, --- -- 


Or o'cr tome haunted fireams with fond oy. | 
Round a holy calm diffuſing, | 
Love of peace, and lonely muſing, 


I In hollow murmurs died away. 


But, O, how alter'd was its ſprightlicr tone ? 


| When Chearfulncfs, a nymph of healthieſt hue, 
— Alludine to the Mleſian I ales ſome of the | 


Her Low acrois her thoulder ung, 
Her buſkins gemin''d with morning dew, 


| Blew an inſpiring au, that dale and thicket rung, 


The hunter's call to Faun and Dryad known; 
The ouk-crovn'd ſitlere, and! eit chatte-ey A 
queen, 1 


He threw his hood-ftain'd ſword in thunder — 


While each ſtrain'd ball oi bin ſeem d —_—_— from 


And no it courted Love, now raving call 4 on : 
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Satyrs and ſylvan boys were ſeen, 
Peeping from fortii their alleys green; 
Brown Exerciſe rejoic'd to hear, 


And Sport leapt up, and ſeiz'd his beechen ſpear. | 


Latt came joy's ecitatic trial, 
He, w:th viny crown advancing, 
Firſt to the lively pipe his hand addreſt, 
But ſoon he ſaw the britk-awakening viol, 
Whoſe ſweet entrancing voice he lov'd the heſt. 


n, 
They jaw in T 's vale her native 
Amidit che feftal Ban ding mades, 
Io ſome unwearied minſtrel dancingß, : 
While, as his flying fingers Kk, ſo'd the ſtrings, 
Love fram'd with Mirth a gay fantaſtic round, 

Louvuſe were her treiſes ſeen, her zone unbound, 

And he, amidit his frolic play, | | 
As it he would the charming air repay, 

Shook thouſand odours from his dewy wings. 
O Muſic, ſphere-deſcended maid, 
Friend of pleafuce, wilſdom's aid, 

Why, Goddeſs, why to us denied? 

Lay'ſt thou thy ancient lyre afide ? 
As in that lov'd Athenian bower, 

Tou learn'd an all-commanding power, 
Thy mimic foul, O nymph endear'd, 

Can well recal what then it heard. 
Where is thy native fimple heart, 
Devote to virtue, fancy, art? 
Ariſe, as in that elder time, 5 
Warm, energetic, chaſte, ſublime ! 
_ Thy wonders, in that god-like age, 
Fill thy recording fiſter's page _ 
"Tis faid, and I believe the tale, | 
Thy humbleit recd could more prevail, 
Had more of ſtrength, divincr rage, 

Than all which charms this laggard age, 
Ev'n all at once together tound 5 
C.ecilia's mingled world of ſound 
©, bid our vain endeavours ceaſe, 
Receive the juſt deſigns of Greece, 
Return in all thy fimple tate ! 
Config the tales her ſons relate! 


maids, 


— 


AB KPISTLE 


ol Shakeſpeare's Works. 


W to bring the Muſe's happier 
5 Wo yYS, © ERS BY 
A patriot's hand protects a poct's lays ; | 
While, nurs'd by yor, ſhe ſees her myrtles bloom 
Green and unwithcr'd o'er his honour'd tomb: 
Excuſe her doubts, if yet ſhe fears to tell 
What ſecret tranſports in her boſom ſwell : 
With conſcious awe the hears the critic's fame, 
And bluſhing hides her wreath at Shakeſprarc's 
name. | EO» 
Hard was the lot thoſe injui'd trains endur'd, 
| Prnown'd by fence, and by years o Ig t 


* 


Each melting 


at 
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Fair Fancy wept ; and echoing ſighs conſcſs d 

A fixt deſpair in every tuneful breaſt, 

Not with more griet ti” atflited fwains appear, 

Whea wintcry winds detorm the plenteous ycar ; 
ben lingering troſts the ruin'd feats invade | 


| Where Peace reſorted, and the Graces play d. 


Each riſing art by juſt gradation moves, 


'To.l builds on toil, and age on age improves : 
The Mule alone unequal dealt her rage, 


They A uy have thought, who heard the | And grac'd with nobleſt pomp her ezrliett ſtage. 


Prefcrv*d through time, the ſpeaking ſcenes 1mpart 

Each changeful wiſh of Phædraꝰs tortur d heart: 

Or paint the curſe that mark'd the * 'Theban's 
reign, 

A bed i nceituous, and a father ſlain. 


With kind concern our pitying eyesv'erflow, 
Trace the ſad tale, and own another's woe. 


To Rome remov'd, with wit ſecure to pleaſe, 


The comic filters keep their native eaſe. 
{| With jealous rear declining Greece beheld 


Her own Menander's art almoſt excell'd! 


But every Muſe eſſay'd to raiſe in vain 
Some labounNd rival of her travic train ; 


lytfus* laurels, tnough transferi d with toil, | 

Drop'd their fair leaves, nor knew th” unfriendly 
ſo. l. 

As arts expir'd, reſiſtleſs Dulneſs roſe ; 


fc · co. | 


 Goths, Prieſts, or Vandals,—all were learning's 
Irin ＋ Julius ſuſt recall'd each ex. I'd maid, 


And Cofinu own'd them in th' Etrur ian ſhade 2 


| Then, deeply ili'd in love's engaging theme, 


The ſoft Provencial pafſs*d to Arno's ſtream :; 
With gracetul caſe the wanton lyre he ſtrung, 


| Sweet flow d the lay but love was all he jung. 
I The gay deſcriptiou could not fail ro move; 
| For, led by n. ture, all are friends to love. 


But heaven, ftill various in its works, decreed 


| The pertect toaſt of time ſhould laſt iucceed. 
The bcautco'rs union muſt a 


ppear at len* th, 


| Gf "Tuſcan tancy, and Athenian ſtrength: 


One greater Mutc Eliza's reign adorn, 


| | And ev'ina Siakeſpear to her fame be born! 


Yet, ah ! fo bright her morning's opening rar, 


In vain our Britain hop'd an equal day 

No ſecond growth the weſtern iſte could bear, 
I ͤAt once exhauſted with too rich a year. 

| Too nicely Jonſon knew the critic's part; 


N. ture in him was almoſt loſt in Art. 


| | Of foſter mould the gentle Fletcher came, 


The next in order, as the next in name. 
With pleaz'd attention *midit his ſcenes we find 


| Each glowing thougtit, that warms the teniale 


mind ; SS | 
ſigh, and every tender tear, 
The lover's withes, and the virgin's fear. 
His 1 every ſtrain ti Smiles and Graces own 3 


But ſtronger Shakeſpeare felt for man alone: 
| Drawn by his pen, our ruder paſſions ſtand 
| Tt unrival'd picture of his carly hand. 


* The Ocdipus of Sophocles. 5 WE 


F Julius II. the immediate predeceſſor of Leo X. 


1 Their characters are thus diſtinguiſhed by ir. 
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Saw Art's fair empire o'er her ſhores advance: 
By length of toil a bright perfect. on knew, 
_ Correctly bold, and juſt i in all ſhe drew. 
Till late Corneille, with F Lucan's ſpirit fir'd 
Breath'd the free ſtrain, as Rome and he inſpir'd: 
And claſſic judgment gain'd to fweet Racine 
The temperate ſtrength of Maro's chaſter line. 
But wilder far the Britiſh laurel ſpread , 

And wreatis leſs artful crown our poet's head. 
Yet he alone to every ſcene could g. ve | 
"Ti hĩſtori an's truth. and bid the manners live. 
Wak'd at his call I view, with glad ſurprize, 
Majeſtic forms of mighty monarchs ritc. | 
There Henry's trumpets ſpread their loud alarms, 
And laurel'd Conqueſt waits her hero's arms. 
Her gentler Edward claims a pitying figh, 

S.arce born to honours, and fo ſoon to die! 

vet ſhaii thy throne, unhappy infant, bring 
No beam of comtort to the guilty king: 


he time ſhall come when Clo'tte's heart ſhall | 


bleed 

In Efe's kut hours, with horror of the deed : 
When dreary viſions ſhall at lait preſent 
The vengeful image in the midniglit tent: 
Thy hand unicen the ſecret death ſhall bear, 
Blunt 2 weak fword, and break th* oppreſſive 

1 | 
Wheree er we turn, by fancy charm'd, we find 
Some ſweet illutions of the cheated mind. 
On, wild of wing, ſhe calls the ſoul to roce 
With bumbler nature, in the rural grove ; 
Where ſwains conterted own the quiet ſcene, 
And twilight fairies tread the circled green: 


Drefs'd by her hand, the woods and vallies ſmile, | 
41 os by Guider.us and Arviragus | over Fidels, 


And Spring diffuſive decks th* inchanted ifle. 
0, more than all in powerful genius bleſt, 
Come, take thine empire o'er the will ng breaſt ! 
Whate'er the wounds this youthtul heart ſhall ter], 
Thy ſongs ſupport me, and thy morals leal ! 
There every thought the poet's warmth may raiſe, 
'Their native muſic dwells in all the lavs. 


, might ſome verſe with happieſt ſkill perſuade 8 


| Expreffive Picture tu adopt thine aid! 
What wand ous draugl:ts migl.t riſe from every | 
re! 

What as Naphacl charm a diſtant age ' 

— Methinks ev'n now I view fome tree defign,. | 

| Where breathing Nature lives in every line: 

__ Chaſte and ſubdued the modeit lights decay, 

Steal into ſnades, and mildly melt away. 
__ —And ſce, where 1 Anthony, in tears 

__ C:uards the pale relics of the chiefhe lov'd : 
Oer the cold corſe the warrior ſeems to bend, f 

Peep ſunk in grief, and mourns his murder” friend? | 

Still as they preſs, he calls on all around, 


5 Litts the torn robe, and points the blucding wound. 


* Atout the time of Sl. akefeare, the poet Hardy | 
vas in great repute in France. He wrote, accord- 
ing to For:teneli-, ſix hundred plays. The French 
poets aſter him ap plied themſelves in general to the 


correct improvement of the ſtage, which was almot 


totally diſregard ed by thoſe of our own country, 
Jo ton excepted. 
+ The favourite author of the elder Corneille. 
1 Se tir tragedy of Juuus Cælar. 
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With gradual ſteps, and flow, exacter France | 


d, 
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But * who is he, whoſe brows exalted bear 
A wrath impatient, and a fiercer air ? 
Awake to all that injur d worth can feel, 
On his own Rome he turns th' avenging ſteel. 
Yet ſhall rot war's inſatiate fury fall, 
(So heaven ordains it) on the deſtin'd wall. 
See the fond mother, midſt the plaintive ar 
Hung on his knees, and proſtrate on the plain ! 
Touch'd to the ſoul, in vain he ſtrives to hide 
The ſon's affection, in the Roman's pride: 

O'er all the man conflicting paſſions riſe, | 
Rage graſps the ſword, while pity melts the eyes. 
Thus, generous Critic, as thy bard inſpires, 

The Siſter Arts ſhall nurſe their drooping fires : 
Each from his ſcenes her ſtores alternate bring, 
Blend the fair tints, or wake the vocal ftring: 
Thoſe Sibyl-leaves, the ſport of every wind, 
(For poets ever were a careleſs kind) 


By thee diſpos'd, no farther toil demand, 


But, juſt to pature, own thy forming hand. 
So ſpread o*'cr Greece, th* harmonious whole un- 
known, 
Ev'n Homer's "numbers charm*d hy parts alone. 
Their own Uhyſſes ſcarce had wander” An more, 
By winds and waters caſt on every ſhore : 
When rais*d by fate, ſome former Hanmer join'd, 
Each beauteous image ot the boundleſs mind 
And bade, like thee, his Athens ever claim 


A tond alliance with the Poet's name. 


' DIRGE IN CYMBELINE, 


1uppoted to be dead. 


0 fair Fidele's graſſy tomb 
Soit maids and nr ay hinds hall bring 


1 Lach opening tweet, ot carlictt bloom, 


And rifle all the breathing Spring. 


No wa ling ghoft ſhall dare appear 

Jo vex . tu ſhrieks this quiet grove, 
But ſhepherd lads aflemble here, 

And meiting virgins own their love. 


Neo wither' d witch ſhall here be ſcen, 
No gohlins lead their nightly crew; 


| The female ſays ſhall haunt the green, 


And dreſs ti grave with ih pray d 


'T he red-breaſt oft at evening hours 

Shall kindly lend hs little aid, 

| With-hoary n:ofs, and gather'd flowers, | 
To deck the ground where thou art laid. 


When howling winds, and heating rain, 
In tempe its ſhake thy ſylvan cell; 

Or 'mit the chace on every plain, 

| The tender thought on tlice thall dwell. 


* Coriolanus. See Mr. — 5 dialogue on the 
| Ocyiley. | | 


; 


the 


The friend ſhall view yon whitening + ſpire, 


Or tears, Which Love and Pity ſhed 


Vet lives FI one, whoſ: hee«dlleſs eye 


With him, ſweet bard, may Fancy 2 


No watt ine from the green hill's five 


And ſee, the fairy vallics fade, 


COLLINS'S 


| 
| The genial meads * affign'd to bleſs 


Each jonely ſcene ſhall thee re ſtore, 
For thee the tear be duly ſhed ; 


Belov*d, till life can charm no more; 


And mourn' d, till Pity's ſclf be dead. 


0 D 
ON THE DEATH OF MR. THOMSON. 


The Scene of the following Stanzas is ſuppoſed to | 


lic on —— near Richmond. 


I. 
N yonder grave a Druid lies 
Where ſlowly winds the ſtealing wave! 
The year's heit ſweets ſhall dutrous riſe, 
To deck its Poct”s ſylvan grave! 


II. 


In yon deep bed of whiſpering reeds 


His airy harp * ſhall now be Jaid, 


That he, whoſe heart in ſorrow bleeds, 


May ove through life the ſoothing ſhade. 
5 5 
Then maids and youths ſhall linger here, 
And, while its — at diſtance ſwell, 
Shall ſadly ſeem in Pity's ear 


Io hear the woodland pilgrim's knell. 


IV. 


Remembrance oft ſhall haunt the ſhore 


When Thames in ſummer wreaths is . 


And oft ſuſpend the daſhing oar 


To bid his gentle ſpirit reſt! 


V. 
And oft as Eaſe and Healti retire 
To breezy lawn, or foreſt deep, 


And *mid the varied landſcape weep. 
VI. 


Zut thou, who own't that carthly hed, 


Ah! what will every dirge avail ? 


That mourn beneath the gliding ſail ! 
- To | 


Shall ſcorn thy pale ſhrine glimmering near? 


And 307 defert the blooming year. 
—— | * 


| Put thou, un ſtrcam, whoſe ſullen tide- 


No f-dge-crown'd tiſters now attend, 


Whoſe cold turt hides the bur ied tricnd ? 
—_ 


Dun night has veil'd the ſolemn view! | 
Yet once again, dear parted hade, 
Meck narure”s child, again adicu! 


fFhe harp of Zolus, of which ſce a — N 
in the Caſtle of Indolence. 


Mr. Thoniſan was bur led in Rictunor.! church. 


* 


| With roſy hand the ſpicy 


Ik, bound by vows to friendihip's gentle fide, : 


Reluctant pride, and amorous faint conſent, 


* Mr. * 
| Richinond ſo:nc tine Le! o. 113 
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X. 


Thy life, ſhail mourn thy early doom * 
Their hinds and ſhepherd girls ſhall dreſs 
Wirth fimple hands thy vural tomb. 
| X1. 
| Lanes lonz, thy ſtone, and pointed clay 
Shall melt the muſing Briton's eyes, 


O! vales, and wild woods, ſhall he ſay, 


In yonder grave your Druid Les! 


y Lk #8 8 


Written on a Paper, which contain'd a Fiece of | 


Bride-Cake. 


E curious hands, that, hid from ds eyes, | 
By ſearch profane ſhall find this halow'd 
cake 
With virtue” 's ave forbear the ſacred prize, 
Nor dare a theft for love and pity's fake !_ 


| This. precious relick, ſorm'd hy magic power, 


Beneath the ſnepherd's haunted pillow laid, 
Was meant by love to charm the ſilent hour, 
The fecret preſent of a matchleſs maid. 


| The Cyprian queen, at Hymen's fond requeſt, 


Each nice ingredient choſe with happieſt art; 


Fears, fighs, and wiſhes of th* enamour'd breaſt, 


And pains that pleaſe are mixt in every part. 


fruit ſhe brought, 
From Paphian hills, and fair Cytherea's iſle; 


| And temper'd ſweet with theſe the melting thought, 4 


4+ 
| | Ambizuous looks, that ſcorn and yet relent, | — 


The kiſs ambroſial, and the yielding ſmile. 


Den:als mild, and firm unalter'd truth, | mf 
And meeting ardours, and exulting youth. 


Sleep, wayward God: hath ſworn, while theſe 1 re - 


maln 
With flartering dreams to dry liis nizhtly tear, 


5 And chearful hope, ſo oft invok'd in vain, 


With tairy ſongs ſhal: ſooth lis penſive ear. 


And fond of ſoul, thou hop'ſt an equal grace, 


If youth or maid thy j 1oys and griefs divide, 


O, much inticated leave this fatal place. 


= Sweet Peace, who long hath — my plaintive | 
| 
| Thy carelt i ſters may ſcare her doves away, 


day, 
Conſents at length to bein me ſhort delight, 


And Grict woo raven note ory tue night. 


nomſon reſide 1; in the nel zl. 017,000 CY 
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AN 
0 D E 
1 HT 7 
POPULAR SUPERSTITIONS 
OF THE 


| HIGHLANDS OF SCOTLAND; 
CONSIDERED AS THE 
SUBJECT OF POETRY. 


INSCRIBED TO MR. Jour HOME. 


| Naiads long 
Have ſeen thee lingering with a fond delay, 
Mid thoſe ſoft friends, whoſe hearts ſome future 
day, 
Shall melt, " perhaps, to hear thy tragic ſong o 
Go, not unmindful of that cordial youth F | 
Whom, long endear*d, thou leav'it by Lavant's 
fide 5 | 


| Together let us wiſh him laſting truth, 


And joy untainted with his deſtin*d bride. 
Go! nor regar leſs, while theſe numbers a 

My ſnort-liv'd bliſs, forget my ſocial name; 
But chink, far off, how, on the ſouthern coaſt, 

I met thy friendſhip with an equal flame 
Freſh to that ſoil thou turn'ſt, where every vale 
| Shall prompt the poet, and his ſong demand : 
To thee thy copious ſubjects ne er ſhall fail; 
Thou need*ſt but take thy pencil to thy hand, 


| nn. 
There, muſt thou wake thy Doric quill; | 
__ _ *Tis Fancy's land to which thou ſett'ſt thy tect 3 
Were ſtill, tis ſaid, the fairy people meet, 
Beneath each birken thade, on mead or hill. 
There, each trim laſs, that ſkims the milky ſtore 
| To the ſwart tribes, their creamy bowls allots 
By niglit they fip it round the cottage-door, 
While airy minſtrels warble jocurd notes. 
There, every herd, by fad experience, knows 
How, wing'd with Fate, their elf-thot arrows 
| fly, 
' When the fic :k ewe her ſummer food foregoes, 
Or, ſtreteli'd on earth, tie heart - ſinit an 
Such airy beings awe th' unturor*d fwain : 
Nor thou, tho? lcarn'd, his homelier Bug | 
neglect ; = 
Let thy fret Muſe the rural ſaith ſuſtain 3 
Thee are tlie themes of timole, ſure effect, 
That add new conqueſt to lier boundleſs reign, 


And fil, with double tor ce, — * 


ag 


| III. . 
Ev n vet preſerv d, how often may ſt * "FO 
Where to the pole the Boreal mountains run, 
*kaght by the father, to his liftening ſon; 


ear. 


by How truly did Cullins predict Home's axle. | 


vers . 


A Gentleman of the name of * who | | 


zeta Home to Collins. 


[ 


1 To 1 ined. ſome hundred miles 


- 


coins 's POEMS. 


At every pauſe, before thy mind poſſe ſt, 
Old Runic bards ſhall ſcem to riſe around, 


With uncouth lyres, in many-colour'd veſt, 


Their matted hair with boughs fantaſtic crown' d: 


Whether thou bid'ſt the well-taught hind repeat 


The choral dirge, that mourns ſome clueſtain 
brave 


| When every ſhrieking maid her boſom beat, 


And ſtrew'd with chocceſt herbs his ſcented 
ve; 


or whether, fitting i in the ſhepherd”s ſhiel *, 


Thou hear*ſt ſome ſounding tale of war's alarms 3 


| When at the bugle's call, with fire and ſteel, 


I. 
OME, thou return'ſt from Thames, whoſe | 
And hoſtile brothers met, to prove each other's 


The ſturdy clans pour d forth their brawny 
ſwarms, 


IV. 
_ | Tis thine to OY how, framing hideous ſpe lis, 
| 


In Sky's lone ifle, the gifted wizzard-ſeer, 

Lodg'd in the wintery cave with Fate's fell ſpear, 
Or in the depth of Uiſt's dark foreſt dwells : | 

m_ —_ ſuch dreary dreams 


With their own viſion oft aftoniſh'd droop, | 


When, o'er the watry ſtrath, or quaggy moſs 


2 They ſee the gliding ghoſts unbodied troop. 


Or, if in ſports, or in the feſtive green, 


| | Their deſtin'd glance ſome fated youth deſcry, 


Who now, perhaps, in luſty vigour ſcen, 


| And roſy health, thall ſoon lamented die. 


For them the viewleſs forms of air obey ; ; 


And Þ - kan tech ena SRO TONES Rawls, 02005 T00r Ra agate. 


They know what ſpirit brews the ſtormtul day, | 

| And heartleſs, oft, like moody madneſs, ſtare 
— ſee the — train their le cret work | 
V. 


Oft have they ſeen Fate give the fatal blos: 


Tue Seer, in Sky, ſhriek'd as the blood did flow, | 
Wen headlefs Charles warm on the ſcaffold lay 


* A ſummer hur, built in the high part of the 
mountains, to tend their flocks in the warm ſeaſon, | 
when the paſture is fine. | 

+ By the public prints we are informed, that a 
Scotch clergyman lately diſcovered Collin » rude 
| draught of this poem. It is however ſad to be very 
imperiect. The Vth ſtanza, and the half of the 
Vith, fay thoſe prints, being deficient, has been 
| ſupplied by Mr. Mackenzie; whoſe litt es are here 


4 annexed, for the pur poſe of compariſon, and to do 


juſtice to the elegant author of the Man of Feeling, 


Or on ſome bellying rock that ſhades the deep, 
0 Tut y View the lu: id liens that croſs tlie &, 5 


lie; 


| « And here their firſt, Laint, ruſtling penr.ons 


ſwerp. 


or in the arched cave, where deep and dark 
5 Strange ys, * 8 27955 bad charm d 4 _ T8 


„ The broad, unbroken billows heave and | 
ſell, $ 

4 In horrid of: nes rapt, they fit to mark 

 & The lab'ring f. don; or Lit the nightly 


yu 


«© Where in * ws the brooding _—_— 5 
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As Boreas threw his young Aurora * forth, 
In the firſt year of the firſt George's reign, 
And battles rag'd in welkin of the North, 
They mourn'd in air, fell, fell Rebellion lain ! 
And as, ot late, they joyn'd in Preſton's fight, 
Saw at ſad Falkirk, all their hopes near crown'd ! 
They rav'd! divining, thro” their Second Sight . 
Pale, red Culloden, where theſe hopes were 
drown'd ! 
Muftrious William ! Britain's guardian name 
One William ſav'd us from a tyrant's ſtroke ; 
He, tor a ſceptre, gain'd heroic fame, | 
But — more 122 ſlavery's chain haſt 


To reign . private man, and bow to Freedom's 


vi. 
Theſe too, thou'lt fing is well hy angle Mule 
Can to the topmoſt heaven of grandeur ſoar ; 
| Or ſtop to wail the ſwain that is no more ! 
| Ah, * ſwains! your home ward ſteps ue er 


Let not dank Will $ miſlead you to the heath : 
Dancing in murky night, o'er fen and lake, 

| He glows, to draw you downward to your death, 
In his bewitch'd, low, marſhy, willow brake! 


Of that dread ſpirit, whoſe gigantic form 
The ſcer's entranced eye can well ſurvey, 


< Thong the Gin air who guides the driving | 


4 And points the wretched bark its deſtin'd For him in vain his anxious wife ſhall wait, 


Prey. 
« Or him who hovers on his is wing, 


Ober ws dire whirlpool, that, in ocean's 


8 Draws inſtant down whate er devoted thing 


6 The linz breeze within its reach hath | 


plac'i— 


« The diſtant framan hears, and flies with | 


trembling haſte. 
4 Or, if on lend the fiend exerts his ſway, 
4 Silent he broods o'er quickſand, bog or ten, 
Far trom the ſheltering root and haunts a 
© 
4 When witched darkneſs ſhuts the eye of day, 


„„ And ſhrouds each ſtar that wont to cheer the | 


night; 
1 Or, if tie drifted ſnow perplex the way, 


Wich treacherous gleam he lures the fated | 


wil, 


« « And leads ham foundering on and quite aſtray. 
By young Aurora, Collins undoubtedly meant 1 


the firſt apprarance of the northern lghts, which 


happened about the year 1715; at leaſt, it is moſt | 


_ highly probable from this peculiar c.rcumftance, 


that no ancient writer whatever has taken any no- 


_ tice of them, nor even any one 


one modern, previous 
fo the above period. 


+ Second fight is the term that is uſed for the | 


divination of the Highlanders. 


1 The late Duke of Cumberland, who defeated | 


the Pretender at the battle of Culloden. 
F fiery meteor, called by various names, ſuch 
_ as Will with the Wiſp, Jack with the Lanthorn, 


Kc. It hovers in ths air over marſhy and _ 
places. 


vol. vn. 


I 


Shall never look with pity's k. nd concern, 
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What though far off, from ſome dark dell eſpied, 
His glimmering mazes chear th* excurfive fight, 


Ver turn, ye wanderers, turn your ſteps afide, 


Nor truit the guidance of that ia. tlileſs 1: ht; 
For watchful, lurking, *mid th* unruſtling reed, 

At thoſe mirk hours the wily monſter lies, 
And liſtens oft to hear the paſſing teed, 

And frequent round him rolls his ſuijen eyes, 


If chance his ſavage wrath may ſome weak wretch 


Ah, luckleſs ſwain, o' er all unbleſt, indeed 
Whom late bew¾ilder'd in the dank, dark fen, 
Far irom his flocks, and ſmoak:ng hamlet, then ! 

To that fad ſpot where hums tae ſedzy weed : 

On him, enrag'd, the fiend, in angry mood, 


But inſtant, furious, raiſe the whelming flood 


Oer its drown'd banks, forbidding all return: 


Or, if he meditate tus wiſh'd eſcape, 


To tore dim hill that ſeems upriſing near, 


To his faint eye, the grim and gr:\ly thape, 


In all its terrors clad, ſhall wild appear. 


Meantime the watery ſurge thal: round him riſe 


Pour d furtden forth trom every ſwell. ng ſource ! 


What now remains but tears and hopeleſs fighs ? 


His fear-ſhook limbs have loft their youthly force, 
8 down the waves he floats, a pale and breathleſs 


VIIL. 


Or wander forth to meet him on his way; 


For him in vain at to- fall of the day, 


His babes ſhall linger at th* uncloſing gate! 

| Ah, ne'er ſhall he return! Alone, if night, 
Her travel'd linihs in broken flumbers ſteep ! 

With drooping willows dreit, his mournful ſprite 
Shall viſit ſar!, perchance, her ſilent fleep : 

Then he, perhaps, with moiſt anc! watzry hand, 
Shall tondly ſcem to preſs her ſhuddering cheek, | 


| And with his blue-ſwoln face betore her ſtand, 


And thivering cold, theſe piteous accents ſpeak; 


4 Purſue, dear wile, thy Cal; to:ls, purſue, 


— 


4 At dawn or duſk, induſtrious as before; 


Nor e*cr of me cae helpleſs thought renew, 


4 While I lie weltering on the ozicr'd ore, 


28 rows by the Kelpit y 9 Wy nor c'er 2 | 


aid thee more! 


IX. 
Unbound is ; thy range; W. th 3 aan WY 
Thy Muſe may, like thoſe icathery tribes which 
ſprin 5 
From thats rude rocks, extend her . rting wing 
Round the moiſt marge ot eaci: cold Hebrid iſle, 
To that loar pile F which ſt. I its ruin ſhows : 
In whoſe ſmall vaults a pigmy-tolæ is found, 85 
Whoſe bones the delver witu his ſpade upthrows, Z 


And culls them, won” ring, a the hallo d | 


ground: 


| * The water "TY | 
t One of the Hebr.des is called The Iſle of Pig- | 


mies; where it is reported, that ſeveral miniature 


he nes ot the human ſpecies dave been dug up in the 
ruirs of a chapel there. 


M 
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Or thither “, where beneath the ſhow'ry weſt, 

The mighty kings of three fair realms are laid: 
Once toes, perhaps, together now they reſt, 

No ſlaves revere them, and no wars invade : 
Yet frequent now, at midnight folemn hour, 

The riſted mounds their yawning cells untold, 
And tort! the Monarchs ſtalk with ſovereign power, 

In pageant robes; and, wreath'd with ſheeny 

gold, | 

And on their twilight tombs aerial council hold. 


X. 
But, oh, o'er all, forget not Kilda's race, 

On wit bleak rocks, which brave the waſting 

ti cs, 

Fair Nature's daughter, Virtue, yet abides. 
Co! juſt, as they, their blameleis manners trace 
Then to my ear tranſmit ſome gentle ſong, 
Of thoſe whole lives are yet ſincere and plain, 
Their hounded walks the rugged cliffs along, 
And all their piofpe& but the wintery main. 

With ſparing temperance at the needſul time, 
They drain the ſcented ſpring ; or, hunger-preſt, 

A'ong th” Atlantic rock, undreading, climb, 
Ard „f its eggs deſpoil the Solan's F neſt. 

nus, bleit in primal innocence they live, 
Suffic'd, and happy with tha: frugal fare 

Which taſteful toil and hourly danger give. 
Hard is their ſhallow ſoil, and blake and bare; 
or ever yernal bee was heard to murmur there : 


XI. 
Nor need'ſt thou bluſh that ſuch falſe themes engage 
Thy gentle mind, of fairer ſhores poiſeſt; 
| For not alone they touch the village breait, 
Bo Bur fill'd in elcer time, th" hiſtoric page. 


There, Shakeſpeare's ſelf, with ev' ry gona | | 


crown'd, 
Flew to t oſe fairy climes his fancy n EO 
In muſing hour; his wayward ſiſters ſound, 
And with their terrors dreſt tix magic ſcene. 


dom them he ſung, when, "mic his bold e., | 


tore the Scot, aillicted, and aghaſt ! 
Tue ſhaCorry kings of Banquo's fated line, 

Tiro* the dark cave in gleany pageant paſt. 
Procee ! nor quit the tales which, bmply told, 
Coulon ce fo well my anſwering !. tom pierce; 

Procced, in forceful ſounds, an:: colour toid, 
The nat. ve legends of thy lar d relicai ſe; 
ro luck 9 thy lyre, and ſuit thy n verſe. 
„ 
In ſcencs like theſe, which, daring to depart | 
From ſober truth, are Rill to Nature true, 
And call forth freſh delight to Fancy's view, 
Th' heroic Muſe employ'd her Tatlo's art! 
Ho have I trembled, when, at 'Tancred's ſtroke, 
Its *uſhing blood the gaping cypieſs pour'd ! 
Wen cach live plant wich mos tal accerts ſpoke, 
And the wild blaſt upheav'd the vanquiitr*d fwore ! 
No have I fat, when pip'd the — wind, 
Io hear his harp by Britiſh Fairfax ſtrung! 
Pres. alng poet ! whoſe uncoubting mind, 
Believ'sd the magic wonders which he ſung ! 


Icolmbill, one of the Hebrides, where near fixty | 


of the ancient Scottiſh, Iriſh, and Norwegian kings 
geit rerr ds 
+ An aquatic bird Ike a gooſe, on the eggs of 


which tlie inhab.tants of St. Kilda, _— of the 
H. briccs, cucky ſubſiſt. 
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Hence, at each ſound, imagination glows ! 
Hence, at each picture, vivid lite ſtarts here 
Hence his warm lay with ſofteſt ſweetneſs flows s 
Melting it flows, pure murmuring, ſtrong and 
clear 


And fills the n heart, and wins th' 
harmonious car 


All hail, ye ſcenes that o'er my ſoul prevail ! 
Ve ſplendid friths and lakes, which, far away, 


Or Don's romantic ſprings, at diſtance, hail ! 
'Che time ſhall come, when I, perhaps, may tread 


| Or o'er your fretching heatls, by Fancy led; 
Or o'er your mountains creep, in awful gloom ! 
| Then will I drefs once more the faded tower, 


ſhade ; 
Or crop, from Tiviotdale, each lyric flower, 


laid ! 
Meantirge, ye | 
The cordial youth, on Lothian's plains , attend!— 
 Where'er Home dwells, on hill, or lowly moor, 
To him I loſe, your kind protection lend, 


abſent friend! 


I = = 6 


OUNG Damon of the vale is dead, 
| Ye lowland hamlets moan : 
A tn o'er his dead, a 
And at his feet a ſtone. x 


His ſhroud, which death's cold camps deftroy, 
Of ſnow-white threads was made: 
All mourn'd to fee ſo fweet a op 
In carth tor ever laid. 


Pale panſies o'er his corpſe were _ 
Which, pluck'd before their time, 


| Beſtrew'd the boy, like him to waſte, 


And wither in their prime. 


But will he neer return, whoſe tongue 
Could tune the rural lay? 
Ah, no! his bell of peace is rung, 
His lips are cold as clay. 


They bore him out at twilight hour, 
The youth who lov'd fo well: | 
Ah me! how many a true- love ſhower | 
Or kind remembrance tell! _ 
Each maid was woe—but Lucy chief, 
Her gricf oer all was tried, 
Within his grave ſhe dropp'd in grief, 
And o'er her lov'd-one died. 
* + | Threerivers in Scotland. | 
® Vallies 
+ Ben Jonſon paid a viſit on foot, in * 
the Scotch poet Drummond, at his ſeat of 
thornden, within four m.les of Edinburgh. 
t Barrow, it ſeems, was at the Edinburgh uni- 
| verſity, which is in the county of Lothian. * 


Are by ſmooth Annan * fili'd or paſt'ral Tay F, 


Your lowly glens * „ o'erhung with ſpreading. 
broom ; 8 


Where Jonſon + fat in Drummond's claſſic 


And mourn, on Yarruw's banks, where Willy's | 


R 


that on the plains which bore : 


_ touch*d with love — mine, preſerve my 


The Sentiments borrowed from SHAKESPEARE, 3 


OBSERVATIONS 
ON THE 


ORIENTAL ECLOGUES. 


HE genius of the paſtoral, as well as of evcry other reſpectable ſpecies of poetry, 
had its origin in the Eaſt, and from theace was tranſplanted by the Mules of 
Greece; but whether from the continent of the lefier Aſia, or from Egypt, which, 
about the æra of the Grecian paſtoral, was the hoſpitable nurſe of letters, it is not 
eaſy to determine. From the ſubject, and the manner of Theocritus, one would in- 
cline to the latter opinion, while the hiſtory of Bion is in favour of the former. 
However, though it ſhould ſtill remain a doubt through what channel the paſtoral 
travelled weſtward, there is not the leaſt ſhadow of uncertainty concerning its oriental 
origin. = Ss, F 
j In thoſe ages, which, guided by ſacred chronology, from a comparative view of um”, 
we call the early ages, it appears from the moſt authenuic hiſtorians, that the chiefs ut 
the people employed 2 in rural exerciſes, and that aſtronomers and legiſlators 
were at the ſame time ſhepherds. Thus Strabo informs us, that the hiſtory of the 
creation was communicated to the Egyptians by a Chaldean thepherd. 5 
From theſe circumſtances it is evident not only that ſuch ſhepherds were capable of 
all the dignity and elegance pecuiiar to poetry, but that whatever py they attempt- 
ed would be of the paſtoral kind; would take its ſubjects from thote fcenes of rural 
fimplicity in which they were converſant, and, as it was the offspring of Harmony 
and Nature, would employ the powers it derived from the former to celebrate the beau- 
ty and benevolence of the latter. „ - VF 
Accordingly we find that the moſt ancient poems treat of agriculture, aſtronomy, and 
other objects within the rural and natural ſyſtems. . F 
What conſtitutes the difference between the Georgic and the Paſtoral, is love and 
the colloquial or dramatic form of compoſition peculiar to the latter: this form -f 
_ compoſition is ſometimes diſpenſed with, and love aud rural imagery alone are thauglu 
_ ſufficient to diftinguiſh the paſtoral. The tender pafſiun, however, ſeems to be eſſen- 
tial to this ſpecies of poetry, and is hardly ever excluded from thote pieces that were 
intended to come under this denomination: even in thoſe ectogues of the Amacbean 
kind, whole only purport is a trial of ſkill between contending ſhepherds, love has its 
uſual ſhare, and the praiſes of their reſpe&tive miſtreſies are the general ſubjects of the 
_ competitors. „ 5 VVV 5 . . 
It is to be lamented that ſcarce any oriental compoſitions of this kind have ſurrived 
the ravages of ignorance, tyranny, and time; we cannot doubt that many ſuch have 
been extant, poſſibly as far down as that fatal period, never to be meutoned in tl. 
_ world of letters without horror, when the glorious monuments of human ingegult 
periſhed in the aſhes of the Alexandrian library, * 
Thoſe ingenious Greeks whom we call the parents of paſtoral poetry were, probab z, 
no more than imitators, that derived their harmony from higher and remover ſourca: 
and kindled their poetical fires at thoſc then unextinguiſhed lam s which buraed wii 
in the tombs of oriental genius. 5 | 
It is evident that Homer has availed himſelf of thoſe magnificent images and defertn- 
tions ſo frequently to be mei with ia the boos of the Ola Teftanent and v. hy 1.47 
9 
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not Theocritus, Moſchus, and Bion, have found their archetypes in other eaſtern 
writers, whoſe names have periſhed with their works? yet, though it may not be illi- 


beral to admit ſuch a ſuppoſition, it would certainly be invidious to conclude, what the 


malignity of cavillers alone could ſuggeſt with regard to Homer, that they deftroyed 
the ſources from which they borrowed, and, as it is fabled of the young of the pelican, 
drained their ſupporters to death. | | | 


As the Septuagiat-tranſlation of the Old Teftament was performed at the requeſt, 


and under the patronage, of Ptolemy Philadelphus, it were not to be wondered if 
Theocritus, who was entertained at that prince's court, had borrowed ſome of his paſto- 
ral imagery from the poetical paſſages of thoſe books.—T think it can hardiy be doubt- 
| ed that the Sicilian poet had in his eye certain expreſſions of the prophet Iſaiah, when 
he wrote the following lines: | e 

Nur :& fee Pogtelle gr, Pogioils & axavlac. 
A d x vagzioo@» ix agxivlocs ve, 

Hævræ ry b AA YEVOLTO, Xa A T4TVG 02,1065 EVER Obb» 


P —— I ct cx; cc. | 
Let vexing brambles the blue violet bear, 
On the rude thorn Narciſſus dreſs his hair— _ 
All, all revers'd—The Pine with pears be crown'd, 
And the bold deer ſhall drag the trembling hound. 


The cauſe, indeed, of theſe phænomena is very different in the Greek from om what it is 
In the Hebrew poet; the former employing them on the death, the latter on the birth, 


of an important perſon: but the marks of unitation are nevertheleſs obvious. 


| It might, however, be expected, that if Theocritus had borrowed at all from the 
ſacred writers, the celebrated Epithalamium of Solomon, ſo much within his own walk 

of poetry, would not certainly have eſcapedd his notice. His Epithalamium on the 

marriage of Helena, moreover, gave him an open field for imitation; therefore if he 
has any obligations to the royal bard, we may expect to find them there. The very 


opening of the poem is in the ſpirit of the Hebrew ſong: 


Dore d gige xavidgabis,  Pras e; e 
The colour of imitation is ſtill ſtronger in the follow ing paſſage : 


Ads av H N dus Sνν⁰ H ννναν, = 
| Norrie vutg art, Aiuzov terg 35466505 RVEVTOG* 
| "OG: nas @ even Ex Sifanr wo dei 
II. eig rye A. ar eG 65/2604 aEU2%, 
H x&Ty xuT7#{6(70%, 1 «great: Otroa)0 i770. 9 5 
This deſcription of Helen is infinitely above the ſtyle and figure of the Sic ilian pa 
toral—* She is like the riſing of the golden morning, when the night deoarteth, and 
when the winter is over and gone. She reſembleth the cypreſs in the garden, the 


5 


* horſe in the chariots of Theſialy.” Theſe figures plainly declare their origin; and 


others, equally imitative, might be pointed out in the fame Idyliium. 


This beautiful and luxuriant marriage paſtoral of Solomon is the only perfect form 8 
of the oriental cclogue that has ſurvived the ruirs of time, a happineſs for which it is, 


probably, more indebted to its ſacrad character tian to its intrinſic merit. Not that 


it is by any means deilitute of poetical excellence: like all the eaftera poetry, it 13 
bold, wild, and unconnccted in its figures, alluſlons, and parts, and has all that 
graceful and magnificent daring which cliaracteriſes its metaphorical and comparative 


imagery. 


In conſequence of thele peculiarities, ſo ill adapted to the frigid genius of the North, 


Mr. Collins couid make but little uſe of it as a precedent for his oriental eclogues . 
and even in his third eclogue, where the ſubject is of a flmilar nature, he us choſen 
rather to follow the mode of che Doric and tae Latin paitoral. 
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The ſcenery and ſubjects then of the following eclogues alone are oriental; the ſtyle 
and colour are purely European; and, for this reaſon, the author's preface, in which 
he intimates that he had the originals from a merchant who traded to the Eaſt, is onut 

ted, as being now altogether ſuperfluous. 

With regard to the merit of theſe eclogues, it may juſtly be aſſerted, that in ſimpli 
city of defiriptien and expreſſion, in delicacy and ſoftneſs of numbers, and in natural 
and unaffected tenderneſs, they are not to be equalled by any thing of the paſtoral 
kind in the Engliſh language. OR RE TS TCR | 


E C LL. © U KF -L 


THIS eclogue, which is entitled Selim, or the Shepherd's Moral, as there is no- 
thing dramatic in the ſubject, may be thought the leaſt entertaining of the four: but 
it is by no means the leaſt valuable. The moral precepts which the intelligent ſhep- 
herd delivers to his fellow-ſwains and the virgins, their companions, are ſuch as would 
infallibly promote the happpineſs of the paſtoral life. 8 | 
In perſonating the private viriues, the poet has obſerved great propriety, and has 
formed their genealogy with the moſt perfect judgment, when he repreſents them as 


| dhe daughters of Truth and Wiſdom. 


The characteriſtics of Modeſty and Chaſtity are extremely happy and peintureſque - 
Come thou whoſe thoughts as limpid ſprings are clear, 

To lead the train, ſweet Modeſty appear; 

With thee be Chaſtity, of all afraid, 

Diſtruſting all, a wile, ſuſpicious maid; 

Cold is her breaſt, ihe flowers that drink the dew, 
e A filken veil conceals her from the view.” Es N 
The two fimilies borrowed from rural objects are not only much in character, but per- 
fectly natural and expreſſive. There is, notwithſtanding, this defect in the former, 
chat it wants a peculiar propriety; for purity of thought may as well be applied to 


Cluhaſtity as to Modeſty; and from this inftance, as well as from a thouſand more, 


we may ſee the neceſlity of diftinguithing, in charaReriſtic poetry, every object by 

marks and attributes peculiarly its Ww. V 

It cannot be objected to this eclogue, that it wants both thoſe eſſential criteria of the 

paſtoral, love and the drama; for — it partakes not of the latter, the former ſtill 

retains an intereſt in it, and that too very material, as it profeſſedly conſults the virtue 

and happineſs of the lover, while it informs what are the qualities „ 
E chat muſt lead to love. N 


AI. che advantages then an ſpecies of poetry can derive from the novelty of the 


5 ſubject and ſcenery, this eclogue poſſ:ſſes. The rout of a camel - driver is a ſcene that 
ſcarce could exiſt in the imagination of an European, and of its attendant diſtreſſes he 


could have no idea. — Theſe are very happily and minutely painted by our deſcriptive 
Poet. What ſublime ſimplicity of expreition ! what nervous plainneſs in the opening 
In filent horror o'er the boundleſs waſte | 

The driver Haſſan with his camels paſt.” _ my 

The magic pencil of the poet brings the whole ſcene before us at once, as it were by 
enchantment, aud in this ſingle couplet we tee all the effect that ariſes from the tes- 
rib.e wildneſs of a region unenlivened by the habitations of men. The verſes nat de- 
lcribe 10 minuteiy the camel-driver's little proviſions, hac a touching influence oa the 
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imagination, and prepare the reader to enter more feelingly into his „ apprehenſi- 
ons of diſtreſs : 

5 « Bethink thee, Haſſan, where ſhall Thirſt aſſuage, 

When fails this cruiſe, his unrelenting rage! 


It is difficult to ſay whether his apoſtrophe to the * mute companions s of his toils,” 
more to be admired for the elegance and beauty of the poetical imagery, or for * 
tenderneſs and humanity of the ſentiment. He who can read it without being affect- 
ed, will 40 his heart no injuſtice, if he concludes it to be deſtitute of ſenſibility : 


Le mute companions of my toils, that bear 
| In all my griefs a more than equal ſhare! 
Here, where no ſprings in murmurs break away, 
Or moſs-crown d fountains mitigate the day, 
In vain ye hope the green delights to know, 
Which plains more bleſt, or verdant vales beſtow : 
Here rocks alone, and taſteleſs ſands are found, 
And faint and ſickly winds for ever howl around.” 


Yet i in chath beautiful lines there is a flight error, which writers of the — genius 
frequently fall into—It will be needleſs to obſerve to the accurate reader, that 

in the fifth and fixth verſes there is a verbal pleonaſm where the poet ſpeaks of the = 

green delights of verdant vales. There is an oyerfight of the ſame kind in the Man- 


ners, an Ode; ww the poet ſays 


Seine's blue — — 

: : * wank Weeds ——" 

FO This fault i is 1 a common one, butt to a reader of caſte it is "nrenketef diſguſtful; 
and it is mentioned here as the error of a man of genius and jaſgment, chat men 
: of genius and judgment may guard againſt it 


Mr. Collins ſpeaks like a true poet, as well i in fenciment as ; expreſſion, whey, wich 2 


regard to che thirſt of wealth, he ſays, 
hy heed we not, whie mad we haſte along. 


; 2 tle voice of peace, or pleaſure s ſong * : 

: erefore think the flowery mountain's fide, 

The — s murmurs, and the valley's pride, 
Why think we theſe leſs pleaſing to behold, 

Than dreary deſerts, if they lead to gold: TY 7 


_ "IN r juſt theſe ſentiments may appear to thoſe who have not nicht "WE | 


nature and fimplicity, had the author proclaimed them in Lombard-ftreet, or Cheap- 
fide, he would not have been complimented with the underſtanding of the bellman.— 


= firiking proof, that our own particular ideas of happineſs regulate our ** | 


concerning the ſenſe and wiſdom of others! 


It is impoſſible to take leave of this moſt beautiful eclogue, without paying the 


tribute of admiration ſo juſtly due to the following nervous | no. 


What if the lion i in his rage I meet 
Oft in the duſt I view his printed feet: 
And fearful ! oft, when day's declining light 
_ Yields her pale empire to the mourner night, 
By hunger rouz d, he ſcours the groaning plain, 
Gaunt wolves and fullen tigers in his train: 
Before them death with ſhrieks directs their way, 
Fills the wild yell, and leads them to their prey. 


This, amongfi many other paſſages to be met with in the writings of Collins, ſhewy 
mat his — was perfectly capable of the grand = m. augrificent in deſcription, not- 


| To give the 
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withſtanding what a learned writer has advanced to the contrary. Nothing, certainly, 
could be more greatly conceived, or more adequately expreſſed, than the image in 
the laſt coupler. | | E 
That deception, ſometimes uſed in rhetoric and poetry, which preſents us with an 
object or ſentiment contrary to what we expected, is here introduced to the greateſt 
advantage : T0 5 | | 
*. Farewel the youth, whom ſighs could not detain, 
Whom Zara's breaking heart implor'd in vain ! 
Vet, as thou go'ſt, may every blaſt ariſe 
| Weak and unfelt as theſe rejected fighs! 


But this, perhaps, is rather an artificial preninefs, than a real, or natural beauty. 
ECL OU Us ML 


THAT innocent and native ſimplicity of manners, which, in the firſt eclogue, was 
allowed to conſtitute the happineſs of love, is here beautifully deſcribed in its effects. 
The ſultan of Perſia marries a Georgian ſhepherdeſs, and finds in her embraces that 
genuine felicity which unperverted nature alone can beſtow. The moſt natural and 
| beautiful parts of this eclogue are thoſe where the fair ſultana refers with ſo much 
pleaſure to her paſtoral amuſements, and thoſe ſcenes of happy innocence in which 
| the had paſſed her early years; particularly when, upon her firſt departure, | 
Ds Of as ſhe went, ſhe backward turn'd her view, 
= And bade that crook and bleating flock adieu. 
This picture of amiable ſimplicity reminds one of that paſſage, where Proſerpine, 
| when carried off by Pluto, regrets the loſs of the flowers ſhe has been gathering. 
Collecti flores tunicis cecidere remiſhs; | | 
Taantaque ſimplicitas puerilibus adfuit annis, 
Heæc quoque virgineum movit jactura dolorem.” 


E CL O G u E * 


THE beautiful, but unfortunate country, where the ſcene of this pathetic eclogue 

is laid, had been recently torn in pieces by che depredations of its ſavage neighbours. 

chen, Mr. Collins ſo affectingly deſcribed its misfortunes. This ingenious man had 
not only a pencil to pourtray, but a heart to feel for the miſeries of mankind, and it is 
uith the utmoſt tenderneſs and humanity he enters into the narrative of Circaſſia's ruin, 

while he realizes the ſcene, and brings the preſent drama before us. Of every circum- 

| Rance that could poſſibly gontribute to the tender effect this paſtoral was deſigned to 

produce, the poet has availed himſelf with the utmoſt art and addreſs. Thus he 

| prepares the heart to pity the diſtreſſes of Circaſſia, by repreſenting it as the ſcene of 

| IIn fair Circaſſia, where, to love inclin'd, 

Each ſwain was bleſt, for every maid was kind.” Ee, 

to give the circumſtances of the dialogue a more affecting ſolemnity, he makes the 

ume midnight, and deſcribes the two ſhepherds in the very act of flight from the de- 
ſtruction that ſwept over their country : „ 3 . 

** Sad o'er the dews, two brother ſhepherds fled, 

Where wildering fear and deſperate ſorrow led: | 

There is a beauty and propriety in the epithet wildering, which ſtrikes us more forci- 

bly , the more we con ſider it. | 3 | NOR | 
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The opening of the dialogue is equally happy, natural, and unaffected; when one 
of the ſhepherds, weary and overcome with the fatigue of flight, calls upon his compa- 

nion to review the length of way they had — This is, certainly, painting from 

nature, and the thoughts, however obvious, or deftitute of refinement, are perfectix 
in character. But, as the cloſeſt purſuit of nature is the ſureſt way to excellence in 1 
general, and to ſublimity in particular, in poetical * ſo we find that this 

fimple ſuggeſtion of the ſhe heed i is not unattended with L magnificence. There is 
grandeur and variety in the landfci he deſcribes; 


And firſt review that long-extended plain, 

And yon y es, already paſt with pain 

Von ragged whoſe FW gerous path we try d! 1 
And E10 bs 5 mountain's weary ſide!“ 


There is, in imitative harmony, an art of expreſſing a flow and difficult movement by 
adding to the uſual number of 8 in a * This is obſervable in the line that 


deſcribes the aſcent of the mountain: 
And laft || this lofty mountain 's | weary r 
Here we find the number of pauſes, or muſical bars, which, in an heroic verſe, a 


commonly two, increaſed to three. 


The liquid melody, and the numerous feetneſs of expreſſion i in the following de- = 
ſeriptive Unes is almoſt inimitably beautiful: 


Sweet to the fight is Zabran's flowery plain, 
And once by nymphs and ſhepherds lov d in vain! 
No more the virgins ſhall delight to rove 
By Sargis' take or Irwan's ſhady grove, 
On Tarkie's mountain catch the cooling gale, 
Or breathe the ſweets of Aly's flowery vale. 


Nevertheleſs: in this delightful landfkip there is an obvious fault: there is no Sinden 
between the plain of Zabran, and the vale of Aly: they are both flowery, and con- 
ſequently undiverſified. This could not proceed from the poet's want of judgment, but 
from inattention : it had not occurred to him that he had employed the epithet flowery 
twice within ſo ſhort x compaſs; an overfizht which thoſe who are accuſtomed to poe- 
tical, or, indeed, to any other ſpecies of compoſition, know to be very poſſible. 
: Nothing can be more beautifully conceived, or more patheticai,y expreſſed, than 
the ſhepherd's Oe for his far a en ins expoſed to the — of the 
Invaders. _ 


* 4 vain Cireaffia boaſts her rey groves, 
For ever fam'd for pure and happy loves: 
In vain the boaſts her faireſt of che fair, 1 
Their eyes blue languith, and their golden hair! 
Thoie eyes in tears Nair fruitleſs grief thall ſend ; 
| Thoſe hairs the Tartar's cruel hand ſhalt rend 


"There i 18, 1 ſome very powerful charm in the liquid PTY of 8 The 
editor of theie } poems could never read or hear the following * 1 . 2 
degree of pleaſure otherwiſe entirely unaccountable: = 


Their eycs' blue languiſh, and their golden hair. a 


Such ave the Oriental Eclogues, which we leave with the ſame kind of anxious ** 
ta e: we Lee) upon a temporary parting wich a belor ed friend. 
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OBSERVATION S 
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DESCRIPTIVE V ALLEGORICAL. 


THE genius of Collins was capable of every degree of excellence in lyric poetry, 
and perfectiy qualified for that high province of the Muſe. Poſſeſſed of a na- 
tive ear for all the varieties of harmony and modulation, ſuſceptible of the fineſt feel- 
ings of tendernefs and humanity, but, above all, carried away by that high enthuſiaſm, 
which gives to imagination its ſtrongeſt colouring, he was, at once, capable of ſooth- 
ing the ear with the melody of his numbers, of influencing the paſſions by the force of 
his pathos, and of gratifying the fancy by the luxury of his deſcription. 8 
In conſequence of theſe powers, but more particularly, in confideration of the laſt, 
he choſe ſuch ſubjects for his lyric eſſays as were moſt favourable for the indn'gence of 
deſcription and Sy; where he could exerciſe his powers in moral and perſonal 
painting; where he could exert his invention in conferring attributes on images or 
objects already new known, and deſcribed by a determinate number of characteriſtics; 
| Where he might give an uncommon eclat to his figures, by placing them in happier 
attitudes, or in more advantageous lights, and introduce new forms from the moral 
and intellectual world into the ſociety of imperfonated being. s. 
Such, no doubt, were the privileges which the poet expected, and ſuch were the 
advantages he derived from the deſcripuve and allegorical nature of his themes. 7 
It ſeems to have been the whole induſtry of our author (and it is, at the fame time, 
almoſt all the claim to moral excellence his writings can boaſt) to promote the in- 
_ Evence of the ſocial virtues, by painting them in the fairelt and happieſt :1ghts. 
| .!ññ7?; 88 I 
v-ould be no ynproper motto to his poems in general, but of his lyric poems it ſeems | 
to be the whole woral tendency and effect. If theretore, it ſhouid appear to tome 
 3vagders that he has been more induſtrious to cuitivate deſeription than ſentiment; it 
may be obſerved, that hisdeſcriptions themſe.ves arc jentimental, and anſwer the whole 
end of that ſpecies of writing, by embelliſhing er) feature of virtue, and by cunvey- 
ing, through the effects of the pencil, the fineſt moral leffuns to the mind. 
Horace ipeaks of the fideiity of the ear in preference to the uncertainty of the eye; 
but if the mind receives conviction, it is, cxrrainy, of very littie importance through | 
what medium, or by which cf the teates, it is couveyed. The :npreffions left on 
the imagination may, pothtbly, be chou ght lcfs durable than the depofits of memory, 
but it nz very well admit of a queſtion, whether a conçtuſion of irafon, or an im- 
Prreihion of imagination, will ſocneſt mike its Way 10 the heart. A woral Precept, 
conveyed in words, is only an account or truth in its effects; a moral picture is 20108 
exempitiied; and which is wolt likely to gaiu upon the affechons, it nay 16t Le difa- 


cult to determine. | 


This, however, muſt be allowed, that thoſe works approach the neare:t to perie*tis | 
on which unite theſe bowers and advantages; which at once influence the ienagination, 

aud engage the memory; che former by the force of animated and {iriking detcripuon, 
the latter by a brief, but harmonious gonveyance of precept : thus, Wiatle the heart is 


Yor. VII. 
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iofluenced through the operation of the paſſions, or the fancy, the effect, which might 
otherwiſe have been tranſient, is ſecured by the co- operating power of the memory, 
which treaſures up in a ſhort aphoriſm the moral ſcene. 

This is a good reaſon, and this, perhaps, is the only reaſon that can be given, why 
our dramatic performances ſhould generally end with a chain of couplets. In theſe the 
moral of the whole piece is uſually conveyed; and that afliſtance which the memory 


| borrows from rhyme, as it was 32 the original cauſe of it, gives it — 


and propriety even there. | 


After theſe apologies for the deſcriptive turn of the following odes, ſomething re- 


mains to be ſaid on the origin and uſe of allegory in poetica! compoſition. 


By this we are not to underſtand the trope in the ſchools, which is defined © aliud - 
hich Quintilian fays, © uſus eſt, ut triſtia 


2M 3 aliud ſenſu oſtendere, and of w 
* dicamus melioribus verbis, aut bonz ret quædam contrarus fignificemus, &e.” Tt 


is not the verbal, but the ſentimental allegory, not allegorical expreffion (which, in- 
deed, might come under the term of metaphor) but allegorical 1 add that i is here in 


queſtion. 


When we endeavour to trace this ſpecies of figurative ſentiment to its origin, we 


find it coeval with literature itſelf. It is generally agreed that the moſt ancient pro- 
ductions are poetical, and it is certain that the moſt ancient — abound with alle- 
gorical ima 

a then, it be allowed that Fu firſt literary productions were poetical, we Mall 
have little or no difficulty in diſcovering the origin of allegory. 

At the birth of letters, in the tranfition from hieroglyphical to literal expretien, 
| It is not to be wondered if the cuſtom of expreſſing ideas by perſonal images, which 
had fo long prevailed, ſhould ſtill retain its influence on the mind, though the uſe of 
letters had rendered the practical application of it ſuperfluous. Thoſe who had been 


| accuſtomed to expreſs ſtrength by the image of an elephant, ſwiftneſs by that of a 
panther, and courage by that of a lion, would make no ſeruple of ſubſtituting, in let- | 


vers, the ſymbols for the ideas they had been uſed to repreſent. 


Here we plainly ſee the origin of ailegorical e chat it aroſe from the * of 


hieroglyphics; - and if to the ſame cauſe we ſhould refer that figurative boldneſs of ſtyle 


and imagery which diſtinguiſn the oriental writings, we ſhall, perhaps, conclude more 


juſtly than if we ihould impute it to the ſuperior grandeur of eaſtern genius. 


From the ſame ſource with the verbal, we are to derive the ſentimental allegory, which 


1s nothing more than a continuation of the metaphorical or ſymbolical expreſſion of 


a ſeveral agents in an action, or the different objects in a ſcene. 


Ide latter moſt peculiarly comes under the denomination of allegorical imagery; 
and in this f PECIES 72 we include the imperſonation of paſſions, affections, vir- 


tues and vices, &c. on account of which, * the following odes were Proper- 


Iy termed by their author, allegorical. 


Wich reſpect to the utility of this figurative writing, the ſame arguments that have 
been advanced in favour of deſcriptive poetry, will be of weight likewiſe here. It is, 


indeed, from imperionation, or, as it 1s commonly termed, perſonification, that poeti- 


cal deſcription borrows its chief powers and graces. Without the aid of os al 
and intellectual painting would be flat and unanimated, and even the ſcenery of mate- 


rial objects would be dull without the introduction of fictitious life. 


Theſe obſervations will be moſt effectually illuſtrated by the ſublime and W 5 
odes that occaſioned them; in thoſe it will appear how happily this allegorical paint- 
ing may be executed by the genuine powers of poetical genius, and they will not fail : 


| to prove ns force and utility by paſſing through the 1 3 to the heart. 


© .«@ —- 
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ODE TO irn 


'* By Pella's Bard, a magic name, 
By all the griefs his thought could frame, 
Receive my humble rite : 
Long, Pity, let the nations vier 
Thy ſky-worn robes of tendereſt blue, 
And eyes of dewy light! 


The propriety of invoking Pity through the mediation of d is Pn 
That admirable poet had the keys of all the tender paſſions, and, therefore, could not 
but ſtand in the higheſt eſteem with a writer of Mr. Collins's ſenfibility —He did, 
indeed, admire him as much as Milton, profeſſedly did, and probably for the ſame 
reaſon; but we do not find that he has copied him 1o cloſely as the laſt mentioned 

has ſometimes done, and particularly in the opening of — — which is an 
evident 1 imitation of the following paſſage 1 in the Phœniſſæ. 


_ Hſz TeoTagods, vgarię, Pp rp ed. 
OPleAes; i TU, v. &520v ws 


Avg $:5 To Atugev 1290 __ rab 420, 
6 — „ Ic. L 


The « eyes of dewy light” is one of the happieſt ſtrokes of imagination, and may be 
ranked 8 thoſe expreſſions which 


| ive us back the image of the min 
2 Wi d Arun too has heard thy bog 
And Echo, midſt my native plains, 
Heen footh'd with Pity's lute.” 
There firſt the wren thy myrtles ſhed | 
On gentleſt Otway's infant head.” 


- Suſſex, in which county the Arun is a ſmall river, had the 3 of giving 1 to 
Orway as well as to Collins: both theſe poets, unhappily, became the objects of that 
pity by which their writings are diſtinguiſhed. There was a fimilitude in their genius 

and in their ſufferings. There was a reſemblance in the misfortunes and ia the diſſipa- 
tion of their lives; nnd the circumſtances of cheir death cannot be remembered with 
out pain. 

The thought of painting in the temple of Pity the hiſtory of W 3 
and of drawing the ſcenes from the tragic *., is very happy. _ ig every _ 7 
— the 1 imagination of Collins. 


ODE To FEAR. 


Mr. Collins, who had FIR ae! to apply himſelf to 3 poetry, ſeems 
- here, with the ſame view, to have addreſſed one of the principal powers of the , 
5 and to implore that mighty influence ſhe had * to the gran ot N 


* Hither again thy fury deal, 
Teach me but once like him to feel : 


His cypreſs wreath my meed decree, 
And I, O Fear, will dwell with thee!” 


In conſtruction of this nervous ode the awhor has EE power of judgment nd 
imagination. Nothing can be more ftriking than the violent and abrupt abbreviauon 


of the meaſure in the fifth and kixth verſes, when he teels the firong influence of be 


power he invokes : 
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Ah, Fear, ah, frantic Fear ! 


I fee, I ſee thee near.” | 
The editor of theſe poems has met with nothing in the ſame C, hecies of poetry, either 


his own, or any other language, equal, in all reſpects, to the following dernen 


ot Panger: 7 


” Danzer, whoſe limbs of giant mold, | 
What mortal eye can fix'd behold ? 
Wo ſtalks his round. an hideous form, 
Howuüng amiit the midnight ſtorm, 
Or throws him on the rilgy tee 
Ct tome looſe hanging rock to ſleep.” 


It is impoſſible to contemplate the image conveyed ia the two laft verſes without thoſe 


emotions of terror it was intended to excite. It has, moreover, the entire advantage 
oi novelty to recommend it, for there is too much originality in all the circumſtances, 


to ſuppoſe that the author had i in his * chat deſcripuon | of the * ficuaion of - 


| Cauune in the ninth Tneid: 


* Te, Cailina, minaci 


Pendentem ſcopulo“ 
The archetype of the Engliſh port's ideas was in nature, and probably to her alone he 


25 indebted for the thought. From her, likewiſe, he derived that magnificence of 


conception, that horrible grandeur of imagery, dif; played 1a the following lincs : 
% And thoſe, the fiends, who near allied, 


_ Ofer zature's wounds and wrecks preſide, 
While Vengeance, in the lurid air, 
Lifts her red arm, expos d and bare: 
On whom that ravening brood of fate, 


Who lap the blood of Sorrow Wait. 
That nutritive enthuſiaſm, which cheriſhes the ſ2eds of poetry, an which 3 is, indeed, 


the only foil wherein they will grow to perfection, lays open the mind to all the in- 
Luences of fiction. A paſſion for uhaterer is greatly wi'd, or magnificent in che 
works of nature, ſeduccs the imagination to attend to all that is extravagant, however _ 
unnatural. | Milton was notoriouſly fond of high romance and Gothic diablerier 5 and 


ins, who in genius and erthufiaſm hor? no very ditiant rom biance 10 buoy, 
| was wholly carried away by the ſame attachments. : 
Be mine, to read the viſions old, 
: Which thy awaFening bards have told: 
: Ami, left Lou meet my blaſted view, : 
Hold each ſtrange tale devoutly true. 
„On that 1 hallow'd eve, &c.“ 


5 The ere is an b aditionary ſuperſtition, that on St. Mark- s eve the forms of all ſuct 


Ferions as ſhall die within the enſuing year, make their folemn entry into the churches 
af their relpect tive pacing, as St. Patrick ſxam over dhe channel, u 1: 40ut their 


head A5. : 


ODE To SIMPLICITY. 


THE meaſure of a de ancient ballad ſeems to have been 2 A ce of for chis ode, 


on account of the ſubject, and it has, ind. ed, an air f limplicit/ not t altogether 
1174 testing: 


© 
2m By all the han ſtore 
| Ou Fr; "A 8 tny 1 ſtao re. 


F 
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B all her blooms, and mingled murmurs dear, 
Ey her whole love-lora voe, 
In evening muſings flow, 
Sooth'd ſweetly fad Electra's poet's ear.“ 5 
This allezorical imagery of the honey 'd ſtore, che blooms, and mingled murmurs of 
Hy bla, alluding to the ſweetneſs and beauty of the Attic poetry, has the ſineſt and 
the nippieſt effect: yet, polhbly, it will bear a quettion, whether the ancient Greek 
trag adiens had a general claim to ſimpli ic, in any thing more than the plans of 
| their drama. Their Uinguage, at leaſt, was infinitely metaphorical ; yet it mult be 
ov ned that they juſtly ccpied nature and the paffions, and io far, certainly, they were 
eltitic to che palm of wh? timplicity : the following molt beautiful ſpeech of Polyni- 


ces, wiil be a moaument of this io long as poctry ſhall laſt. 


— D 2 6:23:04) 
X g 4 te 407%, x3; $2295 Sn, 1 
ar Hν,TPN din eve rg D Agr; 8 bds. 
Ny Ja g rad, Ser: S αο 
New, 21 07799 08” sN dα , 
AM (tx vg ννν, bee) av ct RM, 
| og Kg Zugnits, nas W N IAG e585 „ 
Ex879. — Evuniy. Phoaill. ver. 369. 
But ftaid to fing alone . 
To one diſtiaguiſh'd throne.” 1 8 
| The poet cuts off the prevalence of fi:np.icity among the Romans with the reizn of 
| | Auguilus, and indeed, it did not continue much longer, moſt of the compoſitions, after 
chat date, giving into falſe and artificial ornament. CCC 
; % No more, in hall or bower, 
Tue paſſions own thy power, . — 
Lore, only Love, her forceleſs numbers mean.“ „„ 
In theſe lines the writing of the Provengal poets are principally alluded to, in which, 
ſumplicity is generally facrificed to the rhapfodies of romantic lp e. = 


ODE ON THE POETICAL CHARACTER. | 
5 Procul ! O! procul eſte profani ! 


III ode ic ſo infaitely abſtracted and replete with high enthufiaſm, that it will 
find few readers capable of entering into the beauty of it, or of reliſhing its beauties. 
There is a ſtyle of ſentiment as utterly unintelligib. e to common capacities, as if the ſub- 
ject were treated in an unknown language; and it is on the ſame account that ab- 
ſtracte] poetry will never have many admirers. The authors of ſuch poems muſt be 
content with the approbation of thoſe heavea-favoured geniuſes, who, by a ſimilarity 
of ralte and ſentiment, are enabled to penetrate the high myſteries of inſpired fancy. 
and to purſue the loſtieſt flights of enthuſiaſtic imagination. 1 the praiſe 
of the dillinguithed feu is certainly preferable to the applauſe of the undiſcerning mil- 
lion ; for ail praiſe is valuabie in proportion to the judgment of thole who conter it. 
As the ſubject of this ode is uncommen, 10 are the ſtyle and expreſſion highly me- 
tapborical and abſtracted ; thus the ſun is called “ the rich-hair'd youth of morn.” the 
Litas are termed * we ſhadowy tribes of mind,” Ke. We are ſtruck with the propri- 
ety of tais mode of exprettioa here, and it affords us new proofs of the anaiogy that 
ſubſtits between language and ſentiment. F555 8 | 
Nothing can be more loftily imagined than the creation of the Ceſtus of Fancy in 
this ode: the allcgorical imagery is rich and ſublime: and the obſervation that, the 
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dangerous paſſions kept aloof, during the operation, is founded on the ſtricteſt philo- 
ſopfical truth ; for poetical fancy can exiit oaly in minds that are perfectly ſerene. and 
in ſome meaſure abſtracted from the influences of ſenſe. 
The icene of Milton's © inſpiring hour” is perfectly in character, and 8 
with all thoſe wild-wood-appearances of hich the great poet was ſo enthuſiaſt 
_ cally fond: 

© I view that oak, the Giles glades among, 

By which as Milton lay, his evening ear, 

Nich ſpher'd in heaven, its native firains cou hear.” 


ODE. A in che year 1746. 
OD E . O MERCY. 


THE Ode written in 1746, and the Ole to Merey, ſeem to have been written on 


the ſame occaſion, viz. the late rebellion ; the former in memory of thoſe heroes who 


fell in the defence of their country, the latter to excite ſentiments of compaſſion in 

favour of thoſe unhappy and deluded waetches who became a enden to public 
juſtice. 

The language and imagery of doth are very YOu” TP but FR ſcene and figures 

_ deſcribed in the ſtrophe of the Ode to Mercy are exquiluely — and would afford 

A — one of che fineſt ſubjects in che world. | 


ODE To LIBERTY. 


TAE ancient fines of Gm, perhaps the only Sai verfedd model of 


liberty ever exifled, are naturally brought to view in the opening of the perm. 
Who ſhall awake th. Spartan fife, 


And call in folemn ſounds to life, 
The youths, whoſe locks divinely ſpreading, 
Like vernal hyacinths in ſullen hue.” 


There is ſomething extremely bold in this imagery of the locks of the Spartan 3 


and greatly I to that deſcription Jocaſta gives us of the hair of T x 


 Booguyav Ti xvavogcurk 3 ; 
 Aczawer. | 
+ What new Alan ne 

| Shall ling the ſword, in myrtles dreſt, Kc. 5 


This alludes to a fragment of Alczus ftill renaining, in Which the poet . 


Harmodius and Ariſtogyon, who flew the tyrant — and , reſtored Sis 
* of Athens. | 
— 1 he fall of Rome i is here moſt nervouſly de el! in one has: 


With heavieſt ſound, a giant-ſtawe, _-: 


| The thought ſeems mo new, and 4 the imitative harmony in the future of the 


_ verſe is admirable. 
After bewai:ing the ruin of ancient . th poet 8 the 1 it has 


retained, or ſliil retains among the moderns; and here the free republics of Italy na- 
turally engage his attention—Florence, indeed, only to be lamented on account of 


loling us liberty under thoſe patrons of letters, the Medicean family; the zealous Piſa, 


jailly 0 called in a reſpect to its long 1 impaticnce and regret under the ſame yoke ; and 


3 


* <te longtems 
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the ſmall Marino, which, however unreſpectable with regard to power or extent of 
territory, has, at leaft, this diſtinction to boaſt, that it hes preſerved its liberty longer 
than any other ſtate, ancient or modern, having, without any revolution, retained its 
preſent mode of government near 1400 years. Moreover the patron ſaint who found- 
ed it, and from whom it takes its name, deſerves this poetical record, as he is, per- 
haps, the only ſaint that ever contributed to the eftabliſkment of freedom. 

| Nor eer her former pride relate, 


To fad Liguria's bleeding ſtate.“ 
In theſe lines the port alludes to thoſe ravages in the ſtate of Genoa, occaſioned by the 


unhappy diviſions of the Guelphs and Gibelines. 


& When the favour'd of thy choice, 
The dariag archer heard thy voice.” _ : | 
For an account of the celebrated event referred to in theſe verſes, ſee Voltaire's Epiſtle 
to the King of Pruffia. 1 e 5 
Thoſe whom the rod of Alva bruis'd, 
Whoſe crown a Britiſh queen refus'd!“ 


The Flemings were ſo dreadfully oppreſſed by this ſanguinary general of Philip the 


Second, that they offered their ſovereignty to Elizabeth, but, happily for her ſubjects, 


ſhe had policy and magnanimity enough to refuſe it. Deſormeaux, in his Abrege 
Chronologique de Hiſtoire d'Eſpagne, thus defcribes the ſufferings of the Flemings : 


Le Duc d'Albe achevoit de rcduire les Flamands au déſeſpoir. Apres avoir inonde 


les echafauts du ſang le plus noble et le plus precieuz, il faiſoit conſtruire des cita- 

* delles en divers endroits, et vouloit Ctablir i'Alcavala, ce tribute oncreux qui avoit 
en uſage parmi les Eſpagnois.” Azreg. Chron. T om. IV. 8 | 

"WS | Mona, 5 Te 18 IT, Ep | . 


Where thouſand elfin ſhapes abide.“ 


Mona is properly the Roman name of the Ifle of Angleſey, anciently ſo famous for 


its Druids; but ſometimes, as in this place, it is given to the Iſle of Man. Both thoſe 
illes ſtill retain much of the genius of ſuperſtition, and are now the only places where 
there is the leaſt chance of finding a fairy. e . Dy 


O0 Dd ö 


To a Lady on the Death of Colonel Charles Roſs, in the AR 


oy zon at Fontenoy. 
Written May, 1745. e 


THE iambic kind of numbers in which this ode is conceived, ſeems as well calcu- 


lated for tender and plaintive ſubjects, as for thoſe where ſtrength or rapidity is requir- 
ed. — This, perhaps, is owing to the repetition of the ftrain in the tame ſtanza; for 

lorrow rejects variety, and aff-£is an uniformity of complaint. It is needleſs to obſerve 
_ that this ode is replete with harmony, flärit, and pathos; and there, lureiy, appears 


of) realon why the teventh and eighth itanzas ſhould be omitted in chat copy Printed ! 4 
| Dodfley's Collection of Pueums. e Me oe ro fe ... ſors rom „% roo, 


ODE TO EVENING. 


THE blan: ode has for ſome time ſolicited almimon into the Engliſh poetry; but 
5 efforts, hitherto, icem to have been vain, at leaſt its rec, tion has been no ind reihen 
Þ4 in!. It rem:1as a queſtion, then, whether there is not {omething in th nature of | 
ne verle lels adapted to the-lrric than to the heroic meaſure. Ence, though it has 
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been generally received in the latter, it is yet unadopted in the former. In order to 
diſcover this, we are to conſider the different modes of theſe diſfcrent Pocher of poetry. 
That of the heroic is uniform; that of the lyric is various; and in theſe circum. 
ſtances of uniformity and variety, probably, lies the cauſe why blank verſe has 
been ſucceſsful in the one, and unacceptable in the other. While it preſented itſelf 
only in ane form, it was familiarized to the ear by cufton. ; but where it was 
| obliged to aſſume the different ſhapes of the lyric Muſe, it feemed ſtill a ſtranger of 
uncouth figure, was received rather with curiofity than pleaſure, and entertained with- 
out that eaſe, or ſatisfaction, which acquaintance and familiarity produce Moreover, 
the heroic blank verſe obtained a ſanction of infinite importance to its general recep- 
tion, when it was adopted by one of the greateſt poets the worid ever produced, and 
| was made the vehicle of the nobleſt poem that ever was written. When this poem at 
— h extorted that applauſe which ignorance and prejudice had united to withhold, the | 
rſification ſoon found its imitators, and became more generally ſucceſsful than even 
in in thoſe ceuntries from whence it was imported. But lyric blank verſe had met with 
no ſuch advantages; for Mr. Collins, whoſe genius and judgment in harmony mi ght 
and given it fo powerful an effe&, hath left us but one — of it in che Ode to 
venin 
= — choice of his meaſure he ſeems to have had in bis eye Horace's | Ode 1 to pre 
for chis ode bears the neareft reſemblance to that mixt kind of the aſclepiad and phere- 
cratic verſe ; and that reſemblance in ſome degree reconciles us to the want of rhy me, 
while it reminds us of thoſe great maſters of antiquity, whoſe works had no need of 
this whimfical jingle of ſounds. 
From the following paſſage one might be induced to think that the poet had it in 
view to render his ſubject and his verfification ſuitable to each other on this occaſion, 
and that, when he addreſſed himſelf to the ſober — of ONS. he had thought | 
i * aſide the foppery of rhyme; 


Now teach me, maid compos d, 

To breathe ſome ſoften · d firain, 
Whoſe numbers, ſtealing through thy 8 ws. 
May not unſeemly with its ſtillneſs ſuit, 

As, mufing flow, I hail | 


Thy genial lov'd return!“ 


But whatever were the numbers, or the verſification of this ode, the ima gery and ene, 
' thufiaſm it contains could not fail of rendering it delightful. No other of Mr. Collins“ 


_ des is more generally characteriſtic of his genius. In one pee we c rover his * 1 
tor * beings: 


For whos 4 folding-ftar ariſing 3 
Eis ly circlet, at his warning * 
e fragrant hours, and elves 

Who flept in buds the —_—_ 
And many a nymph who wreathes 1 brows wich ſedge, 
And ſheds the frethning dew, and lovelier my, 

The penſive pleaſures ſweet OK, 

Prepare thy thaduwy car. 


In another we - behold his ſtrong bias to l 


Then let me rove ſome wild and heathy ſcene, 
Or find ſome ruin midſt its dreary dells, 
Whoſe walls more aweful nod 


By thy religious gleams.” 


Then appears his taſte for what is wildly grand and 8 in nature; when. 
prevented by ſtorms from enjoying his erening walk, he withes for a ficuation, 


2 
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That from the mountain's fides, 


Views wild and ſwelling floods; 
And through the whole, his invariable attachment to the expreſſion of painting : 


1 and marks o'er all 
The dewy fingers draw 
The gradual duſky veil.” 


It a be a ſufficient encomium on this beautiful ode to obſerve, as it has been 
particularly admired by a lady to whom nature has given the moſt perfect principles of 
taſte. She has not even complained of the wan: of rhyme in it, a circumſtance by 
no means unfavourable to the cauſe of lyric blank verſe; for ſurely, if a fair reader 


2 endure an ode without bells and chimes, the maſculine genius * diſpenſe with 
t 


THE MANN E R s. 
A N 0 D E. 


ROM the ſubject and Ses ef this ode, it ſeems not bd Fon the 
author wrote it about the time when he left the Univerſity ; when, weary with the 
_ purſuit of academical ſtudies, he no longer confined himſelf to the ſearch of theoreti- 
cal knowledge, but commenced the ſcholar of humanity, to ſtudy nature in her works, 
and man in ſociety. 

The following farewell to Science exhibits a very juſt as well as ftriking N for 


however exalted in theory the Platonic doctrines may appear, it is certain chat Plato- 
nil and —— are allied: 


Farewell the 3 whoſe roof is ſeen, 
Arch'd with th enlivening olive's green: 
Where Science, prank'd in tiſſued veſt, 
Ey Reaſon, Pride, and Fancy dreſt, 
Comes like a bride, fo trim array'd, 


To wed with Doube i in Plato's ade * 


When the mind goes in purſuit of viſionary ſyſtems, it is not far from the rezions of 
doubt; and the greater its capacity to think abſtractedly, io reaſon and refine, the 
more it will be expoſed to, and bewildered in, uncertainty.—From an enthufiaſtic 
warmth of temper, indeed, we may for a while be encouraged to perfiit in tome fa- 
vourite doctrine, or to adhere to ſome adopted ſyſtem; but when that enthufiatm. | 
which is founded on the vivacity of the paſſions, gradually cools and dies away win 
them, the opinions it ſupported drop from us, and we are thrown upon the inhofbita- 
ble ſhore of doubt.—A {trikia proof of the neceſſity of ſome moral rule of witdom 
and virtue, and ſome Run of IRE eltabliſhed by an; know iedge and un 
limited power. 

In che poet's addrefs to Humour i in this EN there is one image of "IE Ve hens 
and propriety. The ornaments in the hair of Wit are of ſuch a nature, and itz ole 
in ſuch a manner, as to be perfectly ſymbolical and characteriſtie: ä 


Me too amidſt thy band adwit, 
There whers the - young-ey'd healthful Wit, 
(Whole jewels in his critþ.ed hair 
Av pac'd each other's beams to ſhare, 
Vt Om no de- ig ths s from thee divide) 


2 au. „rer 16⁰ anten Ws hy * 
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Nothing could be more expreſſive of wit, which conſiſts in a happy collifion of com- 

parative and relative images, than this reciprocal reflection of lights from the diſpo- 

fition of the jewels. 8 . 

« O Humour, thou whoſe name is known 

5 To Britain's favour'd iſle alone. . 
The author could only mean to apply this to the time when he wrote, ſince other na 
tions had produced works of great humour, as he himſelf acknowledges afterwards. 

fy „ By old Miletus, &:c. 5 N 

. By all you taught the Tuſcan maids, &c.“ 

The Mileſian and Tuſcan romances were by no means diſtinguiſhed for humour; but 

as they were the models of that ſpecies of writing in which humour was afterwards 

employed, they are, probably for that reaſon only mentioned here. 


An ODE for Muſic. | 
TP the mafic which was compoſed for this ode, had equal merit with the ode iefelf, 


it muſt have been the moſt excellent performance of the kind, in which poetry and 


mufic have, in modern times, united. Other pieces of the ſame nature have derived 


their greateſt reputation from the perfection of the muſic that accompanied them, hav- 
ing in themſelves little more merit than that of an ordinary ballad: but in this we 


have the whole ſoul and power of poetry—Expreſſion that, even without the aid of 
_ muſic, firikes to the heart; and imagery of power enough to tranſport the attention, 


Vuithout the forceful alliance of correſponding ſounds! what, then, muſt have been 
r ꝓꝶq)/¼qꝶ 
It is very obſervable that though the meaſure is the ſame, in which the muſical 

efforts of fear, anger, and deſpair, are deſcribed, yet by the variation of the cadence, 


the character and operation of each is ſtrongly expreſſed: thus particularly of Deſ- 
7” Wich woeful meaſure wan Deſpair— 

| Low ſullen ſounds his grief beguil d, 
A ſolemn, ſtrange, and mingled air, 

_ *D was ſad by fits, by ſtarts twas wild.” 


He muſt be a very unſkiiful compoſer who could not catch the power of imitative 


harmony from theſe lines! 


The picture of Hope that follows this is beautiful almoſt beyond imitation. By the, : 
united powers of imagery and harmony, that delightful being is exhibited with all the 


_ charms and graces that pleaſure and fancy have appropriated to her. 
Relegat, qui ſemel percurrit; e : 
Qui nunquam legit, legat. = 15 
But thou, O Hope, with eyes ſo fair, 
What was thy delighted meaſure! 
: Still it wh:ſper'd promis'd pleaſure, 
| | And bade the lovely ſcenes at diſtance hail! 
i; Still would her touch the ſtrain prolong, 
And fromthe rocks, the woods, the vale, 
She call'd on Echo flill tkrough all the ſong ; 


5 
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And where her ſweeteſt theme ſhe choſe, 
A ſoft reſponſive voice was heard at every cloſe, 
And Hope enchanted ſmil'd, and wav'd her golden hair.“ 
In what an exalted light does the above ſtanza place this great maſter of poetical ima- 
gery and harmony! what varied ſweetneſs of numbers! what delicacy of judgment 
and expreſſion! how characteriſtically does Hope prolong her ftrain, repeat her footh- 


ing cloſes, call upon her aſſociate Echo for the ſame purpoſe, and diſplay every pieai- 


ing grace peculiar to her! | 
And Hope enchanted ſmil'd, and wav'd her golden hair.” 
Legat, qui nunquam legit; - ”— | 

Qui ſemel percurrit, relegat. 


The deſcriptions of Joy, Jealouſy, and Revenge, are excellent; though not equally 
fo; thoſe of Melancholy and chearfulneſs are ſuperior to every thing of the kind; and, 
upon the whole, there may be very little hazard in afferung that this is the finck 


ode in che Engliſh language. 
AN R Ii 


To Sir Thomas Hanmer, on his Edition of Shakeſpeare's Works. 


THIS yon was written by our author at the univerfity, about the time when Sir 


Thomas Hanmer's pompous edition of Shakeſpeare was printed at Oxford. If it 
has not ſo much merit as the reſt of his poems, it has ſtill more than the ſubject de- 
| lerves. The verſification is eaſy and gentze}, and the allufions always poetical. 


The charafter of the poet Fletcher in particular is very july drawn in this | 


epiſtle. 
DIRGE IN CYMB ELIN E. 


On the Death of Mr. THOMSON. 


Mr. Collins had ſtill to complain. Of that mournful melody, and thoſe tender 
mages, which are the diſtinguiſhing excellencies of ſuch pieces as bewail departed | 
friendſhip, or beauty, he was an almoſt unequalled maſter. He knew perfectly to 
exhibit ſuch circumſtances, peculiar to the objects, as awaken the influences of pity; | 


and while, from his own great ſenſibility, he felt what hz wrote, he naturally ad- 
dreſſed himſelf to the feelings of others. VF 1 

To read ſuch lines as the following, all beautiful and tender as they are, without 
correſponding emotions of pity, is ſurely impoffible : NE ET 


F 
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A The tender thought on thee ſhall dwell, 
Each lonely ſcene ſhall thee reſtore, 

For thee the tear be duly ſhed ; 
Belov'd, till life can charm no more ; 


And mourn d, till Pity's ſelf be dead. 


The Oe on the Death of Thomſon ſeems to have been written in an t to 


Richmond by water. The rural ſcenery has a proper effect in an ode to the memory 


of a poet, much of whoſe merit lay in deſcriptions of the ſame kind, and the _—_— 6 
r the 


better underſtanding of this ode, it is — to remember, that Mr. Thomſon lics ; 


ons of © Druid,” and © meek Nature's child,“ are happily charaQteriflic. 
buried i in the church of Richmond. 


| 
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GCRONGAR HILL 


I ILENT Nymph, with curious el 
Who, the purple evening, lie 3 8 

On the mountain's lonely van, 

Beyond the noiſe of buſy man; 

Painting fair the form of things, 

While the yellow linnet fings ; 

Or the tuneful nightingale 

Charms the foreſt with her tale ; 


Come, with all thy various dues, 


Come, and aid thy ſiſter Muſe ; 


No, while Phcebus riding high, | 


Gives hiſtre to the land and ſky ! 
Grongar Hill invites my ſong, : 
Draw the landſkip bright and ſtrong ; | 
Grongar, in whoſe moſſy cells, 


_ Sweetly muſing, Quiet dwells ; 


Crongar, in whoſe filent ſhade, 
For the modeſt Muſes made, 3 
So oft I have, the evening ſtill, 

At the fountain of a rill, ; 


Sate upon a flowery bed, 


With my hand beneath my head j 25 


While ttray*d my eyes o'er Towy*s flood, 
Over mead, and over wood, | 


From houſe to houſe, from hill to hin, | 
Till Contemplation had her fill. 


About his chequer'd fides I wind, 
And leave his brooks and meads behind, 


And groves, and grottoes where I lay, 


And viſtoes ſhooting beams of day : 


Wide and wider ſpreads the vale ; 
As circles on a ſmooth canal: 


The mountains round, unhappy fare ! ! i 
Sooner or later, of all height, 


Withdraw their ſummits rom the Kkies, Y 
And leſſen as the others riſe : 


Still the proſpe& wider ſpreads, 
Adds a thouſand woods and meads ; 3 


Still it widens, widens ſtill, 


And finks the newly-riſen hill. 


Now, I gain the mountain's brow, 
What a landſkip lies below ! 5 
No clouds, no vapours intervene ; 
But the gay, the open ſcene, 


| Spreads around beneath the fizht. 


Does the face of Nature ſhow, | 
In ail the hues ot Heaven's bow! 
And, ſwelling to embrace the light, 


Old caſtles on the cliffs ariſe, 


1 Proudly towering in the ſkies ! 


_ | Ruthing from the woods, the ſpires 


Seem fiom hence aſcending fires! 


| Half his beams Apollo ſheds 


On the ycllow mountain-heac's ! 
Gilds the fleeces of the flocks, 


An i ęlitters on the broken rocks! 


Below me trees unnumber'd riſe, 
Beaut:ful in various dyes : 


_ | The gloomy pine, the poplar blue, 


The yellow beech, the table yew, 
The flender fir, that taper grows, 
The ſturdy oak with broad-ſpread tougs. 


And beyond the purple grove, 
Haunt of Phyllis, Queen of Love ! 
Gaudy as the opening dawn, 


| | Lies a long and level lawn, 
| On which a dark hill, ſteep and hieh, 
I Holds and charms the wandering eye 


Deep are his feet in TowWy's flood, 


| | His fides are cloath'd with waving wood, | 
And ancient towers crown his brow, 


That caſt an aweful look below; 


| Whoſe ragged walls the ivy creeps, 
| And with her arms from falling my 5 


So both a ſaſety from the wind 
On mutual dependence find. 


is now the raven's bleak abod bs 3 
| *'T:s now th” apartment of the toad; 


_ | And there the fox ſecurely feeds , 


| And there the poiſon2us adder brecc's, 


Conceal'd in ruins, mols, and weeds ; 
While, ever and anon, there falls 
Huge heaps of hoary moulder'd walls. 


| Yet time has ſeen, that litts the low, 


And level lays the lofty brow, 
Has ſeen this broken pilę compleat, 


Big with the vanity of ſtate ; 


But tranſient is the ſmile ot Fate! 
A little rule, a little ſway, 


A ſun-heam in a winter's-day, 


Is all the proud and mighty have 
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Through woods and meads, in ſhade and ſun, 
Sometimes (witt, ſomet.mes flow, 
Wave ſucceeding wave, they go 
A various journey to the deep, 
Like human life, to endleſs tkep ! 
*4hus is Nature's veſture wrougit, 
To inftru& our wandering thougit 3 
Thus ſhe dreſſes green and ga;, 
To diſpei ſe our cares away. 


Ever charming, ever new, _ 
Wuen will the landſkip tire the view ! 2 
The ſuuntain's fall, the river's flow, 
Tune woody vallies, warm and low; 
Tne windy ſummit, wild and high, 
Roughly ruihing on the ſky! 
Tune pleaſant feat, the ruin'd tower, 


Tue naked rock, the ſhady bower ; | | 
The town and village, dome and tarm, I 7 | 


Each give each a double charm, 
As pearls upon an ZEthiop's arm. 


Where the proſpect opens wide, 
Where the evening gilds the tide ; 

How clofe and fmall the hedyes lie | 
| What ſtreaks of meadows croſs the eye! 

A ſtep methinks may paſs the ftream, 

So little diſtant dangers feem ; | 

So we miſtake the future's face, 

Ey'd through Hope*s —_— glaſs ; 

As yon ſummits ſoft and fair, 


See an the mountain's ſouthern fide, 7 


Clad in colours of the air, 


Which, to thoſe who journey near, 


Barren, brown, and rough appear; 


Still we tread the ſame coarſe way, 
The preſent's ſtill a cloudy day. 


O may I with myſelf agree, 

And never covet what 1 ſee: 
Content me with an humble ſhade, 
My paſſions tam'd, my withes laid; 

For, while our withes wildly roll, 
We baniſh quiet from the ſoul : 

is thus the buſy beat the air, 
And miſers gather wealth and care. 


Now, ev'n now, my joys run high, 
As on the mquntain-turf I lie; 
Wnile the wanton Zephyr ſings, 
And in the vale perfumes his wings; 
While the waters murmur deep; 
While the thepherd charms his ſheep ; j 


And with muſic fill rhe ic, 
Now, ev'n now, my joys run high. 


While the birds unbounded fly,  _ VP, \ | 


Be full, ye courts ; be great who will 1 
Search for Peace with all your ſkill: 
Open wide the loſty door, | 


FJeek her on the marblc floor. 


In vain you ſearch, ſhe is-not there; 

J1 vain ye ſearch the domes of care 

Gaſs and flowers Quiet treads, 

On the meads, and mountain-heads, 
long with Pleaſure, cloſe FR 

Ever by each other's ide: 


A | Lo the reſiſtleſs theme, i 


| At dead of night. 
| Aghaſt the voice of time, diſparting towers, 


POEMS. 


And often, hy the murmuring ril, 
Hcars the thruſh, while all is fc. H, 
Wituin the groves of Grongar Hill. 


1M 2 


RUINS OF ROME. 


Aſpice murorum moles, preruptaque ſaxa, 


«© Obrutaque horrenti vefta theatra fitu : 


„ Hzc _ — Viden* velut ipſa cadavern 


os uche adhue ſirent imperiofa minas 


Janus VITALS. a 


NOUGH of 8 and the ſhady inks 
Of winding Towy, Merlin's teebled haunt 
1 — inglorious. No the love of arts, 
And what in metal or in ſtone remains 


| | Of proud antiquity, through various realms. 


And various languages and ages fam'd, 
Bears me remote, o er Gallia's woody bounds, | 


Ober the cloud- piercing Alps remote; beyond 


The vale of Arno purpled with the vine, 

| Beyond the Umbrian and Etruſcan hills 

To Latium's wide Champain, forlorn and waſte, 

Where yellow Tiber his neglected wave 

| Mournfully rolls. Yet once again, my Muſe, 

Vet once again, and ſoar a loftier flight; 

Rome. 

Fall'n, fall'n, a filent heap ; her heroes all 

Sunk in their urns ; behold the pride of pomp, 

The throne of nations fall'n; obſcur' d in duſt; ; 


| Ev'n yet majeſtical: the ſotemn ſcene 


Elates the foul, while now the riſing Sun 
Flames on the ruins in the purer air 
Towering aloft, upon the glittering plain, 


Like broken rocks, a vaſt circumference; 
Rent palaces, cruſh'd columns, rifled moles, 


Fanes roil'd on fanes, and tombs an buried tombs. 
Deep lies in duſt the Theban obeliſlk 
Immenſe along the waſte 3 minuter art, 


| Gliconian forms, or Phidian, ſubtly fair, 


O'erwhelming; as th* immenſe Leviathan 
The finny brood, when near ierne*s ſhore 
Out- ſtretcli d, unwieldy, his iſland len 
Above the foamy flood. Globoſe and huge, | 
Grey-mouldering temples ſwell, and wide o ercaſt 


| The ſolitary landſcape, hills and woods, | 
And boundleſs wilds; while the vine- wanted : 


brows 
| The pendent goats unveil, regardleſs they 
Of hourly peril, though the clifted domes 
Tremble to every wind. The pilgrim oit 
*mid his oraiſon hears 


Tumbling all precipitate down-daſh'd, 
 Rattling around, loud thunder ing to the Moon 
While murmurs {coth each aweſul interval 


Lage? 


gth appears 
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Of ever-falling waters; ſhrouded Nile *, | Deſponding Brutus, dubious of the right, 
Eridanus, and Tiber with his twins, In evi. days, of ta:th, of public weal, 
And palmy Euphrates z they with dropping locks, | Solicitous and ſad, Thy next regard 
Hang o'er their urns, and mourntully among Be Tully's graceful attitude: unprais d, 
Tue plaintive-echoing ruins pour their ſtreams. His out-ftretch*'d arm he waves, in att to — 
Yet here, adventurous in the ſacred ſearch Before the ſilent matters of the world, 
Of ancient arts, the delicate of mind, | And eloquence arrays him. There behold 
Curious and modett, from all climes reſort. | Prepar'd tor combat in the front of war a 
Grateſul ſocicty ! with theſe I raiſe The pious brothers; jealous Alba ſtands | 
The toilſome ſtep up the proud Palatin, In ſcarful expectation of the ſtrife, | 
Through ſpiry cypreſs groves, and towering pine, | And youthful Rome intent: the kindred foes 
Waving aloſt o'er the big ruins brows, Fall on each other's neck in ſilent tears; 


On numerous arches rear d: and frequent ſtopp'd, | In ſorrowful benevolence embrace 
The ſunk ground ſtartles me with dreadful chaſm, | Howe'er, they ſoon unſheath the flaſhing ſword, 


Breathing torth darknefs from the vaſt profound _ | Their country calls to arms z now all in vain 
Of ifles and halls, within the mountain's womb. | The mother claſps the knee, and ev*n the fair 
Nor theſe the nether works; all theſe beneath, | Now weeps in vain; their country calls to arms. 
And all beneath the vales and hills around, I Such virtue Clelia, Cocles, Manlius, rouz'd ; 
Extend the cavern'd ſewers, maſſy, firm, I Such were the Fabii, Decii; fo inſpir d, 
As the Sibylline grot beſide the dead | The Scipios battled, and the Gracchi ſpoke : 
Lake of Avernus; ſuch the ſewers huge, So roſe the Roman ſtate. Me now, of tizeſe 
Whither the great Tarquinian genius dooms Deep-muſing, high ambitious thoughts inflame 
Each wave impure ;z and proud with added rains, Greatly to ſerve my country, diſtant laad, | 
Hark now the mighty billows laſh their vaults, And tu Id me virtuous fame; nor ſhall the dutt 
And thunder; how they heave their rocks in vain! | Of theſe fall'n piles with ſhew of ſad decay 
Though now inceſſant time has roll d around | Avert the good refolve, mean argument, 
| A thouſand winters o'er the changeful world, The fate alone of matter. Now the brow 
| And yet a thouſand ſince, th' indignant floods We gain enraptur'd ; beauteouſly diſtin * 
Roar loud in their firm bounds, and daſh and ſwell, | The numerous porti os and domes upſwell, 
| | In vain ; convey'd to Tiber's loweſt wave. With obeliſks and columns interpos d, 
2 Hence over airy plains, by cryſtal founts, And pine, and fir, and oak: fo tair a ſcene 
That weave their glittering waves with tunetul — Sees not the derviſe from the ſpiral tom 
Among the ſleeky pebbles, agate clear, _ Of ancient Chammos, while his eye beholds 


Cerulean ophite, and the flowery vein 


Proud Memphis? reliques o'er th* /Eyyptian plains 
Of orient jaſper, pleas'd I move along, 


Nor hoary hermit from Hymettus* brow, 


And vaſes boſs d, and huge inſcriptive tones, I hough graceſul Athens, in the vale beneath. 
And intermingling vines; and figur d nymphs, Along the windings of the Muſe's ſtream, 
Flora's and Chloe's of delicious mould, | Lucid Ilyſſus weeps her filent ſchools, 


_ Chearing the darkneſs ; and deep empty tombs, And groves, unviſited by bard or ſage. 
And dells, and mouldering ſhrines, with old decay | Amid the towery ruins, huge, ſupreme, 
Ruſtic and green, and wide-embowering ſhades, | Th' enormous amphitheatre behold, 


Shot from the crooked clefts of nodding towers. | Mountainous pile ! o'er whoſe capacious womb 
A ſolemn wilderneſs ! with crror ſweet, ; _ | Pours the broad firmament its varied light; 
l wind the lingering ſtep, where - cer the path Wnile from the central floor the ſeats aſcend == 
May conducts me, which the vulgar foot _ | | Round above round, flow-widening to the verge 


Or ſculptures maim'd has made; Anubis, Sphinx, A circuit vaſt and high ; nor leſs had held 
Idols of antique guiſe, and horned Pan, | _ | Imperial Rorne, and her attendant realms, 
Terrific, monſtrous ſhapes! prepoſterous Gods, | When drunk with rule ſhe will'd tlie fierce dellzht. 
Of Fear and Ignorance, by the ſculptor's hand | And op'd the gloomy caverns, whence out-ruth'd 


H<wn into form, and worſhipp*d ; as ev'n now | Beſore th innumerable ſouting crowd 
 Blindly they worthip at their breathleſs mout!:s 7 The fiery, madded, tyrants of the wilds, 

In varied appellations : men to tacſ2 | Lions and tigers, wolves and elephart:, 

| (From deep to depth in darkening error fall'r.) 5 And deſpcrate men, more fell. Abhorr'd ; intent ] 


At length aſcrib'd th* Inapplicable Name. Iny frequent converſe with familiar dcatu, 
How Coth it pleaſe and fill the memory | To kindle brutal daring apt for war; | 
With deeds of brave rcnown, while on cach hard To lock the breaſt, and ſteal th* obdurate heart 
_ Hiſtoric urns and breathing ſtatues riſe, | Amid the piercing cries of ſore diſtreſs - 
Ard ſpeaking hults! Sweet Scipio, Marius ſtern, Impenetrable.— But away thine eye; 
Pompey ſuperb, the ſpirit- ſtirring form I Zchold yon ſteepy cliff; the modern pile | 
dl Ceſar raptur'd with the charm of rule Percharce may now delight, while that, rever'd+ 
And boundleſs fame; impatient for explo.ts, In ancient days, the page alone declares, 
His eager eyes upcaſt, he ſoars in thought Or narrow coin threugh dim crulcan ruſt. 
Above all keight : and his own Brutus lee, | The fane was Jeve's, its ſpacious golden roof, 


9 O'er thick-ſurrounding temples bcaming — * | 
* Fountaius at Rome adorned wich the ſtatues of | | 


thoſe rivers. From the Palatin hill one ſees moit of the re- 
Several ſtatues of the Pagan gods have been con- markable an tiquit. ca. 
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Appear'd, as when above the morning hills 
Halt the round fun aſcends ; and tower d 4 
Suitain'd by columns huge, innumerous 1 
As cedars proud on Canaan's verdant heights 
Parkening their idols, when Aſtarte lur'd 

Too- proſperous Iliracl from his Lving ſtrength. 
And next regard yon venerable dome, 
Which virtuous Latium, with erroneous aim, 
Rais'd to her various deities, and nam*d 
Pantheon; plain and round; of this our world 
Majeſtic emblem; with peculiar grace 
Betore itz ample orb, projected ſtands 
he many-pillar'd portal: nobleſt work 
Ot human fki!! : here, curious architect, 
An thou elſzy*tt, ambitious, to ſurpaſs 
_ Vautadius, Angelus, or Britiſh Jones, 

On theſe fair walls extend the certain ſcale, 
And turn th? inſtructive compaſs ; caretul mark 
How far in hidden art, the noble piain | 
| Extends, and where the lovely forms commence 
Ot flowing ſculpture : nor neglect to note 
low range the taper columns, and what weight 
i licir leaſy hows ſuſtain : fair Corinth firſt 
Foafted their order, which Calllmachus 
(Reclining fludious on Aſopus' banks 
| Beneath an urn of ſome lamented nymph) 
Havly compos'd ; the urn with foilage curl'd 
 Tiunly conceal'd, the chapiter iniorm'd. 

dee the tall obelifks from Memphis old, 
One itone enormous each, or 'Thebes convey*d 
Like Albion's ſpires they ruth into the tkies. 


2 


Ang there the temple, where the ſummon'd flats v 5 


in deep of night conven'd : en yet M=L.nKs 
dhe vehement orator in rent attire 
Verſuatton pours, ambition tinks ler creſt; 
And lo the villain, !:ke a troubled fads -- 
Fiat tolles up her mire ! Ever diſguls'd, | 
Shall treajon walk ? 13;4il viouc oprefFon voke 

rhe neck of virtuc ? Lo the wretch, aballi' d, 
Seit-betray'd Catiline! O Liberty, | 
Parent of happirc1>, ccleſtiai-torn ; 

When the firtt num became 4 Lving foul, 

His ſacred genius thou; be Britain's care; 

Wit, her keoure, po Tiy lov'd retrear; 
hei: blobs mend; Wile vet *g "of ſons, 
Lv" yet chere es v0 h1ca tine equal laws, 
WHO.. Dolce k made at the fnered names 

i Ce. , Kabeign, Wanngleun, and Drakc, 
May ot ue 0:00 Gra Aat n tural alrs; 

In 114.46 dus una dane excel ; to iulprur”'4 tone 1 5 
Give wu ſapere 1h tie Livany, look ; 

Alvic Pon tlc Ci Net, O Pencil lott 

With warier wuch the vittopary Fourd : 

| wut thou, thy wok Brava teach to fue; 

10 Heck the av e of Yrannic Way 3 F 
10 Util the proud; to pre ad the joys of pcacy, 
Aug various lettings ot ingenious trade. 

Be UWivic our arts; and ever may we guard, 

Lvor deturid tec wet! " undauncd heart. 
 Ioeetyitnable good! wi v z1\'tt us Truth, 
| WIe land u: ** 5 to !: lit, div meſt Truth, 

Ariay'd in e cry chem: whoie land benign 
Atustes unsvrarieci toil to cloatu tue fields, 

And on his vr dus ut inicribes The name 
Ol Proterty ; O avcyy u ot od 


* The Temple of COO. Ware the rac me: 
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By thy majeſtic daughters, Judah fair, 

And Tyrus and Sidonia, lovely nymphs, 

And Libya briglit, and all-enchanting Greece, 
Whoſe numerous towns and ifles, and peopled ſras, 
Rcjoic'd around her lyre; th' heroic note | | 
(Smit with ſublime delight) Auſonia caught, 
And plann d imperial Rome. Thy hand benign 


4 | Rear'd up her towery battlements in ſtrength 3 
1 
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| 


Bent her wide bridges o'er the ſwelling fiream | 

Of Tuſcan Tiber; thine thoſe folemn domes 
Devoted to the voice of humbler prayer; 

And thine thoſe piles * undeck'd, capacious, vaſt, 
In days of dearth where tender Charity 

 Diſpens'd her timely ſuccours to the poor. 

Thine too thoſe muſicall/- falling founts, 


To flake the clammy lip; adown they tall, 
Muſical ever; while from yon blue hills, 


D.m in the clouds, the radiant aqueducts 


{ Turn their innumerable arches oꝰ er 


The ſpacious deſert, brightening in the ſun, 


Proud and more proud in their auguſt approach: 


| High o'er irriguous vales and woods and towns, 


Glide the ſoft whiſpering waters in the wind, 


| When impious tyranny vouc 


And here united pour their filver ſtreams 


Among the figur d rocks, in murmuring falls, 


Muſical ever. Theſe thy beauteous works: 


And what beſide felicity could tell 
| Of human benefit: more late the reſt; 


At various times their turretꝭ chanc*d to riſe, 
hfat'd to ſmile, 
Benold by Tiber's flood, where modern Rome + 


| Couches beneath the ruins : there of old 
| With arms and trophies gleam's the field of Mars : 


There to their daily ſports the noble youth 


| The proud triumphal arches ; 


4 Ruth's emulous; to fling the pointed lance: 
I To vault the ſteed; or with the kindling wheel 


In duſty whirlwinds ſweep the trembling goal; 
Or wreſtling, cope with adverſe ſwelling breaſts, 


Strong grappling arms, cloſe heads, and diſtant teet 3 
Or dach the liſted gauntlets : there they form'd 


Their ardent virtues: in the boſſy piles, 

all their wars, 
Their conqueſts, honours, in the ſculptures live. 
And ſce from every gate thoſe ancient roads, 
Witi tombs high verg'd, the ſolemn paths of Fan: : 


| Deſerve they not regard? Q*cr whoſe broad fliats 


Such crows have roh'd, fo many fturms of War; 


| | $0 many pomps; io many wondering realus : | 
| Y=t mill thicugh nwurtains picrc's, o'er vallics 


rais'd, 


In even — to diſtant ſeas around, 


hey ttretch their pavements. Lo, he ſme of RETRY 


Built by that prince, who to the trult of power 1 
| Was honeit, the deliglit of human-kind. 


ner nodding ies rc man; the reſt an heap. 


| Cf ſand and werds; her thrines, her radiant roofs, 


And columns proud, that from her fpacious , 
As Hon 2 thining ſea, majeſtic role 


An hundred foot alott, like ſtately becch 


ound the brim of Dion's elatly lake, 
| Ciuraing the mimic painter: on the walls 
uuns Salent's facred tous; the golden board, 


Anu golden trumpets, no conceard endend 


* The public eranaries. 

7 Modern! eile It. nd. ci ft; Un tl. e GY Cam; u 
r 
APY Tus 


1 Pee 3% by Vel, aan, 2nd hrüſt. ! by C. tus. 


When th' humble roof Anchiſes? ſon explor'd. 
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By the ſunk roof. O' er which in diſtant view 
'Th* Etruſian mountains ſwell, with ruins ci nd 
Of ancient towns ; and blue Soracte ſpites, 
Wrapping his ſides in tempetts. Eaſtward hence, 
Nigh where the Ceſtian pyramid divides * 
The mouldering wall, beyond yoa fabrick huge, 
Whoſe duſt the ſolemn antiquarian turns, 
And thence, in broken ſculptures caſt abroad, 
Like Sibyl's leaves, collects the builder's name 
Rejoic'd, and the green medals frequent ſound 
Doom Caracalla to perpetual fame : 
The ſtately pines, that ſpread their branches wide 
In the dun ruins of its ample halls, F _ 
Appear but tuſts; as may whate'er is high 
Sink in compariſon, minute and vile. 

Theſe, and unnumber'd, yet their brows uplift, 
Rent of their graces ; as Britannia's oaks 
On Merlin's mount, or Snowden's rugged fides, 
Stand in the clouds, their branches ſcatter*d round, 
Aſter the tempeſt ; Mauſoleums, Cirques, * 
Naumachios, Forums : 'Trajan's column tall, 
From whoſe iow bate the iculptures wind alot, 
And lead through various toils, up the rough ltcep, 
Its hero to the ſkies: and his dark tower f 
Whoſe execrable hand the city fir'd, 
And while the dreadful conflagration blaz'd, 
Play'd to the flames; and Phœbus“ letter*d dome 38 
And the rough reliques of Carinz's ſtreet, 
Where now the ſhepherd to his nibbling ſheep 
Sits piping with his oaten reed; as erſt 
There pip'd the ſhepherd to his nibbling ſheep, 


Of good Evander, wealth-deſpiſing king, 
Amid the thickets: fo revolves the ſcene; 
So time ordains, who rolls the things of pride 
From duſt again to duſt. Behold that heap 
Of mouldering urns (their aſhes blown away, 
Duſt of the mighty) the ſame ſtory tell; 
And at its baſe, from whence the ſerpent glides 
| Down the green de ſert ſtreet, yon hoary monk 
Laments the ſame, the viſion as he views, 
The ſolitary, ſilent, ſolemn ſcenc, 
Where Cæſars, heroes, peaſants, hermits lie, 
Blended in duſt together; where the ſlave 
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| Retits from his labours; where th' inſulting proud 


Reſigns his power; the miſer drops his hoard; 
Where human folly ſleeps.— There is a mood, 
l fing not to the vacant and the young) 

— There is a kindly mood of melancholy, 

That wings the ſoul, and points her to the ſkies 3 
When tribulation cloaths the child of man, 
When age defcends with ſorrow to the grave, 

*Tis ſweetly-ſoothing ſympathy to pain, 

A gentle-wakening call to health and eaſe. 
How mufical! when all-devouring Time, 

Here fitting on his throne of ruins hoar, | 
| While winds and tempeſts ſweep his Various * 

How ſweet thy diapaſon, Melancholy ! | 
Cool evgning comes; the ſetting ſun diſplays 
His viſible great round between yon towers, 
As W two ſhady cliffs; away, my Muſe, 


* The tomb of Ceſtius, partly within and my 
without the walls. 
+ The baths of — a vaſt ruin. 
1 Nero's. 15 
& Thc Palatin librarv. 


vol. vn 


—— 


—— 


yo 


Th' aſtonilh'd ſwains with reverend awe beheld = 


| 
Here flow'd his fountain; here his laurels grew; 
Here oft the meek good man, the lofty bard 


Of Maos humble tenement ; 3 a low 


And dignify thy mind. Thrice gloricus dais, 


I Or open mountain, or whatever ſcene 
_ | The Poet choſe, to tune th* ennobling rhime 
Meiodious; ev'n the rugged ſons cf war, 


\ | The thirſty pilgrim at the fountain aſks | 
| TI o'erflo wing wave—Enough—the plaint diſdain.— 


| Sweeps her low mouldcring marbles to the duſt; 
| And Phoebus” temple, nodding with its woods, 


| Turn'd her ſretch d neck and form'd your render | 
185 tauglit of ſove, ev n the fell lavage fed 
Ihe conqueſts, glories, of th Auſonian ſtate, | 
| Wrap'd in their ſecret ſeeds- Each kindred toul, 
| Green twigs of ofier weave the flender walls, 


_ | Greenruthes ſpread the roofs ; 


Elate with joy Etruſcan Tiber views 
Her ſpreading ſcenes enameling his waves, 


| Mount Palatin. 


Halt beauteous, half effac'd ; the traveller 
Such antique marbles to his native land 


And gathering ſwains ; and rolls his yellow car 


Though yet the proſpect pleaſes, ever nes 
In vaſt variety, and yet delight 
The many-fizur*: ſculptures of the path 


Oft hence conveys ; and every realm and tate 

With Rome's auguſt remains, heroes and gods, 

Deck tlieir long galleries and winding groves ; 

Yet miſs we not th” innumerable thefts, 

Yet ſtill profuſe of graces teems the walte. 
Suffice it now th” Eſquilian mount to reach 

With weary wing, and ſeek the ſacred reſts 


Plain wall remains; a little ſun-gilt heap, 
Groteſque and wild ; the gourd and olive brown 
Weave the light reof : the gourd and olive fan 
Their amorous foliage, mingling With the vine, 
WI drops her purple cluſters through the green. 
Here let me lie, with pleaſing fancy ſooth'd: 


Fram'd the celeſtial ſong, or ſocial walk'd 

With Horace and the ruler of the world: 

| Happy Auguſtus! who ſo well inſpir'd 
Could throw thy pomps and royalties aſide, 
Attentive to the wiſe, the great of ſoul, 


Auſpicious to the Muſes ! then rever'd, 
Then hallow'd was the fount, or ſecret ſhade, 


Ev'n the rude hinds rever*d the Poet's name: 
But row-—another age, alas! is ours 


[ | Yet will the Muſe a little longer foar, N 
I Unleſs the clouds of care weigh down her wing, ny 
] Since nature's ſtores are ſhut with cruel hand, 


And each aggrieves his brother; ſince in vain 
See it thou yon fane ? ev'n now inceſſant time“ 


Threatens huge ruin o'er the ſmall rotund. | 
[vas there beneath a fig-trec's umbrage broad, 


Thee, O Quirinus, and thy brother-twin, 
Preſſing the teat within a monſter's gralp 
Sportive; while oft the gaunt and rugged woll 


limbs; 


Your ſacred in fancies, your virtues, "oils, 


Rohuſt and ſtout, ye grapple to your hearts, 


And little Rome appears. Her cots ariſe, 


ard here and there 
Opens beneath the rock the glcomy cave. 
Her huts and hollow dells, and flocks and herds, 
To Neptune's court w ith more majeſtic train. 
* The temple of Romulus and Remes under 
p 
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Her ſpeedy growth alarm tho ſtetes around, | 
* alous; yet, ſoon by wonuro is vatue vor, 

'F ney fink 1.0 her boſom. From the olough 
Roſe her ditatuis ; four ts o'creame, return'd, 
Yes, to the piougi rcturn'd, and had thcir peers 3 
For then no private pomp, no kouthold flate, 

Ine public only ſwel.'d the generous breaft. 

Who has rot heard the Fabian hero's ſun” ? 
Dentatus' ſcars, or Mutius' flaming hand ? 

Ho Manlus ſw'd the capitol ? the cio ce 
Di ftrady Regulus? As yet they itoot!, 

Simple of life; as yet ſeducing wealth = 
Was unexplor'd, and ſhame of poverty 

Yet unimagin iii not all tie fields 
With various fruitage? murmur not the brooks 

Along tlie flowerv vllies? They, content, 

Feaſted at nature's hand, indelicate, 

Blithe, in *heir eaſy taſte; and only fought _ 

toknow heir duties; that their only ſtrife, 

"Their generous trite, and greatly to periorin. 

They tinough all ſhapes of peril and of pain, 

Intent on honour, dar'd in thickeſt death 70 
lo ſnatch the glorious deed. Nor 'ſrebia qucll'd, 
Nor 'Taraſymenc, nor Cannæ's bioody field, 

1cir dauntleſo courage; ſtorming Hannibal 
In vain tie thunder of the battle roll'd, 

Tue Thunder of the battle they return'd 

Back on his Punick thores; till Ca tiiage fell, 
And danger fled atar. The city gleam'd 
With precious ſpoils: alas, proſperity | 
Ah, baneful ſtate! yet ebh'd not all their ſtrenzt 
In ſoſt luxyrious pleaſures ; proud defire 
Ot bound is ſway, and feveriſh thirit of gold, 
Rouz'd tizem again to battle. Braut-ous 3 

Torn from her jovs, in vain with languid arm 
_ Kaif1a's'd her rutty ſhield ; nor could a παe 
The ſword of Dacia, nor the Parthian dart; 
Nor yet the car of tat tant d Britiſh chief, 
Which ſeven brave veais beneath the Coubileſs wing 

Of victory, dreadtul roli'd its griding wheels 
Over the bloody war : the Ronan armes 
Triumpli'd, t. il Fame was lilent to their ſors. 
And now tue worid unrival'd they ci d 
In proud ic cur: ty: tue creſted helm, 
The plated greave ana coricict hung unbrac'd; 
| Nor clank'd tueir au, t. ic ſcar aud bonding 

23 
But on the glatering trophy to the wind. 
UDimolv'd in catc and tort delights they lie, 
Tul every fun annoy, and every w:nd 

Has chilling once, and every rain ottends: 

For now the trame no more is gut iti ttrength | 
| xiaieuline, ror in luſtincid ot ict 

Laughs at ti winter ſtorm, and faminer-beam, | 
$1147.07 to their rage: entecbling vice 

Withers cacl nerve, and opens every por: 

% puatui tecling 2 flowery bowers tic feck + 
( tier prompts, as the ſick ſenſe 1p! 0ves) | 
Ur cool Ny;aplican groto; or tcp.d Dat. is 
1 i aught by tle oft Ionians) they, along 

1% lawny Vale, of every hrautcous flone, 

Sis in the roſc at air with tond expence : 

Inh ner channels glide the vagraiut waves, 
Ami fe on leer bed: criftaliine dowr., 
WCIWGIOU,, ,’; Winde luaury 
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Over their naked limbs with wanton hand, 
odlours, theds unixceded banc. 
Swiit is the flight of wealth; unnumber'd wanty 
Brood of voluptuouſneſs, cry out aloud 
Neceſſity, and ſeck the ſplendid bribe. | 
The citron board, the bowl emboſs'd wit't gems, 
And tender foliage wildly wrcatir'd around 
Of ſeeming ivy, by that artful hand, 


Corinthian 'Thericles 3 whate'er is known 


Of rareſt acquifit.on 3 Tyrian garbs, | 
Neptunian Albion's iigh teſtaceous foo?, 
And flavour'd Chian wines with incenic fum'd 


| Yo flake Patrician thirſt ; for theſe, their rights 
In the vile ſtreets they proſtitute to ſale; 


Their ancient rights, tlieir dignities, their laws, 
Their native glorious freedom. Is there none, 
Is there no villain, that will bind the neck 
Stretcn'd to tue yoke? they come; the market 
thrones. 


| But who has molt by fraud or force amaſ d? 


Who moſt can ci1arm corruption with his doles ? 


| He be the monarch of the ſtate ; and lo 


Didius, vile uſurer, though the crowd he mounts · » 
Beneath his feet the Roman eagle cowers, 


And the red arrows fill his graſp uncouth. 
O Britons, O my countrymen, beware; 
| Gird, gird your hearts; the Romans once were free, 


Were brave, were virtuous.— Tyranny howe'er 
Deign'd to walk forth a while in pageant ſtate, 

| And with licentious pleaſures fed the rout, 

The thoughtleſs many: to the wanton found | 
Of nies and drums they danc'd, or in the ſhade. 
Sung C:eſar, great and terrible in war, 


{| Immortal Cæſar! Lo, a God, a God, | 
He cleaves the yielling ſkies ! C:xſar meanwhile 
_ | Gathers the ocean pebbles; or the gnat 


Enrag*d purſues 3 or at his lonely meal 


| Starves a wide province; taſtes, diflikes, and ang 


To dogs and ſycophants. A God, a Cod! 
The flower y ſhades and ſhrines obſcene return. 
But ſce along the North the tempeſts fell 


Over the rough "Alps, and darken all their ſrows ! 


Sudden the Goth and Vandal, dreaded names, 


| | Ruth as the breach of waters, wh-lming all 


Their comes, their villas; down the feſtive piles, ” 


S | Down fall their Parian porchcs, gilded baths, 


And roll before the ſtorm in clouds of duſt. 


Vain end of human ſtrength, of human ſkill, | 
[I Conqueit, and triumph, and domain, and pomp, 


And caſe, and lu>1 :y! O luxury, 


| | Pane of clated Lc, of affluent ſtates, 
What dreary change, What ruin is not thine ? 


How doth thy hol intoxicate the mind 
Jo the ſott entrance of thy ioiy cave 


Fo doſt ti ou lure the fortunate and great ! 


Dread ul attraction ! wh. le behind thee capes 


5 | n' untathomal'le gulph where Ather lics 


O'ervebhelm'd, ſorgotten; and higli-hoaſting chm; 
And Llam's haughty pomp ; and bcautcous (Greece ; 


And the great queen of earth, imperial Rome. 


* Dicius Julianus, io Fought the empire. 
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IN FOUR BOOKS. 


«« Poſt majores quadrupedes ovilli pecoris -ſecunda | 


6 ratio eſt, quæ prima fit, fi ad utilitatis maz- 
t nitudinem referas : nam id præcipue nos contra 
« frigoris violentiam protegit, corpoributque 
e noſtris liberaliora prizbet velamina. 


B O OR I 


"AR CV MEET 


THE ſubje propoſed. Dedicatory addreſs. Of paſ- 


tures in general, fit fer ſheep : for fine-cvo91"d hep : 
for long-woeld ſheep. Defetts of paſturc:, and their 


remedies. Of climates. The moiſture of tie Engliſh 


climate vindicatcd. Particular beauties of Englund. 
Different kinds of Englijh ſheep : the tw common 
forts of rams deſcribed. Different kinds of foreign 
Heep. The ſeveral ſerts of food. The diſtempers 
ariſing from thence, with their remedies. Sheep led 
by inſtinf# to their proper food and phyfic. Of the 
Aeplerd's ſerip, and its furniture. Cave of fheep in 
tupping time. Of the caſtration of lambs, and the 
folding of ſheep. Farious preceꝶte relative to changes 
of weather and ſeaſons. Particular care of news 
fallen lambs. The advantages and ſecurity of the 
Engliſh ſhepherd above tie in hotter or colder climates; 
exemplified with reſpect to Lapland, Truly, Greece, 
and Arabia. Of jherp-/hearing. Song on hat occa- 
fron. Cuſtom in Wales of ſprinkling the rivers with 
flowers. Sheep-/hearing feaſt and merriments on the 
banks of the Severn, _ | DO 


TE care of ſheep, the labours of the loom, 
And arts of trade, I ſing, Ye rural nymphs, 
Ve ſwains, and princely merchants, aid the verte. 
And ye, high-truſtcd guardians ot our iſ., 
Whom public voice approves, or lot of b:rth 
To the great charge aſſigns : ye good, of all 
Degrees, all ſets, be preſent to my long. 
So may dittrefs, and wretchedneſ>, and want, 
The wide fclicitics of labour learn : 0 
So may the proud attempts of reſtleſs Gaul 
From our ſtrong borders, like a broken wave, 
In empty toam retire, But chiefly 'Vliou, 
The people's thepherd, eminently plac'd 
Over the numerous ſwains of every vale, 


With weli-permitted power, and watciful eye, 3 


On each gay field to ſhed beneficence, 

Celeſtial otfice ! Thou protect the ſon-. 

On ſpac. ous airy downs, and gentle hills, ; 

With graſs and thyme o*erſpread, and clover will, 
Where ſmiling Phoebus tempers cycry breeze, 


CoLUMELLA. 


The faireſt flocks rejoice ! they, nor of halt, 

| Hydropic tumours, nor of rot, complain; 

Evils detorm'd and foul: nor with hoarte couzh 

Diſturb the muſic of the paſtoral pipe; | 

But, crouding to the note, with ſilence ſoft 

Tue cloſe-woven carpet graze 3 where Nature 
blends | 


| | Flowrets and herbage of minuteſt ſize, 
| Innoxious luxury. Wide airy downs 


Are Hcalth's gay walks to ſhepherd and to ſheep. 
All arid toils, with ſand, or chalky flint, 


| Or thelves deluvian mingled ; and the turf, 


That mantles over rocks of brittle ſtone, 

Be thy regard: and where low-tuttcd broom, 
Or box, or berry'd junipcr ariſe ; 

Or the tail growth of gloiſy- rinded beech ; 
And where the bur:ow:ng rabbit turns the duſt ; 
And where the dappled deer delights to bound. 


_. woods, | | 
And towery villas; ſuch Dorceſtrian fields, 


| Whoſe flocks innumerous whiten all the land- 
_ | Such thoſe flow-chmbing wilds, that lead the ſtep 


Inſenſibly to Dover's windy clitf, 
Tremendous height ! and ſuch the clover'd lawns 
And funny mounts of beauteous Normanton *, 
Health's cheartul haunt, and the ſelected walk 

Ot Heatixcote's leiſure : tuch the ſpacious plain 
Of Sarum, ſpread Lke Ocean's boundleſs round, 
Where ſolitary Stonehenge, grey with moſs, 
Ruin of ages, nods : ſucli too the leas 

And ruddy tilth, which ſpiry Roſs beholds, 

From a green hilloc, o'er her loſty elms; 

And Lemſter's brooky tract, and airy Croft , 


And ſuciz Harleian Eywood's f ſwelling turt, 
; Wav'd as the hiliows of a rolling ſea: 
And Shobden &, tor its lotty terrace fam'd, 


| Whic't from a mountain's ridge, elate o'er woods 


And girt with all S:luria ||, fees around 7 
Regions on regions hlended in the clouds. 
Pleatant Siluria, laid of various views, | 
Hills, rivers, woods, and lawns, and purple 

groves | 5 
Pomaceous, mingled with the curling growth 
Ot tendril hops, that flaunt upon their poles, 

More airy wild than vines along the fides 

Qt treacherous Falernum ; or tliat hill 

| Veſuvius, where the howers of Bacchus roſe, 

And Herculancan and Pompeian comes. 


But it thy prudent care would cultivate 


Leiceſtrian flecces, what the tinewy arm 


| Combs through the ſpiky ſteel in lengthen'd flakes ; 


Rich ſaponaceous loam, that lowly drinks 


* A ſeat of Sir John Heathcote in Rutlandfhire. 
e 
1 Ot the Earl of Oxiord. 

A ſear of Lord Bateman. | 
The Scverns, viz. Heretordthire, Monmouththire, 
&C. | 

| @ Treac';crovs Falerrum, hecauſe part of the 
alls ot Faernum was many yeats ago overturne-i hy 
am cruption of Arc, and is now an nigh and barten 
mount ot cirders, called Monte Novo. me 
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Such are the downs of Banitcad, edy'd with 


'Tne blackening ſho wer, and fattens with the draught, 
Or male with clay deep-nux'd, be then thy 
eiiie, 3 oe Ed ues 


|| S:luria, the part of England which ls wk of + 


F __ 
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Of one confiſtence, one complexion, ſpread 
Through all thy * lebe; where no deceitful veins 
Of envious gravel lurk beneath tlie turf, 
To looſe the creeping waters from tlicir ſprings, 
Tainting the paſturage : and let thy fields 
In ſlopes deſcend and mount, tint chilling rains 
May trickle off, and haſten to the brooks. 

Yet ſome detect in all on carth ap pears 3 
All feck for lielp, all preſs for focial ald. 
Too cold the grafly mantle of the marl, 
In ſtormy winter's long and ercary nights, 
For cumbent ſheep ; from broken ſlumber oft 
They riſe benumb'd, and vainly ſhitt the couch; 
Their waſted fides their evil plight declare. 
Hence, tender in his care, the ſhepherd ſwain 
Seeks each contrivance. Here it would avail, 
At a meet diftance from the upland ridge, 
To fink a trench, and on the hedge-long bank 


| Sow frequent ſand, with lime, and dak manure ; 


Which to the quid element will yicld 
A porous way, a paſſage to the for. 

| Plow not ſuch paſtures : deep in ſpungy graſs | 
The oldeſt carpet is the warmeſt lair, 

And ſoundeſt; in new herhage coughs are heart. 
Nor love tos frequent ſhelter : ſuch as decks 
The vale of Severn, Nature's garden wide, 
Buy the blue ſteeps of diſtant Malvern - wall'd 
Solemnly vaſt. The trees of various ſhade, 
Scene behind ſcene, with fair deluſive pomp 
Enrich the proſpect, but they rob the lawns. 
Nor prickly bramble, white with wooll- theſt, 
Should tuft thy fields. Applaud not the 1emiſs 
Dimetians F,, who, along their motfy dates, 

_ Conſume, like graſshoppers, the ſunmier hour; 1 

While round them itubborn thorns and ſurze 

| --- mereaſe, 

And creeping briars. I knew A careful ſwain, _ 

_ Who gave them to the crackling flame, and ſpread 
Their duſt ſaline upon the dee graid: 5 
And oft with labor- ſtrenathen'd arm he &lv'd 

The draiping trencli acroſs his verdant ſlopes, 
Io intercept the ſniall meandring rills | 
Of upper hamlets : haughty trees. that ſour 
The ſhaded grafs, that weaken tho: n- ſet nuns, 

And hathour villain crows, he rare allow'd: 
Orly a flender tum 0; uſeful _—_ 

And mingled heech and elm, fecurelv t: . 
The littie ſmiling cottage, warm en owe'd; 
The little ſmiling cottage, where at ce 
He meets his roſy children at the door, | 
vPrattling their welcomes, and his l.oncft wite, 
\W:;th good brown cake and hacon flice, intent 


1 | To cheer his hunger after labour hard. 


Nor only ſoil, there alſo muſt be tound 
Felicity of lime, and aſpe& bland, 

| Where gentle theep may nouriſh locks of price. 

In vain the biken fleece on windy brows, 
And rorthern Ropes of clond-divicing ils 

Is ſouglut, though ſoft Iberia ſpreads her {up 

Beneath their rugged feet, and rande their hei gt is. 

Biſcaian tn Segovian. EFot!.nic realms, | 

And dark Norwegian, with their choice lt ficls, 

Pinglke s, and delia, by lofty fi- embow:;*d, 


0 drürern, a high ridge of hills near Wort ner. 
F N hl, Caermarthenth;r in Suuth Wai . 


| After the nurture of the fallen ſhower, 


Their happineſs. 
| Thy trequent towns ſuperb of buſy trade, 
| Ane! ports magritic add, and ſtately ſhips, 


— — 


In vain the bleaters court. Alike they ſhun 
Libya's hot plains: what taſte have they for grove 
Ot palm, or yellow dutt of gold ? no more 
Food to the flock, than to the miſer wealth, 
Who kncels upon tie glittering heap, and ſtarves. 
Ev'n Gallic Abheville the ſhining fleece, 
That richly decorates her loom, acquires | 
Baſcly trom Albion, by th” enſnaring bribe, 
The bait of avarice, which with felon fraud, 


| For its own wanton mouth, from thouſands ſteals. 


How erring oft the judgment in its hate, 
Or fond dctire ! Thoſe ſlow - deſcending ſhowers, 
Thoſe hovering ſogs, that bathe our growing vales 
In deep November (loath'd by trifling Gaul, 
Efteminate), are gitts the Pleiads ſhed, | 
Britannia's handmaids. As the beverage falls, 
Her hills rejoice, her vallics laugh and ting. 

Hail, noble Albion; where no golden mines, 
| No ſoft perfumes, nor eils, nor myrtle howers, 
he vigorous frame and lofty heart of man 


I Enervate: round whoſe ſtern cerulean brows 


| White-winged ſnow, and cloud, and prarly rain, 

Frequent attend, with ſolemn majeſty : 

Rich Queen of Miſts and Vapours ! Theſe thy ſons 

Wich their cool arms ; 5 and * — 
nerves 

For deeds of excellence and high renown. 

Thus form'd, our Edwards, Henrys, Churchills, 
Blakes, 

Our Lockes, ur Newtone, and our Miltons, roſe. 

See the ſun gleams ; the living paſtures riſe, 


How beautiful! how blue tl ethereal vault, 
How verdurous the lawns, liovy clear the brooks ! 
Such noble warlike ſteeds, ſuch herds of kine, 
So ſleek, fo vaſt ; ſuch ſpacious flocks of ſheep, 
Like fates of gol illumining the green, 
What other paradiſe adorn but thine, 
Britannia * happy, if thy ſons would krovy 
To theſe thy naval ſtreams, 


Innumetous. But whither {trays my Muſe ? - | 
Pleas'd, like a traveller upon the ftrand | 


| Arrive of bright Auguſta : wild he roves, 


Trom deck to deck, 
maſts; 
Mong 2 bales, cars, the ©: 4th of either 

nd ; 


throv=n groves immenſc t 


1 Throug h whats, and ſquares, md palaces, and 


domes, | 


| In ſweet ſurprize ; ; unable yet to fix 


His raptur'd mind, or ſcan in order'd courſe 
Eaca oje et tingly ; with diſcoveries new = 
Hos native country Ruqious to enrich. 


| Ye ihepherds, it vour labours hope ſucceſs, 
ES | Be nit your purpoſe to procure a breed, 


ro foil and clime adapted. Every ii 
And clime, 'n every trec and herb, receives 


its hahitant peculiar: e1ciy to curl, 


The Great Inviſible, and each to all, 
Thru, earth, ard ice, and a I, 8 ſuite. 


krempelt ous region Darwent s naifcd peaks, 


* Da. went i n- ict en 1.3 Peak: ot 5 D. * N 1 2 
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Snowden * and blue Phoalymmon 5, and the wide 
Acrial fides of Cader-yddris huge; 

Tneſe are beſtow'd on goat-horn'd ſheep, of fleece 
Hairy and coarſe, of long and nimble ſhank, 

Who rove o'er bog or heath, and graze or brouze 
Alternate, to collect, with due diſpatch, 

O'er the bleak wild, the thinly- ſcatter d meal. 

But hills of milder air, that gently riſe 

O'er dewy dales, a fairer ſpecies boaſt, 

Or thorter limb, and frontlet more ornate ; 

Such the Silurian. If thy farm extends | 

Near Cotſwold downs, or the delicious groves 

Ot Symmonds, honour'd through che ſandy ſoil 

Of elmy Roſs 2, or Devon's myrtle vales, 

That drink clear rivers near the glaſſy ſea ; 

| Regard this fort, and hence thy fire of lambs 

Select: his tawny fleece in ringlets curls ; 
long ſwings his ſlender tail; his front is fenc'd 

With horns Ammonian, circulating twice 

Around each open ear, like thoſe fair ſcrolls 

That grace the columns of th” Ionic dome. 

Vet ſhould thy fertile glebe be marly clay, 

Like Melton vaſtures, or Tripontian fields f, 
Where ever-gliding Avon's limpid wave | 
Thwarts the long courſe of duſty Watling-ſtreet ; 
That larger fort, of head defenceleſs, ſeek, 

Wuoſe fleece is deep and clammy, cloſe and plain: 
The ram tſhont-limb'd, whoſe form compact 

deſcribes 
One level line along his ſpacious back; ] 
Of full and ruddy eye, large cars, fretch'd head, 
Noſtrils dilated, breaſt and ſhoulders broad, 
And ſpacious haunches, and a lofty dock. 

Thus to their kindred foil and air induc'd, 
Thy thriving herd will blefs thy ſkilful care, 
That copies Nature: who, in every change, 

In each variety, with Wiſdom works, | 
And powers diverſiſy d ot air and ſoil, 

Herrich materials. Hence Sabæa's rocks, 
Chaldza's marl, ZEgyptus* water'd loam, 

And dry Cyrene's ſand, n c:imes alike, 

With different ſtores ſu;1!; the. marts of trade. 
Hence Zembla's icy tracts 110 vaters hear; 
Small are the Ruſſian herd, arc. harſh their fleece; 


15 Ol liglit eſteem Germanic, oth 1. te 


From ſoſt ſea-breezes, open: 1 „ 

And ſummers bath d in dev- ; 1 %. deen 

The coſtly burden only ds be tal 

No locks Cormandel's, none Ni ''s 1050 . 
Adern; e and ic 1 l nest; 

of Fearful and ſhepherdleſs, t wy hound 4 len 
The ſands. No fleeces wav: in to. ene, 
Which verdure boaſt ct trees an in vie 


_ Shrubs aromatic, caui.e wild, (. an. | 


— Nutmeg, or cinnamon, or fiery <4, 
Unapt to feed the fleece. Th- LEGO] 
i zraſs or herbage ſoft, that e: {1 

In temprrate air, in the delicious « 

Of Albion, on the banks of all : ti! 1 5 4517 


» Snowden, Plynlymmon Coded, 


dish hills in North Wales. 

+ A town in Herefordſhire. 

1 Tripontian fields, the count owe 1 Hot», 
fire Warwickſhire, and Lutterwo:: ib Lites 


POEMS. 7 


Ol graſſes are unnumber d kinds, an al 
(Save where ſoul waters linger on the turt) 

Salubrious. Early mark, when tepid gleams 

3 Oft mingle with the pea;s of ſummer tiiowe*, 
And fell too haſtily the tender plains : | 

Then ſnatch away thy ſheep 3 beware the rot; 

And with deterſive bay-falt rub their mouth: , 

| Or urge them on a barren bank to feed, 

In lunger*s kind diſtreſs, on tedded hay; 

Or to the mariſh guide their eaſy ſteps, 

I near thy tuſted croits the broad fea ſprea ds. 

Sagacious care foreacts: when ſtrong diſeaſe 

Breaks in, and ſtains the purple ſtreams of lical**:, 

Hard is the ſtrife of art: the coughing pe:t 

From their green paſture ſweeps whole flocks ava;. 
That dire diſte mper fometimes may tac ſwa:r., 
"hough late, difcern : when on the lifced lid, 

Or viſual orb, the turgid veins are pale; 

The ſwelling liver then her putrid ſtore 

Begins to drink: ev'n yet thy ſk:il exc:t, 

Nor ſuffer weak deſpair to fold thy aims : 

[ Again deterſive ſalt apply, or ſhed 

The hoary medicine o'er their arid food. 
In cold ſtiff ſoils the bleaters oft complain 


Ys 


FY 


Of gouty ails, by ſhepherds term'd the hait : 
.| Thoſe let the neighbouring fold or ready crook 


Detain; and pour into their cloven feet 
Corroſive drugs, deep-ſcarching arſenic, 
Dry alum, verdigriſe, or vitriol keen. 

But if the doubtful miſchief ſcarce appears, 
"Twill ſerve to ſhift them to a dryer turf, 
And ſalt again: th* utility of ſalt 


| Teach thy flow ſwains : redundant humours colt 
Are the diſraſes of the bleating kind. 5 


Tl infectious ſcab, ariſing from extremes 


Of want or ſurfeit, is by water cur d 


Of lime, or ſodden ſtave-acre, or oil 


| Diſperſive of Norwegian tar, renown'd 


| By virtuous Berkeley, whoſe benevolence 


| Explor'd its powers, and eafy medicine thence ' 


' Sought for the poor: ye poor, witii grateful voice, 


I invoke eternal bleſſings on his head. 


Sieep alſo pleuriſies and dropfies know, 
Driv*n cit from Nature's path by art ful man, 
| Who blindly turns afide, with haughty hand, 


| Whom ſacred Inſtinct would ſecure l/ lead. 


But theu, more humble fwain, thy rural gates 
Fr quent unhar, and let thy flocks abroad, 
From leq TC from mead to arid field; | 
Noting the note. f n * the ſky. | 
\ 2 5 . F et et! m tht n, and ſeek - 
endo of Kerbigr ail fabubei us flowers. 
; | ww; * taught, = 
ename rife en difeern'; 
or e, item Wien, con mln. 
F. ens ele te Hiwi green offt 
U. et A cgular rent the : | 
COYNE Austin Bo tir mouth, 
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This truth howe'er ſhines brizht to human ſenſe ; 

Each ſtrong affection of th* unconſcious brute, 

Each bent, eacli paſſion ot the ſmalleſt mite, 

Is wiſely given; harmonious they perform 

The work of perfect reaſon (bluſh, vain man) 

And turn the wheels of nature's vaſt machine. 
See that thy ſerip have ſtore of healing tar, 

And marking pitch and radule; nor forget 

Thy ſheers true pointed, ror th offic.ous dog, 
Faithful to teach thy ftrazgicrs to return: 

So may'ſt thou aid who lag alone, or itcal 

Aſide into the furrows or the thades, - 

Silent to droop; or who, at every gate 

Or hillock, rub their foes and loof:n'd weol. 

But rather theſe, the feeble of thy fiock, 

Banich before ti autumnal months: ev'n age 

Forbear too much to favour ; oft renew, 

And through thy fold let joyous youth appear. 
Beware the ſeaſon of imperial love, hy 

Who through the world his ardent ſpirit pours ; 

Ev*n theep are then intrepid: the proud ram | 

With jealous eye ſurveys the ſpacious field; 5 

All rivals keep aloof, or deſperate war 

Suddenly rages; with impetuous force, 

And fury irrefittable, they daſh _ a 


— 


OEL MS. 


Fach bird and beaft, and theſe thy fleecy tribe: 
When high the ſapphire cope, ſupine they couch, 
And chew tie cud delighted ; but, ere rain, 
Eager, and at unwonted hour, they teed : 


| Slight not the warning; ſoon the tempeſt rolls, 


Scattering them wide, cloſe ruſhing at the hecls 
Of th' hurrying o'ertaken ſwains: ſorhear 


| Such nights to fold; ſuch nights be theirs to ſhift 


On ridge or hillock ; or in homeſtcads ſoft, 


| | Or ſofter cotes, detain them. Is thy lot 


A chill penurious turf, to all thy toils | 
 Urrraftable ? Before harſh winter drowns 

The noiſy dykes, and ſtarves the ruthy glebe, 
Shiſt the frail breed to ſandy hamlets warm: 
There let them ſojourn, till gay Procne ſkims 
The thickening verdure, and the riting flowers. 


And while departing autumn all embrowns 


The frequent - hitten fields; while thy free hand 
Divides the tedded hay; then he their feet 


| Accuſtom'd to the harriers of the rick, | 


Or ſome warm umbrage ; left, in erring Gight, 
When the broad dazzling ſnows deſcend, they run 
Diſpers d to ditches, where the ſwelling drift 
Wide overwhelms : anxious the ſhepherd ſwains 
ue with axe and ſpade, and, all abroad, | 


Their hardy frontlets ; the wide vale reſoundsz eſo cotta aim explore the glaring waſte ; 


The flock amaz'd ſtands ſafe afar ; and oft 2 

Each to the other's might a victim falls: 

As fell of old, before that engine's ſway, 

Which hence ambition imitative wrought, 

The beauteous towers of Salem to the duit. 
Wiſe cuſtom, at the fifth or fixth return, 

Or ere they ave paſt the twelfth of orient morn, 
Caſtrates the lambkins ; neceſſary rite, Ong 
| Fre they be numher'd of the peaceful herd. | 

But kindly watch whom thy ſharp hand has griev'd, 
In thoſe rough months, that lift the turning year: 
Not tedious is the office; to thy aid 
 Favonius haſtens ; ſoon their wounds he hea!s, 

And leads them ſkipping to the flowers of May; 

May, who allows to fold, if poor the tilth, 

Like that of dreary, houſeleſs, common fields, 
Worn by the plough : but fold on fallows ery. 
Enfeeble not thy flock to feed thy land: 

Nor in too narrow bounds the priſoners croud : 

Nor ope the wattled fence, while balmy morn 
Lies on the reeking paſture ; wait till all 
The cryſtal dews, impearl'd upon the graſs, 
Are touch'd by Phazbus* beams, and mount aloſt, 

With various clouds to paint the azure ſky. oP 
In teizing fly-time, dank, or froſty days, 

With unctuous liquids, or the lees of oil, 

Rub their ſoſt ſkins, between the partcd locks ; 
Thus the Brigantes “; "tis not idle pains: 
Nor is that ſkill deſpis'd, which trims their tails, = 
Fre ſummer heats, of filth and tagged woo. 

Coolneſs and cleanlineſs to health concuce. 

To mend thy mounds, to trench, to clzar, to foil 
Thy grateful fields, to medlicate thy theep, 
Hurdles to weave, and chearly ſhelters ra. ſe, 
Thy vacant hours require: and ever learn 
Quick æther's motion: oft the ſcene is turn'd ; 

Nov the blue vault, and now the murkey cloud, 

Hail, rain, or raciance ; theſe the moon will te; 


The inhabitants of Yorvthire, 


And ſome, perchance, in the deep delve upraiſe, 
D: ooping, ev'n at the twelith cold dreary day, 
With till continued feeble pulſe of life; 


The glebe, their fleece, their fleſh, by hunger 


awd, | 
Ah, gentle ſhepherd, thine the lot to tend, 
Of all, that feel diſtreſs, the moſt aſfſail'd, 


| Feeble, defencelefs : lenient be thy care: 


But ſpread around thy tendereſt diligence 


| Tottering with weakneſs by his mother's ſide, 


| Feels the freſh world at out him; and each thom, 
| Hillock, or furrow, trips his feeble feet: 


| O, guard his meek ſweet innocence from all 
Th' innumerous ills that ruſh around his life; 


There the ly ſox the careleſs minute Waits; 


Nor truſt thy neighbour's dog, nor earth, nor ſky ; | 


Thy boſom to a thouſand cares divide. 
| Eurus oft ſlings his hail; tae tardy fields 


| Pay not their promis'd food ; and oit the dam 


| O'er her weak twins with empty udder mourns, 


Y Or fails toguard, when the bold bird of prey 


| Alights, and hops in many turns around, 


| And tires her alſo turning: to her aid 


Be nimble, and the weakeft, in thine arms, 


| | Gently convey to the warm cote, and oir, 


Between the lark's note and the nightingale , 
His hungry bicating ſtill with tepid milk : 
In this torr office niay thy children join, 

And charitable. habits l-arn in ſport: _ 

Nor yield hinrto himſelf, ere verral airs 
Sprinkle thy little croft with daiſy flowers. 
Nor yet forget him: life has rifing ills: 

| Various as æther is the paſtoral care; | 
Through Gow experier.ce, by a patient breait, 
The whole long leſſon gradual is atrain'd, 


w 


| By precept after precept, oft rece:v'd 


3 


In flowery ſpring-time, when the new-dropt 0 
| lamb 5 | 


Mark the quick kite, with beak and talons prone, = 
| Circling the ſkies to ſnatch him from the plain; 
| Obſerve the lurking crows; beware the brake, 
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With deep attention: ſuch as Nuekxus * finvs 
To the full vale near Soare's f enamour*d brook, 
While all is lence : ſwert H.ancklcan ſwain ! 
Wiom rude obſcurity ſeverely clafps : | 
The Muſe, howe'er, will deck thy fimple cell 
With purple violets and primroſe flowers, 
Well-pleas'd thy faitatul ktlons to repay. 
Sheep no extremes can bear: both heat and cold 
Spread fores cutaneous 3 but, more trequent, heat: 
The fly-blown vermin, from their woolly neſt, 
Preſs to the tortur' d ſkin, and fleth, and bone, 
In littleneſs and number dreadful tocs. 
Long rains in miry winter cauſe the halt ; 
Rainy luxuriant ſummers rot your flock ; 
And all exceſs, ev'n of ſalubrious food, 
As ſure deſtroys, as famine or the wolf. 
Interior theirs to man's world-roving frame, 
Whuch all extremes in every zone endures. 
With grateful heart, ye Britiſh ſwains, enjoy | 
Your gentle ſeaſons and indulgent clime. 
Lo, in the ſprinkling clouds, your bleating hills 
Rejoice with herbage, while the horrid rage 
Of winter irreſiſtable o'erwhelms 
Th' Hyperborean tracts: his arrowy froſts, 
That pierce through flinty rocks, the Lappian flies; 
And burrows deep beneath the ſnowy world; 
A drear abode, from roſe-diffuſing hours, 
That dance betore the wheels of radiant day, 
Far, far remote; where by the ſqualid liglit 
Of tcetid oil inflam'd, ſea-moniter's ſpume, 
Or fir-wood, glaring in the weeping vault, | 
Twice three ſlow gloomy months, with various ills 
Sullen he ſtruggles; ſucli the love of life 
His lank and ſcanty herds around him preſs, 
As, hunger- ſtung, to gritty meal he grinds 
The bones of fiſh or inward bark of trees, | 
Their common ſuſtenance. While ye, O ſwains, 
Fe, happy at your eaſe, behold your ſheep _ 
Feed on the open turt, or craud the tiltt, 
Where, thick among the greens, with buſy mouths 
They ſcoop white turnips : Lttle care is yours; 
Only, at morning hour, to interpoſ e 
Dry tcod of oats, or hay, or brittle ſtraw, 
The watery Juices of the boiſy root 
Abſorbing : or from noxious air to ſcreen 
Your heavy teeming ewes, with wattled fence 
Ot turze or copſc-wood, in the lotty field | 
Which bleak aſcends among the whiſtling winds. - 
Or, if your theep are of Silurian breed, 8 
Nightly to houſe them dry on fern or ſtraw, 
Silkening taeir fleeces. Ve, nor rolling hut, 
Nor watchful dog, require; where never roar 
Ot ſavage tears the air, where carcleſs night = 
In baliny ſlecp lies lull'd, and only wakes | 
To plenteous peace. Alas! o'er warmer zones 
Wl terror ſtrides: their ſtubborn rocks are rent; 
Tir mountains fink ; their yawning caverns flame ; 
And ficry torrents roll impetuous dowr, EE 
Proud cities deluging 3 Pompeian towers, 
And Herculancan, and what riotous ſtool 
In Syrian valley, where row the Dead Sca 
long ſoltary iills infeRtious Les. | 


0 Mr. Joſeph Nutt, an eminent apothecary at 
— of whom ſce tlie hiftory of tliat time, 
p. 187. | 

| Soare a river in Leiceſterſhire. 


| 


— 


| 


| And to 
In foreign climes. 


On flleeces overgrown uncaty lie. 


| 


75 
See the ſwift furies, famine, plague, and war, 
In irequent thunders rage o'er neighbouring realms, 

And ſpread their plains w:ti deſolat.on wide: 
Yet your mild homeſteads, ever-blooming ſmile 
Among embracing woods ; and watt on high 
The breatl of plenty, from the ruddy tops 
Of chimnies, curling o*cr the glooiny trees, 

In airy azure ringlets, to the ſky. | 

Nor ye by need are urg'd, as Attic ſwains, 


And Tarentine, with ſkins to cloath your ſheep; 
 Expentfive to; howe'er expedient found 


In tervid climates, while from Pacebus* beams 


They fled to rugged woods and tangling brakes. 
But thoſe expenſive to ls are now no more, 


Proud tyranny devours their fiocks and herds : 
Nor bleat of theep may now, nor ſound of pipe, 


Sooth the ſad plains of once ſweet Arcady, 
The ſhepherd>? kingdom: dreary ſolitude 
| Spreads o'er Hymettus, and the ſhaggy vale 


Of Athens, which, in ſolemn filence, ſheds 


Her venerable ruins to the duſt. 


The weary Arabs roam from plain to plain, 
Guiding the languid herd in queſt of food: 


And ſhift their little home's uncertain ſcene 


With frequent farewell: ſtrangers, pilgrims all, 
As were their fathers. No ſweet fall of rain 


May there he heard; nor ſweeter liquid lapſe 


Of river, o'er the pebbles gliding by 

In murmurs : goaded by the rage of thirſt, 
Daily they journey to the diſtant clefts | 
Ot craggy rocks, where gloomy palms o' erhang 


The ancient wells, deep funk by toil immenſe, 


Toi of the patriarchs, with ſublime intent 


| Themfelves and long poſterity to ſerve. 

| There, at the public hour of ſultry noon, 

| They ſhare the beverage, when to watering come, 
And grateſul umbrage, all the tribes around, | 
And their lean flocks, whoſe various bleatings 1 


The echoing caverns : then is abſent none, 
Fair nymph or ſhepherd, each inſpiring cach 
To wit, and fong, and dance, and active feats; 


ln the ſame ruſtic ſcene, where ſacob won 
Fair Rachacl's boſom, when a rock's vaſt weight 
From the deep dark mouth'd well his firength te- 


mov'd, | 4 

her circling ſheep refreſhment gave. 
Such are the perils, ſuch the to.ls of lift, 

But ſpecd thy flight, my Muſe; _ 
Swift turns the year; and our unnumber'd Uocks 


Now, jolly fwains, the harveſt of your cares 


| Prepare to reap, and ſeek the Hunding caves | 
Of ligh Brigantium “, where, by ruddy flames, 
_ | Vulcan's ftrong ſons, with nervous arm, 
_ | The ſteady anvil and the glaring maſo, 


: ound 


Clatter their heavy hammers down by turns, 
Flattening the ſteel 3 fioin their rough hands recaive, 
The ſharpen'd inſtrument, that from the flock 


| Severs tlie fleece. If verdant elder ſpreads 


Her filver flowers; if humble daifies yicia 
To yellow crow-foot, and luxuriant grats, 


Gay thearing-time approaches. Firit, howe'er, | 


Drive to the double told, upon the brim 


* The caves of Brigantium the forges of Stef» 
fick', in Yousthut, where the he pliers [hears and 
all ze tod AIC mau. 


Down with the rapid torrent to the deep. 
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Of a clear river, gently drive the flock, 

And plunge them one by one into the flood : 

Plung*d in the flood, not long the ſtruggler ſinks, 

With his white flakes, that liſten through the tide ; 

The ſturdy ruſtic, in the middle wave 

_ Awaits to ſeize him rifing ; one arm bears 

His lifted head above the limpid ſtream, 

While the full clammy fleece the other laves 

Around, laborious, with repeated toil ; 

And then s him to the ſunny bank, S 
Where, bleating loud, he ſhakes his dripping locks. 

Shear them the fourth or fifth return of morn, 

Leſt touch of buſy fiy-blows wound their ſkin : 
Thy peaceful ſubjects without murmur yield 

Their yearly tribute: tis the prudent part 

To cherith and be gentle, while ye ſtrip 

The downy veſture from their tender ſides. 

Prefs not too cloſe 3 with caution turn —_—_— 

And from the head in regular rounds proceed 

But ſpeedy when ye chance to wound, with tar 

Prevent the wingy ſwarm and ſcorching heat ; 
And careful houſe them, if the lowering clouds 

_ Mingle their ores tumultuous : through the gloom 

Thea thunder oft with pondrous wheels rolls loud, 

And breaks the cryſtal urns of heaven: adown 

Falls ſtreaming rain. Sometimes among the ſteeps 

Of Cambrian glades (pity the Cambrian glades) 

Faſt tumbling brooks on brooks enormous ſwell, 

And ſudden o'erwhelm their vaniſh'd fields: 

— Down with the flood away the naked ſheep, 

Bleating in vain, are borne, and ſtraw-built huts, 

And rifted trees, and heavy enormous rocks, 


At ſhearing-time, along the lively * 
Rural feſtivities are often heard: 
Bencath each blooming artour all is joy 
And luſty merriment: while on the waks - 
The mingled youth in gaudy circles ſport, 
| We think che golden age again return'd, | 
And all the fabled Dryades in dance. | 
| Leering they bound along, with laughing air, 
Io the ſhrill pipe, and deep remurmuring cords 
Of th' ancint harp, or tabor's hollow ſound. 
While th' old apart, upon a bank reclin d, 


Attend the tuneful carol, ſoftly mixt 


With every murmur of the ſliding wave, 
And every warble of the f-ather'd choir ; ; 


hs Mulic of paradife ! which ſtill is heard, 


When the heart liftens ; ſtill the views appear 

Ot the firſt happy garden, when Content 

To Nature's flowery ſcenes directs tlie bglit. 
Vet we abandon thoſe Elytian Walks, 

Then idly for the loft delight repine: 

As greedy mariners, whoſe deſperate fals 

Skim ofer the billows of the foamy flood, 

Fancy they lee the hſtening ſhores retiie, 


And ſigh a fuewel to the finking hills. 


Could I recall thoſe netes, which once the Mule 
Heard at a ſhearing, near the woody fides 

1 Lluc-topp'd Wreakin *! Yet the carols ſweet, 

Through the deep maze of the memorial cell, 

Faintly remurmur. Firit aroſe in ſong 

Hoi: ad ed Damon, venerable ſwain, 

The ivotheſt thepherd of the flowery vale. 

« 'T}s is no vulzar ſcene : no palace-raut 


* A high hill in Skcopſhire, 


* 


* Or nauſeates with diſt 
„ Still, ſtill be rich, if thus ye faſhion liſe; 

And pi ping, careleſs, filly ſhepherds we, 

We filly ſhepherds, all intent to feed 8 


| Damen reply*d, ** while the Supreme 


| ©© Hither aſſemble. 
“ Sahrina, guardian of the cryſtal flood, 


| * „Ae e n 
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% Was cer ſo lofty, nor ſo nobly riſe 

% Their poliſn d pillars, as theſe aged oaks, 

” Which o'er our fleecy wealth w_ harmleſs ſports 

© Thus have expanded wide their ſhektering arms, 

= Thrice told an hundred ſummers. Sweet Con- 
tent, 

% Ye gentle ſhepherds, pillow us at night. 

% Yes, tuncful Damon, for our cares are ſhort, 

„ Riſing and falling with the chearful day, 

Colin reply'd ; and pleaſing wearineſs _ 

4% Soon our unaching head to ſleep inclines. 


| © Is it in cities ſo? where, poets tell, 
% The cries of ſorrow ſadden all the ſtreets, 


« And the diſeaſes of intemperate wealth. 
„ Alas, that any ills from wealth ſhould riſe ! 4 
«© May the ſweet nightingale on yonder ſpray, 


| «© May this clear ſtream, theſe lawns, thoſe ſnow- 


« white lambs, | 
«© Which, with a pretty innocence of look, 
cc Skip on the green, and race in little troops ; 


“May that great lamp, which ſinks behind the 
| « hills, | 


« And ſtreams around variety of lights, ES 
Recall them — this is Damon's wiſh. 
„Huge Breaden's * ſtony ſummit once I climb d 
Alter a kindling : Damon, what a ſcene! 
„What various views unnumber d ſpread beneath ! 
% Woods, towers, vales, caves, dells, cliffs and 
| « torrent floods; 
4 And here and there, between the ſpiry rocks, 
© The broad flat ſea. Far nobler proſpects theſe, 


1 Than gardens black with ſmoke in duſty towns. 
Where ſtenchy vapours often blot the fan: | 


Vet, flying from his quiet, thither crouds 


I Bach greedy wretch for tardy- riſing wealth, | 
| . © Which comes too late; that courts the taſte i in 


“ Vain, 


Ves, ye * 


Our ſnowy flocks, and wind the ſlecky fleece. 

„ Deem not, howe er, our occupation mean, 
accounts 
«© Well of the faithful ſhepherd, rank'd alike | 
With king and prieſt: they alſo ſhepherds are; 


| © For ſo th' All-ſceing ſtyles them, to remind 
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Elated man, forgetful of his charge. 


| «© But hatte, begin the rites : ſee purple Eve 


Stretches her thadows : all ye nymphs and ſwairs 
Pleas'd with honours due, | 


Shall bleſs our care, when ſhe by moonlight clear 
Skims o'er the dales, and eyes our ſleeping folds; 
Or in hoar cwves around Plynlymmon's brow, _ 
Where precious nunet als dart their purple gleams, 
Among her liſters the reclines ; the lov'd | 
Vasa F, profuſe ot graces, Ryddol F rough, 
Blithe Vſtwith To and Clevedoc F {wik of ſcot; 
And mingles various ſeeds of flowers and herbs, 
In the divided torrents, ere they burſt 


yſhire. 


+ Vaga, Ryddol, Yitwith, and Clevedoc, r:- 
vers, the tprings of which rite in the ſides of Plyn- 
I mmon. ' 
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% Through the dark clouds, and down the mountain 
60 roll. 
«« Nor taint- worm ſhall inſect the yeaning herds, 
« Nor penny-graſs, nor ſpearwort's poifonous 
66 — 5 
He ſaid : with light fantaſtic toe, the nymphs 
Thither aſſembled, thither every ſwain ; 
And o'er the dimpled ſtream a thouſand flowers, 
Pale liles, roſes, violets, and pinks, 
Mix'd with the of burnet, mint, and thyme, 
And trefoil, ſprinkled with their ſportive arms. 
Such cuſtom holds along th* irriguous vales, 
From Wreakin's brow to rocky Dolvoryn *, 
Sabrina's early haunt, ere yet ſhe fled 
The ſearch of Guendolen, her ſtepdame pond, 
With envious hate enrag d. The jolly chear, 
Spread on a moſſy bank, untouch'd abides, 
Till ceaſe the rites : and now the moſſy —_ 
1s gaily circled, and the jolly chear 
Diſpers'd in copious meaſure z early fruits, 
And thoſe of frugal ſtore, in huſk or rind; 
Steep'd grain, and curdled milk with dulcet cream | 
Soſt temper*d, in full merriment they quaff, 
And caſt about their gibes ; and ſome apace 
 Wiiftle to roundelays : their little - ones a 
Look on delighted : while the mountain- woods, 
And winding vallies, with the various notes 
Of pipe, ſneep, kine, and birds, and liquid brooks, 
Unite their echoes : near at hand the wide 
— Majeſtic wave of Severn ſlowly rolls | 
Along the deep«divided glebe: the flood, 
And trading bark with low contracted fail, 
Linger among the reeds and copſy banks 
; To Litew 3 and to view — 


r 1 E 1 7 * 
* . 
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55 NTRODUCT TON. Revemmendation of mercifu/re/s 
to animals. Of the wwinding of W901. Diver of 
v in the fleece: fill in the affertirg Hit; parti- 
culari among the Dutch. The ujes of awd fort. 
Severe Tvinters pernicious to the fleece, Directieus 8 
prevent their effefts. Wal Fahteſt in commor- | 
Felt: inconweniencies 7 commen fields. FVulgar 
errors con 2 the wwool of England : its real ex- 
cellencies directions in the choicc. No geed 
wool is cold or wee paſtures : yat all paſiu es im- 
prevcable ;; exemp.i ified in the Shs of Be ; 
Level. Bricain in ancient times not cſteemet 
rb. Countries eflteemed fer æuea before rhe A 
g:nautic expedition. Of that ex/editiory and its 
conjequent's, Countries afterro. ads eMeemed Ho 
Tccl, Je decay of arts ara ſciences in the barla- 


* PUivoryn, a ruinous 


le in Montgomcry- 


| | 
To win attention: this, ye ſhepherd ſwains, - 


Be faithful ; 


de, on the banks of the Sv erg. 
VOL. VII. 
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raus Ages : their revival, ff at Venice. Caune- 
tries nete for coal in the preſent times. Mol the 
r cloathing. The 


beſe of al! the various materials fo 


— of cur ifland, peculiarly excellent, is 
ing oerl. Afcrhods to prevent its exportaticn. 


Apology of the author for treating this ſubjeT. 
Biſhop > Blaine te inventor of wool-combing. OF 
the dying of w Few dyes the natural product 


of England. N. ſſity of trade for importing them. 


The advantages of trade, and its utility in the mo- 


ral world ; exemplified in the Pager J and ruin of 


the elder Tyre. 


OW, of the fever'd lock, begin the ſone, 
With various numbers, tixough the umple 


theme 


This is a labour. Yet, O Wray, if thou 
Ceaſe not with ſkilful hand to point her way, 


| The lark-wing' d Muſe, above the graſſy vale, 


| And hills, and wood, fhall, tinging, ſoar alott ; 


And he, whom Learning, Wiidom, Candor, 


Grace, 


12 Who glows with all the virtues of his fire, 
| | Royſton approve, and patronize the ſtrain. 


'Throuy!: all the brute creation, none, as ſheep, 
To lordly man ſuch ample tribute pay. 
For him their udders yield nectareous ſtreams : 
For him their downy veſtures they refign 3 
For bim they ſpread the feaſt : ah! ne er may he 
Glory in wants, which doom to pain and death 


I His blamelcſs fellow-creatures. Let diſeaſe, 
| Let waſted hunger, by deſtroying live ; 


And the permiſſion | uſe with trembling thanks, 


6 | Meekly reluctant : tis the brute beyond: 
And gluttons ever murder when they kill. 
En to the reptile every cruel deed 


Is high impiety. Howe'er not all, 
Not of the ſanguinary tribe are all; 


I All are rot ſavage. Come, ye 2 a. 
| | Like Brama's healthy ſons on Indus banks, | 
Whom the pure ſtream and garden fruits ſuſtain, 
| Ye are the ſons of Nature ; your mild hands 


Are innocent: ye, when ye thear, relieve. | 
Come, gentle ſwains, the bright unſully*d locks 


| | Collect: alternate ſongs ſhall ſouth your cares, 


And warbling muſic break from every ſpray. 
and the genuine locks alone | 

Wrap round : nor alien flake ror pitch enfold : 

Stain not your ſtores with baſe defire to add 

Fallacious weight: nor yet, to mimic thoſe, 

Minute and light, of ſindy Urchinfield *, 

Leſſen, with ſubtle art;fice, the fleect : 

Equal the fraud. Nor interpoſe delay, 

' Leſt buſy æther through the open wool 

Deviliating paſs, and every film | 

Ruftfie a- fully with the valley's duſt. 

Guard too rom moiſture, and the !retting moth. 

Pernicious: ſhe, in gloomy ſhade conceal d, 

Her labyr inth cuts, ard mocks the comber*s care. 

But in looſe locks of fells ſhe moſt delights, 

And ſceble dceces of diſtemper'd ſheep, 

Whither the hatters, by the mordid ſcent 


0 Þ Tae country at out Roſs, in Hereſordſhĩxe. 


the combe 


— — ä — — — — ̃ —— — — 


| For this long ſpuney wool no more increaſe. 
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Allur'd ; as the ſwiſt eagle to the fields 1 


Ot Raughtering war vr carnage : ſuch apart 
Keep for their proper uſe. Our ancettors 
Selected ſuch, for hoſpitable beds 
To reſt the ſtranger, or the gory chief, | 
From battle or the chace of wolves return d. 
When many-colour'd Evening finks behind 
The purple woods and hills, and oppoſite 
Riſes, full- orb'd, the filver harveſt-moon, 
To light th* unwearied farmer, late afield 
His ſcatter'd ſheaves collecting; then expect 
The artiſts, bent on ſpeed, om popuious Leeds, 
Norwich, or Froome ; they traverſe every plain, 
And every dale, where farm or cottage fmokes : 
Reject them not; and let the ſeaſon's price 
Win thy ſoft treaſures : let the bulky wain 
— Through duſty roads roll nedding; or the bark, 
That ſilently adown the cerule ſtream | 
Glides with white ſalls, diſpenſe the downy freight | 
To copſy villages on either ſide, 
And ſpiry towns, where ready diligence, 
The grateful burden to receive, awaits, 
Like ftrong Briareus, with his hundred hands. 
In the ſame fleece diverſity of wool 
Grows intermingled, and excites the care 
Of curious ſkill to fort the ſeveral kinds. 
But in this ſubtle ſcience none exceed 
Th' induſtrious Belgians, to the work who guide 
Each feeble hand of want: their ſpacious domes 
With boundleſs hoſpitality receive 
Each nation's outcaſts : : there the tender eve 
May view the maim'd, the blind, the lame, 
8 h emplo, 'd, . 
And unxejected age; z ev'n childhood there 
Its little fingers turning to the toil | 
_ Delighted : 'nimbly , with habitual ſpeed, | 
They ſever lock irom lock, and long and ſhert, 
And ſoit, and rigid, pile in ſeveral heaps. 
This the duſk hatter aſks; arother ſhines, 
Tempting the clothier ; that the hoſier ſeeks 3 
The long bright lock is apt for airy ſtuffs ; 
Put often it deccives the artiſt's care, 
Breaking unuſefut in the ſteely comb : 


Receives, while Winter petrities the fields: 
| The gro vth of Autumn ſtops : and what — 
a Ho 

Succeeds with roſy finger, and ſpins on 
The texture? yet in vain ſhe ſtrives to link 
The ſilver twine to that of Autumn's hand. 

Be then the fwain afvis'd to ſhicld his flocks 


F.om winter's deadening froſts and whelming | 


ros: 
> Let the loud tempeſt rattle on the roof, 
Wulle they, ſecure within, warm cribs enjoy, 
| -_ fell their fleeces, equal to the worth | 
Or cloath*d Apulian *, by fott warmth improv'd : 2 
Or let them inward heat and vigor find, 
Ny food of cole or turnep, hardy plants. 
Beſides, tae lock of one continued growth 
Inebibes a clearer ard more equal dye. 
Dut 2 wool ns who pony mw 


_ The 8 of Apulia, 8 and 
Aztica, uſed to cluath their ſheep with ſkins, to 
prekers.: ang improve their fleece. 
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Through a dull round, in unimproving farms 
Or common- fields: incloſe, incloſe, ye ſwains ; 


Why will you joy in common - field, where pitch, 


Noxious to wool, muſt ſtain your motley flock, 
To mark your property? The mark dilates, 
Enters the flalce depreciated, defil'd, | 
Unfit for beauteous tint : beſides, in fields 
Promiſcuous held, all culture languiſhes ; 


| The glebe, exhaulted, thin ſupply receives; 


Dull waters reſt upon the ruſhy flats 
And barren furrows : none the riſing grove 
There plants for late poſterity, nor hedge 


| To thield the flock, nor copſe tor chearing fre ; ; 


And, in the diſtant village, every hearth 

Devours the graſſy ſwerd, the verdant food | 

Of injur'd herds and flocks, or what the plouz}: 
Should turn and moulder for the bearded grain, 

Pernicious habit, drawing gradual on 

 Increafing beggary, and Nature's frowns. 

Add too, the idle pilterer eaſier there 

Eludes detection, when a lamb or ewe | 

From intermingled flocks he ſteals ; or when, 
With loofen'd tether of his horſe or cow, 


| The milky ſtalk of the tall green ear'd corn, 


The year's ſlow-ripening fruit, the anxious hope 
Of his laborious neighbour, he deſtroys. 

There are, who over-rate our ſpungy ſtores, 
Who deem that Nature grants no clime, butours, 
To ſpread upon its fields the dews of heaven, 

And feed the ſilky fleece; that card, nor comb, 
The hairy woll of Gaul can e*er ſubdue, | 
To form the thread, and mingle in the loom, 
Unleſs a third from Britain ſwell the heap. 


| Illufion all; though of our ſun and air 
Not ulvial is the virtue: nor their fruit, 
| Upon our ſnowy flocks, of ſmall efte.m : 
The grain of brighteſt tincture none ſo well 
| Imbibes: the wealthy Gobelins muſt to this 
 þ Bear witnefs, and the coſtlie ſt of their looms. 


And though, with hue of crocus or of roſe, 


No power of ſubtle food, or air, or foil, 


Can dye the living fleece; yet "twill avail. 
To note their influence in the tinging vaſe. 


| | Therefore from herbage of old -· paſtur d plains, 


Chief ſrom the matted turf of azure marle, | 
Where grow the whiteſt locks, collect thy ſtores. 

; Thoſe fields regard not, through whoſe recent turk 
The miry ſoil appears; not ev'n the ſtreams 
Of Yare, or filver Stroud, can purify 


winds, 


| Keen-biting on rempeſivons bills, 8 


And leave in dykes their ſoon- forgotten tears. 
Labor and Art will every aim atchieve 


| Of noble boſoms. Bedford Level “, erſt 


A dreary pathleſs waſte, the coughing flock. 


Was wont with hairy fleeces to deform ; 


And, ſmiling with her lure of ſummer flowers, 
The heavy ox, vain-ſtrugeline, to ingulph; 
Till one, of that high-honour'd patriot name, 
Ruſfc1, aroſe, who drain'd the ruſhy * | 


| m Cambridgeſhire. 
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Their frequent-ſully'd flexce 3 nor what rough 


| Yet much may he pertorm'd, to clieck the force 5 

Of Nature'sriyor : the high heath, by trees 
 Warm-ſhelter*'d, may deſpiſe the rage of ſtorms: _ 

Moors, bogs, and weepine fens, may learn to ſmile, 
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Confin'd the waves, bade groves and gardens 
bloom, 

And through his new creation led the Ouze, 
And gentle Camus, ſilver- winding ſtreams 
God-like beneficence ; from chaos drear 
To raiſe the garden and the ſhady grove ! 

But ſee Jerne's moors and hideous bogs, 
Immeaſurable tract. The traveller 
Slow tries his mazy ſtep on th' yielding tuft, 
Shuddering with fear : ev*n ſuch perfidious wilds, 
By labor won, have yielded to the como 
The faireſt length of wool. See Deeping ſens,/, 
And the long lawns of Bourn. Tis Art and 'Toil 
Gives Nature value, multiplies her ſtores, 
Varies, improves, creates: tis Art and Toil 
Teaches her woody hills with fruits to ſhine, 


The pear and taiteful apple; decks with fl owers 


And foodful pulſe the fields, that often riſe, 
Admiring to behold their furrows wave | 
With yellow corn. What changes cannot Toil 

With patient Art, effect? There was a time, 

When other regions were the ſwains delight, 
And ſhepherdleſs Britannia's ruſhy vales, 
Inglorious, neither trade nor labor knew, 

Baut of rude baſkets, homely ruſtic geer, | 

| Woven of the flexile willow ; till, at length, 

The plains of Sarum open'd to the hand | 
Of patient Culture, and, o'er ſinking woods, 
High Cotſwold ſhow'd her fummits. Urchinfield, 
And Lemſter's crofts, beneath the pheaſant's 

brake, | 
Long lay unnoted. Toil new paſture gives ; 
And, in the regions oft of active Gaul, | 

O' er leſſening vineyards ſpreads the growing turf, 
In eldeſt times, when kings and hardy chiefs 
In bleeting ſheepfolds met, for pureſt wool 
Pheenicia's hilly tracts were moſt renown'd, 
And fertile Syria's and Judza's land, 

Hermon, and Seir, and Hebron's brooky fides : 
Twice with the murex* crimſon hue they ting'd 
The ſhining fleeces: hence their gorgeous wealth ; 


= And hence aroſe the walls of ancient Tyre. 


Next buſy Colchis, bleſs'd with frequent rains, 
And lively verdure (who the lucid ſtream 5 
Ol Phaſis boaſted, and a portly race 
Ol fair inhabitants) improv'd the fleece; 2 
When, O'er the deep by flying Phryxus brought, 
The fam'd Theffalian ram enrich'd her plains. 
Tuhis, rifing Greece with indignation view'd, 
And youthful Jaſon an attempt conceiv d 
Around Olympug* brow, the Muſes* haunts, 
He rouz'd the to re-demand the fleece. 
Attend, ye Britiſh ſwains, the ancient ſong. 
Trom every region of Ægea's ſhore 
The brave aſſembled; thoſe illuſtrious twins, 
| Caſtor and Pollux; Orpheus, tuneful bard; 
| Zetes and Calais, as the wind in ſpeed; - 4 
Strong Hercules, and many a chief renown'd. 
On deep Iolcos' ſandy ſhore they throng'd 
G in armour, ardent of exploits; 
And ſoon, the laurel cord, and the huge ſtone 
Uplifting to the deck, unmoor'd the bark z; 
Whoſe keel, of wondrous length, the ſkiltul hand 
Or Argus faſhion'd for the proud attempt; _ 
And in th* extended keel a lofty maſt 
Up-rais*d, and fails full-fwelling ; to the chicks 


To Thynia's hoſpitable 
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Unwonted objects: now firſt, now they learn d 
Their bolder ſteerage over ocean wave, 

Led by the golden ſtars, as Chiron's art 

Had mark'd the ſphere celeſtial. Wide abroad 
Expands the purple deep: the cloudy iſles, 
Scyros and Scopelos, and Icos, riſe, | 

And Haloneſos : ſoon huge Lemnos heaves 

Her azure head above the level brine, 


Shakes off her miſts, brightens all her cliffs: 


ers a 
Cautious approaching, in Myrina's port 
Caſt out the cabled ſione upon the firand. | 
| Next to the Myſian ſhore they ſhape their courſe, 
But with too eager haſte : in the white foam 
His oar Alcides breaks; howe*er, not long 
The chance detains ; he ſprings upon the ſhore, 


to wers | 


| | Of Helleſpont they ply the rugged ſurge, 


To Hero's and Leander's ardent love 
Fatal: then ſmooth Propontis* widening wave, 
That like a glaſſy lake expands, with hills, 


| Hills above hills, and gloomy woods, begirt. 


And now the Thracian Boſphorus thy dare, 
Till the Symplegadles, tremendous rocks, 
Threaten approach; but they, unterrify*d, 


Cleave their bold paſſage : nathleſs by the craggs 
And torrents ſorely ſhatter'd : as the ſtrong 
Eagle or vulture, in th* entangling net 
Involv'd, breaks through, yet jgaves 
6 — 


Paſs many pearls, and to fame by fuch _ 
Experience riſe. Refreſh'd, again they ſpeed | 
From cape to cape, and view unnumber' d ſtreams, 
Halys, with hoary Lycus, and the mouths 

Ot Aſparus and Glaucus, rolling ſwift 

To the broad deep their tributary waves; 

Till in the long- ſought harbour they arrive 


_ | Of golden Phafis. Foremoſt on the ſtrand 


algen advanc'd : the deep capacious bay, 
he crumbling terrace of the marble port, 


In every glittering hall, within, without, 


| Ser all the timbrel- ſounding ſquares and ſtreets, 
| Nothing appear'd but luxury, and crowds £21 


Sunk deep in riot. To the public weal . 
Attentive yone he found : for he, their chief 


ot mepherds, proud Attes, by the name 
[Sometimes ot king diſtinguiſh'd, gan to light 
The ſhepherds trade, and turn to ſong and dance 


Ev'n Hydrus ceas'd to watch; Medea's ſongs 

Of joy, and roſy youth, and Beauty's charme, 
With magic ſweetneſs lull'd his cares aſleep, 

Til the bold heroes graſp'd the golden fleece. 

| Nimbly they wing'd the bark, ſurrounded ſoon 
By Neptune's triendly waves: ſecure they ſpecd 
O'er the known ſeas, by every guiding cape, 
With proſperous return. The myrtle ſores, 


And 2 mirror of Iol cos“ lake, 
| 2 | 


_ | Wondering he view'd, and ſtately palace-dom*s, 
| Pavilions proud of luxury; around, 1 


79 


While they, her flattering creeks and opening 
bow " 


| And, rifting from the roofs atapering pine, 
Renews his ftroke. Between the threatening 


Through the ſharp- pointed cliffs and thunderir g 


his plumes 
| Thus, through the wide waves, their flow way ary | 
| force 1 5 


8 Olympus“ brow, 
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With loud acclaim receiv'd them. Every vale, 

And every hillock, toucir'a tlie tune ful ſtops 

Of pipes unnumber'd, for the ram regain'd. 

Thus Phafis Joit his pride : his flighted nymphs 

Along the withering dales and paſtures mourn'd ; 

The trade-ſhip lett his ftr-ams ; the merciuant 

ſhunn'd 

His defart borders; each inger.ious art, 

Trade, Liberty, and Affluence; all reiir'd, 

And left to Want and Servitude their ſeats ; 

Vile ſucceſſors ! and gloomy Ignorance 

Following like Ur-ary Night, whoſe ſable hand 

Hangs on the purple ſkirts of flying da). 
Sithence the flerces of Arcadian plains, 

And Attic, and 'T heffalian, bore eſteem ; 

And thoſe in Grecian colonies diſpers*'d, 

Caria and Doris, and lonia's coaſt, 

And fam'd Tarentum, where Galeſus? tide, 

Rolling by ruir : hoar of ancient towns, 

_ Through ſolitary vallies ſeeks the fea. 

Or green Altim m, by an hundred Alps 

a 'd, whoſe woods and mowy peaks 

c 
Shield her low plains from de _ _—_— 
| bla 


Thoſe too of Bœtica's delicious fields, | 
With golden fruitage blefs'd of higheſt taſte, 
What need I name ? The Turdetanian tract, 
Or rich Coraxus, whoſe wide looms unroll'd 
The fineſt webs? where ſcarce a talent weig!1'd 
A ram's equivalent. Then owy Tin 
Io late improv'd Britannia gave renown. 
lo the revolving courſe of mighty time, 
Who loftinefs abaſes, tumbles down 
| — lifts the lowly vale. 
| Where is the majeſty of ancient Rome, | 
The throng of heroes in her ſplendid ftreets, 
"The ſrowy veſt of peace, or purple robe, 
Slow trail'd triumphal? Where the Attic fleece, 
And Tarentine, in warmeſt litter'd cotes, | 
Or ſunny meadows, cloath*d with coftly care? 
All in the ſol:tude of rein loſt, 
War's horrid carnage, vain Ambition's duſt. 
Long lay tne mourniul realms of e ider Fame = 
In gloomy deviation, till appear'd | 
Beaute ous Venetia, firſt of all the nymphs, 
WI O rom the mejanchkoly waſte emecg'd: 
In Acdria's guiph her clotted Jocks ſhe lav'd, 
And roſe another Venus: each ſoſt joy, 
Fach aid of life, her buſy wit reſtor d; 
Scicnce reviv'd, with all the lovely Arts, 
And all the Graces. Reſtituted Trade 
To every Virtue lent his lielping ſtores, 
And chear'd the vales around; again the pipe, 
And hleatine flocks, awak' d che che. iul lan. 
The glotiy flceces now of prime eftcem 
| Soft Aſa boaſts, where lovely Caſſimeit, 
Within a lefty mound ot circling hilts, 
Spreads her dcliciocs ſtores; woos, rocks, caves, 


lakes, 
Hills, lawns, and winding ſtreams ; 3 2 region 
| terin'd | 
The paradiſe of Indus. Next, the plairs 


Of Lahor, by that arb or ſtretch'd immerſe, 


Of India's worthip'd prince, whoſe luit is law ; 
Remote Comir ors; nor to ancient Fame, 


Nor n. dein &. ur, t. II EuLLe-hearted Roe, 
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| Of Caza's bowery dales, and brooky Caus, 


| Her ſoft materials, not from fheep alone, 


© 


| Has favour'd Cotſwold wich luxuriant praiſe, 
Need we the levels green cf Lincoln note, 


Peculiar ; envy of the neighbouring realms ? a 


With boſſy turnep, and luxuriant cole, 
| Learns through the circling year their flocks to feed. 
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Faithful, ſagacious, active, patient, brave, 
Led to ther diſtane climes adventurous trade. 
Add too the filky wcol of Libyan lands, 


Where loity Atlas ſpreads his verdant teet, 
While in ti: e clouds h. hoary ſhoulders bend. 
Next proud Iberia glories in the growth 
Of hugn Caſtie, and mild Segovian glades. 
And beautcous Albion, ſince great Edgar chac'd 
The prowling wolf, with many a lock appears 
Of filky luſtre ; chief, Siluria, thine ; 


CO ˙ A TROUT ER on OY 


| Thine, Vaza, favour'd ſtream ; from ſheep minute 


On Cambria tred : a pound o'erweighs a fleece. 
Gay Epſom's too, and Banſtead's, and what gleams 
On Veaa's ifle, that ſhclters Albcon's fleet, 
With all its thunders: or Salopiait ſtores, 

Theſe which are gather d in the fields oi Clun : 

| High Cotſwold alſo mong the ſhepherd ſwains 

Is oit remember'd, 4 the greedy plough 


| Preys on its carpet: He *, whoſe ruſtic Maſe 


O'er heatiz and craggy halt her wing d. ſplay d, 
And ſung the boſky bourns of Alfred's ſhires, 


Or rich Leiceſtra's marly plains, for length 
Of whiteſt locks and magnitude of fleece 

But why recount our y lawns alone, 
While ev'n the t:llage of * cultur d plains, 


Ingenious trade ! to cloath the naked world, 


From various animals, reeds, trees, and ſtones, | 
Collects ſagacious: in Eudœa's ifle = 
A wondrous rock +1 is found, of which arc woven 


| Veſts incombuſtible: Batavia, flax; 


Siani's warm marith yields the fiſſile cane; 
Sott Perſia, ſik; Balaſor's ſhady hills 


Tough bark of trees; Peruvian Pito, graſs ; 


And every ſultry clime the ſnowy down 


Of cotton burſting from its ſtubtorn ſhell 


To gleam amid the verdure of the grove. 


| With glofTy air of Tibet's thagged goat 


Are light tiaras woven, that wreath the head, 
And airy fioat behind: the beaver's flix - 


Gies kindlieſt warmth to weak enervate limbs, 
= | 
Ie tin ſhall Ver all prevail the ſhepherd's ſtores, 


When the pale blood flow riſes through the veins. 


For numerous uſes known : none yield ſuch warmth, 


Such beauteous hues receive, ſo long endure ; 
| has pliant to the loom, ſo various, nonc. 


Wild rove the flocks, x no burdening fleece they 
hear, 


| 11 In fervid climes : Nature gives nought in vain. 


C:rmenian wool on the broac! tail alone 
| Reſpiendent ſwells, enormous in its growth: 


| As the ſleek ram trom green to green removes, 


On aiding wacels his heavy pride-he draws, 

And glad refigns it ter the hatter's uſe. 
Ev'n in the new Columbian world appears 

The woolly covering : Apacheris” s * glades, 


| And Canfes* , echo to an pipes and flocks 


| 
Though many a calm, to Agra, tie proud tinone | 


— Drayton. + The Aſbeſtos. 


* Provinces in Louiſiana, on tie werter de © 
the Nl ili ppt, | 


Trade's open 
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Of foreign ſwains. While time ſhakes down his 

lands, | 

And works continual change, be none ſecure : 

icken your labors, brace your ſlackening nerves, 

Ye Britons ; z nor ſleep careleſs on the lap 

Of bounteous Nature ; ſhe is elſewhere kind. 

See Miſfiſippi lengthen on her lawns, 

L- itious to the ſhepherds: ſee the f 

ile Arica 1, like camels form'd ; | 

Which bear huge burdens to the ſca-beat ſhore, 

And ſhine with fleeces ſoſt as down. 

Coarſe Bothnic locks are not devoid of uſe ; 

They cloath the mountain carl, or mariner 

Laboring at the wet ſhruuds, or ſtubborn helm, 
While the loud billows daſh the groaning deck. 

All may not Stroud's or Taunton's veſtures wear; 

Nor what, from fleece Ratæan 1, mimic flowers 

Of rich Damaſcus : many a texture bright 

Of that material in Przetorium & woven, 

Or in Norvicum, cheats the curious eye. 

If any wool iar to our iſle 
Is given by Nature, tis the comber's lock, 

The ſoft, the ſnow-white, and the long-grown 

EE == 

| Hither be turn'd the public's wakeful eye, = 

This golden fleece to guard, with ſtricteſt watch, 

From the dark hand of pilfering Avarice, 

Who, like a ſpe&re, haunts the midnight hour, 

When Nature wide around him les ſupine 
And filent, in the tangles ſoit involv'd | 
Of death-like fleep: he then the moment marks, 

While the pale moon illumes the trembling tide, 

Speedy to lift the canvas, bend the oar, | 

And watt his thefts to the perfidious foe. 

Happy the patr:ot, who can teach the means 
To check his frauds, and yet untroubled leave 
channels. Would a aid 
To honeſt toil, in Cambria's hilly tracts, 

Or where the Lune || or Coker * wind their ſtreams, | 

Be found ſufficient? Far, their airy fields, | 

Far from infeQtious luxury ariſe. 

O might their mazy dales, and mountain fides 

With copious fleeces of Ierne ſhine, 

And gulphy Caledonia, wiſely bent 

On wealthy fiſheries and flaxen webs; 

| Then would the ſiſter realms, amid their ſeas, 

Like the three Graces in harmonious fold, 

By mutual aid enhance their various charms, | 
And bleſs remoteſt climes To this lov'd end, 
Awake, Benevolence; to this lov'd end, 

Strain all thy nerves, and every thought explore. 

Far, far away, whoſe paſfions would immure, 
in your own little hearts, the joys of lite ; 

(Ve worms of pride) tor your repaſt alone, 

Win claim all nature's ſtores, woods, waters, | 
| meads, 

All her profuſion ; whoſe * hands wed zraſp 

Ti peaſant's ſcandline, the weak widow mite, 


And in the ſe pulchre of Self entomh 


Whatc'er ye can, whate'er ye cannot uſe. 


'® Theſe ſheep are called Guanapes. - 
Þ A province of Peru. 

I The fleeces of Leiceſterſhire. 

8 Coventry. 

A river in Cumberland. 

A river n Lancailure. 


| With dumb complacence: 


I Honour with yearly ictals ; 


$1 

Know, for ſuperior ends th' Almighty Power 

(The Power, whoſe tender arms embrace the 
worm) 


Breathes o'er the food(ul earth the breath of life, 
And forms us manitoid ; allots to each | 


His fair peculiar; wiſdom, wit and ſtrength ; 


Wiſrom, and wit, and itength, in ſwect accord, 
| To aid, to cheer, to couniel, to protect, 

And twiſt the miglity tond. Thus teebic man, 
With man united, is a nation ſtrong 

Builds towery cities, fatiates every want, 

And makes the ſeas protound, and foreſts wild, 
The gardens of his joys. Man, each man's ban 
For the higis Sufineſs of the public good. 

For me, tis mine to pray, that men regard 
Their occupations with an lioneſt heart, 

And cheartul diligence: Uke the uſeful bee, 

To gather tor the hive not ſweets alone, | 
But wax, and each material; pleas'd to find 
Whate'er may ſooth diſtreſs, and raiſe the fall'n, 
In life's rough race: O be it as my wiſh! | 
"Tis mine to teach th* inactive hand to reap 
Kind nature's bounties, o'er the globe diffus'd. 

For this, I wake the weary hours of reſt 3 


| With this defire, the merchant I attend; 
| By this impell'd, the ſhepherd's hut I ſeek, 


And, as he tends his flock, his I:&vres hear 


| Attentive, pleas'd with pure ſimplicity, 
| And rules divulg'd beneficent to ſheep: 
Or turn the compaſs o'er the painted chart, 


To mark the ways of traffic ; Volga's ſtream, 
Cold Hudſon's cloudy ſtieights, warm Atric's cape, 
Latium's firm roads, the Ptolemean foiſe, | 


: | And China's long canals; thoic noble works, 
| Thoſe high effects of civilizing trade, 
Employ me, ſedulous of public weal : 


| Yet not unmindful of my ſacred charge; 


| But alſo mindful, thus deviũng good, 


At vacant ſeaſons, ot; when evening mild 
Purples the vallies, and the ſhepherd counts 
His flock, returning to the quict fold, 

for Religion, tuis, 
To give our every comſort to diſtreſs, 

And follow firtue with an numble mind; 
This pure Religion. Thus, in elder eme, 


The reverend Blaſius wore his le. ſure hours, 


And ſlumbers, broken oft : till, fill'd at kngth 


|| With inſpiration, after various thought, 
And trials manifold, his well-known voice 
Gather'd the poor, and o'er Vulcanian ſtoves, 5 


With tepid lees of oil, ard ſpiky comb, 


I Shew'd _ the fleece might lere tel to greater 


| len 


Fre Whech went round 3 : 


Matrons and maids - vitli fonys relic v'd tlieir als; 3 


And every loom receiv d the ſotte r yarn, 


What poor, what widow, Blanus, d. d not bleſs 
Thy teaching hand ? Thy botom, like the morn, 
13 its wealth ? What nat. un did rot ſeck, 


_ | Of thy new-modePd wol, the cur.ous webs? 


Hence tlie glad citirs of the loom his name 
tarcugh their ſtreets 
The pomp, with tunerul ſounds, and order juſt, 


| Denoting Lt or's happy progreſs, moves, 
| Proceff.on tlow and ſolemn : 


firſt tie rout ; 
Tien tervient youth, and inagiterial eld; 
Lal a>. of og 3 4. Iain; o 1; 18 ran!. 9 


Ine purple ſtain on fleecy woofs he ſpread, 
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His ſway, and office, in the common weal ; 
And to to the board of ſmiling plenty's ſtores 
Aſſemble, where delicious cates and fruits 
Of every clime are pil'd ; and with free hand, 
Teil only taſtes the feaſts, by nerveleſs eaſe 
Unreliſh'd. Various mirth and ſong reſound ; 
And oft they interpoſe improving talk, 
Divulging each to other knowledge rare, 
Sparks, from experience, that ſometimes ariſe; 
Till night 8 cown the ſenſe, or morning's | 


Ra wh to labor, man to labor korn. 

Then 1 ſlerk brightening lock, from hand to 
Renews its circling courſe : this feels the card; 
That, in the comb, admires its growing length; 
This, blanch'd, emerges from the oily wave; 
And that, the amber tiat, or ruby, drinks. 
| _ For it ſuffices not, in flowery vales, | 

Only to tend the flock, and ſhear ſoft wool: 
Gums muſt be ſtor d of Guinea's arid coaſt ; 
Mexican woods, and India's brightening ſalts; 
Fruits, herbage, ſulphurs, minerals, to ſtain 
The fleece prepar d, which oil-imbibing earth 
Of Wooburn blanches, and keen alum-waves 
Intenerate. With curious eye obſerve, 
In what variety the tribe of ſalts, 

Gums, ores, and liquors, — hues 
Produce, abſterſive or reſtringent ; 
Steel caſts the ſable 3 how pale —— ſus d 


- In fluid ſpiritꝰous, the ſcarlet dye; 


And how each tint is made, or mixt or chang'd, 
By mediums colourleſs : why is the fare 
Of ſulphur kind to white and azure hues, 
Pernicious elſe : why no materials yield 
Singly their colours, thoſe except that ſhine 
Wich topaz, ſapphire, and cornelian rays : | 
And 2 though nature's face is cloath'd in 


No green is found to beautify the fleece, 

But what toil by mixture gives. 

To find effects, why cauſes lie conceal*d, 
Reaſon uncertain tries : howe'er, kind chance 
Oft with equivalent diſcovery pays | 
Its wandering efforts ; thus the German ſage, 

Diligent Drebet, o'er alchemic fire, 


Seeking the ſecret ſource of gold, receiv'd 
Of alter'd cochineal the crimſon ſtore. 


Tyrian Melcartus thus (the firſt who brought 
Tin's uſeful ore from Albion's diſtant iſle, 
And, for unwearied toils and arts, the name 

Of Hercules acquir d) when o'er the mouth 

Of his attendant ſheep-dog he beheld . 
The wounded murex ſtrike a purple ſtain, _. 


Which lur'd the eye, adorning many a nymph, 
And drew the pomp of trade to riſing Tyre. 

| Our vallies yield not, or but ſparing yield, 
2 he dyer's gay materials. ._ wow; 
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Or root ef madder, here or purple woad, 

By which our naked anceſtors obſcur'd 

Their hardy limbs, inwrought with myſtic forms, 
Like Egypt's obeliſks. The powerful ſun 

Hot India's zone with gaudy pencil paints, 

And drops delicious tints o'er hill and dale, 
Which trade to us conveys. Not tints alone, 
Trade to the good phyſician gives his balms ; 
Gives chearing cordials to th' afflicted heart; 
Gives, to the wealthy, delicacies high ; 

Gives, to the curious, works of nature rare; 
And when the prieſt diſplays, in juſt diſcourſe, 
Him, the all-wiſe Creator, and declares 

His preſence, power, and goodneſs, unconfin'd, 


| *Tis trade, attentive voyager, who fills 


His lips with argument. To cenſure trade, 
Or hold her buſy p in contempt, 


Let none preſume. The dignity, and grace, 


| And weal, of human life, their fountains owe 


To ſeeming imperfections, to vain wants, 
Or real exigencies ; paſſions ſwift | 
Forerunning reaſon contrarious bents, 


| The ſteps of men diſperſing wide abroad | 
O'er realms and ſeas. There, in the ſolemn 


ſcene, 
Infinite wonders glare before t':cir eyes, 
Humiliating the mind enlarg'd ; for they 
The cleareſt ſenſe of Deity receive, 
Who view the wideſt of his works, 


climes : 

Who ſee the fi of boundleſs love, 
Nor leſs the judgments of Almighty Power, 
That warn the wicked, and the wretch who 
From human juſtice : who, aſtoniſh'd, view 
Etna's loud thunders and tempeſtuous fires ; 
The duſt of Carthage; deſert ſhores of Nile; 
m ; Or Tyre's abandon'd ſummit, crown'd of old 


iſles, 

And radiant thrones, aſſembled in her marts; 
Whither Arabia, whither Kedar, brought 
Their ſhaggy goats 
Where rich Damaſcus pil'd his fleeces white, 
Prepar*d, and thirſty for the double tint, 


Sow'd imperceptible his poiſonous weed, 
Which crept deſtructive up her lofty domes, 


0 As ivy creeps around the graceful trunk 
lot ſome tall oak. Her lofty domes no more, 


Not ev'n the ruins of her pomp, remain; 
Not ev'n the duſt they ſunk in; by he breath | 

Of the Omnipotent offended hurl d 1 5 
Down to the bottom of the ſtormy deep: 


Only the ſolitary rock remains, 
Her ancient ſcite; a'monument to thoſe, 


| IWuo toil and wealth 3 for lo and. 


| | 


Ranging the glube with trade through various 


With ſtately towers; whoſe merchants, from their | 


, their flocks, and bleating lambs ; 


And flowering ſhuttle. While the admiring world 
Crowded her ſtreets; alt! then the hand of Pride 


— 


| 


 TDROCFED, Arcadian Muſe ; refume the pipe 
r 


Though few : for every note which virtue wounds, 
However pleafing to the vulgar herd, N 


Has falſe diſſembling vice to amorous airs 
The reed apply d, and heedleſs youth allur d- 
Too oft, with bolder found, enflam'd the rage 

Of horrid war. | 

Direct our rural numbers, as of old, 
Wen plains 


So thou, the friend of ever; virtuous deed 
And aim, though feeble, ſhalt theſe rural las 
Approve, O Heathcote, whoſe benevolence 
Viſits our vallies; where the paſiure ſpreads, 
And wher: the bramble ; At. d viCuid juſtly A 
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BOOK III. 
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INTRODUCTION. Recommendation of labor. 
The ſeveral metheds of ſpinnirg. Deſcription T4 the 
cem, and of weaving. Variety of loems. The falling - 
mill deſcribed, and the progreſs of the manufacture. 
Dying of cloth, and the excellence of the French in 
that art. Frequent of our artificers. 


Ne { igence 
The ill conſequences of ,. Country- wor ies | 
7235 ; with a deſcription of one. Coad effekt of | 
ind 


| exemplified in the proſpect of Burſtal and 
Leeds ; and the cloth=market there deſcribed. Pre- 


ference 55 the labors of the loom to other manufac- 
1 


tures, rated by ſome compariſens. Hiſtory of 
the art of weaving : its removal from the Nether- 
lands, and ſettlement in ſeveral parts of England. 
Cenſure of thoſe oho Twould rejeft the perſecuted and 


the ſtranger. Our trade and proſperity owing to 


them. Of the manufafure of tapeſtry, taught us | 


| by the Saracens. Tapeſtries of Bleinkeim deſcribed. 


Different arts, procuring wealth to different coun- | 


| tries. Numerous inhabitants, and their induſtry, 


mie ſureſt ſcurce of it. Hence a wiſh, that cur 


country were open to all men. View of the roads 


and rivers, through which cur manufacti cs are 


conveyed. Our navigations net far from the ſeats 
of our manufafurcs : other countries leſs happy. 
The difficult work of Egypt in joining the Nile to 
the Red Sea; and of France in attempting, by 
canals, a communication between the Ocean an.i the 
Mediterranean. Such junctions may more eaſily be 


performed in England, and the Trent and Severn | 


united to the Thames. Deſcription of the Thames, 
and the pert of London. . FO | 


diſus'd, though ſweet the 


And to the fongs of Nature's choiriſters 


Harmonious. Audience pure be thy delizht, 7 


To the purg'd ear is diſcord. Vet too oft 


Let no tlie fleecy looms 


and ſheeptolds were the Muſes' 
haunts, 85 
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83 
True charity, by teaching idle want 
And vice the inclination to do good, 
| Good to themſelves, and in themſelves to all, 
Through grateful toil. Ev'n nature lives by toil: 
Beaſt, bird, air, fire, the beavens, and rolling 
worlds, gs | 
All live by action: nothing lies at reſt, | 
| But death and ruin: man is born to care; | 
Faſhion'd, improv' d, by labor. This of old, 
Wiſe ſtates obſerving, gave that happy law, 
| Which doom'd the rich and needy, every rank, 
Jo manual occupation; and oft call'd | 
Their chieſtains from the ſpade, or furrowing 
plough, | | 
Or bleating ſhcepſold. Hence utility | 
'Through all conditions ; hence the joys of health ; 
| Hence ſtrength of arm, and clear judicious rhouglity | 
Hence corn, and wine, and oil, and all in lite 
Delectable. What ſimple nature yields 
(And nature does her part) are only rude 
Materials, cumbers on the thorny ground; 
"Tis toils that make them wealth; that makes 
fleece 5 | Rn 
(Yet uſeleſs, riſing in unſhapen heaps) 3 
Anon, in curious woofs of heauteous hue, 
A vefture uſefully ſuccinct and warm, 
Or, trailing in the length of graceful folds, 
A royal mantle. Come, ye village nymphs, 
The ſcatter*'d miſts reveal the duſky hills; 
Grey dawn appears ; the golden morn aſcends, 
And paints the glittering ro:ks, and purple woods, 
And flaming fpires ; ariſe, begin your toils ; | 
Behold the fleece henecath the ſpiky comb | 
Drop its long locks, or, from the mingling card, 
Spread in ſoft flakes, and ſwell the whiten'd floor. 
Come, village nymphs, ye matrons, and ye 
maids, | | 
Receive the ſoft material: with light ſtep 
Whether ye turn around the ſpacious wheel, 
Or, patient fitting, that revolve, which forms 
A narrower circle. On the brittle work 
Point your quick eye; and let the hand affilt 
To guide and ſtretch the gently-lefſening thread : 
Even, unknotted twine, will praiſe your kill. 
A diſſerent ſpinning every different web _ 
| Aſks from your glowing fingers: ſome require 


the 


— — 


The more compact, and ſome the looſer wreath : 


The laſt for ſottneſs, to delight the touch 
Ot chamber d delicacy i fcarce the cirque 
Need turn around, or twine the lengthening flake. 


| There are, to ſpect their labor, who prefer 
| Wheels douhle-ſpol'd, which yield to either hand 
| A ſeveral Ine: and many, yet adhere | | 
_ | To tl” ancient diſtaff, at the boſom fix d, 
{ Caſting the whirling ſpindle as they walk: 
I At home, or in the ſheepfold, or rhe mart, 


Alike the work procecds. This method {till 


I Norvicum favours, and th' Icenian * town: : 


It yicles their airy ſtuffs an apter throat. 
This was of old, in no inglor:ous Cay, 
The mode of ſpinning, when Uu Lzyftum prince 


IA golden diitaff gave that beauteous nymph, 


Too-vteauteous Helen: no uncourtly zT 


| Then, when each gay diverſion of the fair 
| Led to ingenious uſe. But patient art, 
That on experieuce work:, f: um hour  huur, 


The Leni wore e inhabitants r Zuffelk 
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Sagacious, has a ſpiral engine * form'd, 
Which, on an hundred ſpoles, an hundred threads, 
Wirh one huge wheel, by lapſe of water, twines, 
Few ands requiring; eaſy-tended work, | 
That copiouſly ſupplies the greedy loom. 


Nor hence, ye Nymphs, let anger cloud your | 
brows : 


The more is wrought, the more is ſtill requir'd : 
Blithe o'er your toils, with wonted ſong, proceed : 
Fear not ſurcharge ; your hands will ever find 
Ample employment. In the ſtriſe of trade, 
"Theſe curious inſtruments of ſpeed obtain 
Various advantage, and the diligent 
Supply with exerciſe, as ſountains fure, 
Which, ever-eliding, ſeed tlie flowery lawn. 
Nor, ſhould the careful State, ſeverely k.nd, 
In every province, to the houſe of toil 
Compel the vagrant, and each implement 
Of ruder art, the comb, the card, the wheel, 
Teach their unwilling hands, nor yet complain. 
Yours, with the public good, ſhall ever rife, 
Ever, while o*cr the lawns, and airy downs 
The bleating ſheep and ſhepherc”s pipe are heard; 
While in tie brook ye blanc! the gliſtening fleece, 
And th? amorovs youth, delighted with your tolls, 
Quavers the choiceſt of his ſonnets, warm'd 
By growing traffic, friend to wedded love. 
The amorous youth, with various hopes inflam'd, 
Nov on the buſy ſtage fee him ſtep forth, 
With heating breaſt : high-honour'd he bebolds ; 


Rich induftry. Firſt, he beſpeaks a loom: 


From ſome thick v. ood the carpenter ſelects 
A ſlender oak, or heech of gloſſy trunk, 

Or ſaplin aſh : he ſhapes the ſturdy beam, 3 
The poſts, and treadles; and the frame combines. 
"The ſmith, with iron-ſcrews, and plated hoops, 
Conſirms the ſtrong machine, and gives the bolt 
That ſtrains the roll. To theſe the turner's lathe, 
And graver's knife, the hollow ſnuttle add. 
Various proteſſions in the work unite : 

For each on each depends. Thus he acquires 
The curious engine, work of ſubtle ſxill; 
Howe'er, in vulgar uſe around the globe 
Frequert — of high antiquity 
No c oubtful mart : tliꝰ adverturous voyager, 
Joſs'd over ocean to remoteſt ſnores, | 
_ Hears on remoteſt ſhores the murmuring loom ; 
des the 53 plough, and brio. d 
| field, 

The wheel-mov q v-2770n, ard the eiſcipline DEE 
Ot ſtrong- yok d ſterrs. What neecful art is new ? | 
Neext, the induſtrious youth employs his care 
To ſtore ſoft yarn 3 and now he ſtrains the warp 
Along the garden-waiF, or highw ay - ſide, | | 
Snoothinz each tiircad 3 row fits it to the oon, 
And fits before the work : from hand to land 
The thready ſhvutrics wlides along the lines, 
Whicl open ts the v-0077, and ſhut alten: 
Fend ever and aren, to firm the work, 
Arainſt tie web is driven the noiſy frame, 
hat ver the levil ruthes, like a turge, 
Wich, often daſhing on the fandy beach, 
Conpatts th: travels road + rrom hand to hand 
£22419, actes the lines ot opening. glides 
ne chreudy ſputtle, while the web apace 

ratz, as the Vgnt of caſtern fler, 


Paus enz. ne for £ctton nnd fine woot, 


| Fuſtic, or logw 


POLMS. 


nds G6 es Gn cite mars; 
And all the fair expanſe with beauty glows. 
Or, if the broader mantle be the taſk, 


| He chuſes ſome companion to his toil. 


From fide to fide, with amicable aim, 
Each to the other darts the nimble bolt, 
While friendly converſe, prompted by the work, 
Kindles improvement in the opening mind. 
What need we name the ſeveral kines of looms ? 


j Thoſe delicate, to whoſe fair-colour'd threads 
Hang figur'd weights, whoſe various numbers 


guide 
The artiſt's hand: he, unſeen flowers, and trees, 
And vales, and azure hills, unerr:ng works. 
Or that, whoſe numerous needles, ning bright, 
Weave the warm hoſe to cover tender li 
Modern invention: modern is the want. 


Near ſome clear · ſliding river, Aire or Stroud, 
Is by the noiſy ſulling- mill receiv'd; 
Where tumbling waters turn enormous 1 
And hammers, inn and deſcending, learn 
To imitate the induſtry of man. 

Oſt the wet web is ſteep d, and often rais'd, 
Faſt-dripping, to the river's graſſy bank; 


| | Next, from the flacken'd beam the wt woe, 


Wring out the latent water : then, up-hung 
On rugged tenters, to the fervid ſun 
Its level ſurface, reckingy it expands; 


Still brightening in each rigid diſcipline, 


And gathering worth; as numan life, in pains, 


Conflicts, and troubles. Soon the clothier's ſhears, 


And hurler's thiſtle, ſkim the ſurface ſheen. 
The round of work goes on, from day to day, 
Seaſon to ſeaſon. So the huſbandman 
Purſues his cares; his plough divides the glee ; 


| The fee! is fown 3 rough rattle o'er the clods 
The harrow's teeth; quick weeds his hoe 


hoe ſubdues : 
The fickle labours, and tie flow team ſtrains ; 


| Till grateful harveſt-home rewards his toils. 


Th ingeniovs artiſt, learn'd in drugs, beftorws 


| | The laſt improvement; for th unlabour'd — 


Rare is permitted to imbide the dye. 


= In penetrating waves of boiling vats 


The ſnowy web is ſteep'd, with grain of weld, | 
ood, mix d, Or cochineal, 5 
Or the dark purple pulp of Pictiſn woad, 
Of ſtain tenacious, deep as ſummer ſkies, 
Like thoſe that canopy the towers of Stowe 
After ſoft rains, when birds their notes attune, 
Ere the melodious rightingal- begins. | | 
From yon broad vaſe behold the ſaffron woels 
 Beniteous emerge; from theſe the azure riſe; 
This gloves with crimſon : that the auburn holds; 
Thete Mail tie prince vi ith purple robes acorn ; 


And thofe the warrior mark, and tl:ofc the prieſt. 


Few are the primal colours of the art; 


- | Five only; black, and yellow, blue, brown, red; . 


Vet hence innumerable hues ariſe. 


And thieving air's attacics. How great the need, 
| With utmoſt caution to prepare the woot, 

To ſeek the beit-adapted dyes, and fairs, 

And pureſt gums! fince your whole ſki!} corfiſts 
In opening well the fibres of the wee, 

For the recept on of the beauteous de, 


K 


And ſinewyy arms of men, with full - ſtrainꝰd ſtrength, 


— — — — 


F That ſtain alone is good, which hears unchang'd 
Diſfdlvin g water's, and calcining ſun's, 


r . eee EEE: 
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_ Up-rais'd,, fim room to rooin we ilowly walk, 
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And wedging every grain in every pore, 
Firm as a diamond in rich gold enchas'd. | 
But what the powers, which lock them in the 


web; 

Whether incruſting falts, or weight of air, 
Or fountain-water*s cold contracting wave, 
Or all combin'd, it well befits to know. 
Ah! wherefore have we loſt our old repute ? 
And who enquires the cauſe, why Gallia's ſons 
In depth and brilliancy of hues excel ? 
Yet yield not, Britons ; graſp in every art 
The toremoſt name. Let others tamely view, 
On crouded Smyrna's and Byzantium's ſtand, 
The haughty Turk deſpiſe their proffer d bales. 

Now ſee, o'er vales, and peopled mountain-tops, 
The welcome traders, gathering every web; 
Induſtrious, every web too few. Alas 
Bucceſsleſs oft their induſtry, when ceaſe 


| The loom and ſhuttle in the troubled ſtreets; 


Their motion ſtopt by wild Intem , 
Toil's ſcoffing foe, who lures the giddy rout 
To ſcorn their taſk-work, and to vagrant life 
Turns their rude ſteps ; while Miſery, among 
The cries of infants, haunts their mouldering huts. 
O when, through every province, ſhall be rais'd 
Houſes of labor, ſeats of kind conſtraint, 5 
For thoſe, who now delight in fruitleſs ſports, 
More than in chearful works of virtuous trade, 
Which honeſt wealth would yield, and portion due 
public welfare ? Ho, ye poor, who ſeek, 5 
Among the dwellings of the diligent, | 
For ſuſtenance unearn'd ; who ſtroll abroad 
From houſe to houſe, with miſchievous intent, 
Feigning misfortune : Ho, ye lame, ye blind; 
Ye languid limbs, with real want oppreſs*d, 
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From day to day intent, in their full minds 
Evil no place can find. With equal ſcale 
Some deal abroad the well-afforted fleece ; 
| Theſe card the thort, thoſe comb the longer flake 3 
Others the harſh and clotted lock receive, 
Vet ſever and refine with patient toil, 
And bring to proper uſe. Flax too, and hemp, 
Excite their diligence. The younger hands 
Ply at the eaſy work of winding yarn 
On ſwiftly-circling engines, and their notes 
Warble together, as a choir of larks ; 
Such joy ariſes in the mind employ d. 
Another ſcene diſplays the more robuſt, 


| Raſping or grinding tough Braſilian woods, 


And what Campeachy*s diſputable ſhore 
 Copious affords to tinge the thirſty web; 
And the Caribbee ifles, whoſe dulcet canes 
Equal the honey-comb. We next are ſhown 
A circular machine *, of new deſign, 


In conic ſhape : it draws and ſpins a thread 
Without the tedious toil of needleſs hancs. 

A wheel, inviſible, beneath the floor, 
To every member of th* harmonious frame 


| Gives neceſſary motion. One, intent, 


O erlooks the work: the carded wool, he ſays, 
Is ſmoothly lapp'd around thoſe cylinders, | 
Which, gently turning, yield it to yon cirque 


Of upright ſpindles, which, with rapid whirl, 


Spin out, in long extent, an even twine, 
From this delightful manſion (if we ſeek 


| Still more to view the gitts which honeſt toil 


Diſtributes) take we now our eaſtward courle, 


Who tread the rough highways, and mountains wild, To the rich fields of Burſtal. Wide around 


Through 
Ve children of affliction, be compell'd 
To happineſs : the long-wiſh'd day-liglit dawns, 
When charitable Rigor ſhall detain | | 
Your ſtep-bruis'd feet. Ev'n now the ſons of 

Trade, 8 2 . | 
Where · e er their cultivated hamlets ſmile, 
Ere& the manſion *: here ſoſt fleeces ſhine ; 

The card awaits you, and the comb, and wheel: 
Niere ſhroud you from the thunder of the ſtorm; 

No rain ſhall wet your pillow : here abounds _ 
Pure beverage ; here your viands are prepar'd ; 

To heal each ſickneſs the phyſician waits, 
and prieft entreats to give your Maker praiſe. 
| Echold, in Calder's + vale, where wide around 

VUnnumber'd villas creep the thrubby hills, TT 
A ſpacious dome for this fair purpoſe riſe. 

_ High o'er the open gates, with gracious air, 
 Eliza's image ftands. By gentle fleps 


And view with wonder, and with Flent joy, 

Tue ſpriglul, ſcene; where many a buſy hd, 

Wixre ſpoles, cards, cel, and leolis, with 
motion quick, | | | 

And ever-murmuring found, t!' unworted ſenſe 

Wrap in ſurprize. To fee them all emplo,'d, | 

All Uthe, it gives the ſprealing heart delight, 


This a!ludes to the workliouſes at Briſtol, Bir- 
mingham, &c. 8 
f A river in Yorkſhire, l zh uns below II. I. 
ax, and paſſes by Wake i- 1d. ; 

... WO. VIE „ 


| | Ger high, o'er low, 
: | haſte | 


| The grazier's ſleeky kine obſtruct 
Ihe neat-dreſs'd houſewives, tor 


Or frieze and column. 


q 


ſtorms, and rains, and bitterneſs of heart ; ' Hillock and valley, farm and village, ſmile : 
| | And ruddy roofs, and chimney-tops appear, 


Ot buſy Leeds, up-watting to the clouds 


| The incenſe of tliankſgivin -: All is joy; 


And trade and butineſs guide the living ſcene, 
Roll the full cars, adown the winding Aire _ 
Load the ſlow-ſalling barges, pile the pac 
On the long tinkling train of flow-pac'd ſtreds. 
As when a ſunny day invites abrqad - 
The ſedulous ants, they iſſue from their cells 
In bands unnumber*d, eager for their work; 
they litt, they draw, they 
With warm affection to each other's aid; 
Repeat their virtuous etiorts, and ſucceed. 
Tnus all is here in motion, all is lite: 
Tune creaking wain brings copious ſtore of corn: 
the roads : © 
the te{t:1 board 
Crown'd with full baſkets, in the ficld-way paths 
Come tripping on; tre echoing hills repeat 
The ſtroke of ax and hammer; ſcaiſolds rit:', 
and growing cdifices; leaps of None, | _ 
Beneath the cel, beauteous thapes aſſume 
Sone With even lie, | 
New ſtreets are marking i: tne nei bouring fields, 
And ſacred comes of worſhip. Induttry, 
Wiuch dignifies the artiſt, lifts the ſo uin, 


A moſt curious machine, invert:4 by Mr. 
Paul. I: is at pr ſent contrive to ſpin cotton; dut 


| .t may b. made to ſpit: nue carded wool. 
. 
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And the ſtraw cottage to a palace turns, 
Over the work prefides. Such was the ſcene 
Cf hurrying Carthage, when the Trojan chief 
Firſt view'd her growing turrets. So appear 
'Th* increaſing walls of buſy Mancheſter, 
Snefficld, and Birmingham, whoſe reddening fields 
Riſe and enlarge their ſuburbs. Lo, in throngs, 
For every realm, the careful factors mect, 
Whiſpering each other. In long ranks the bales, 
Like War's bright files, beyond the fight extend. 
Straight, ere the ſounding bell the ſignal ſtrikes, 
_ Which ends the hour of traflic, they conclude 
The ſpeedy compact; and, well-plcas'd, transfer, 
With mutual benefit, ſuperior wealth 
To many a kingdom's rent, or tyrant's hoard. 
What-'er is excellent in art proceeds 
From labor and endurance : deep the oak 
Muſt fink in ſtubtorn earth its roots obſcure, 
That Eopes to lift its branches to the ſkies: 
Gold cannot goid appear, until man's toil 
Diſcloſes wide the mountain's hidden ribs, 
And digs the duſky ore, and breaks and grinds 
Its gritty parts, and laves in limpid ſtreams, 
With oft-repeated toil, and off in fire 
Tae metal purifies: with the fatigue, | 
And ted. ous proceſs of its paintul works, 
The luſty ſicken, and the feeble die. 
But cheartul are the labors of the loom, 
Ey health and eaſe accompany'd : they bring 
Superior treaſures ſpeedicr to the ſtate, 
Than thoſe of deep Peruvian mines, where ſlaves 
( Wretched requital) drink, with trembling hand, 
Pale Palſy's haneful cup. Our happy ſwains 
Behold arifing, in their fattening flocks, _ | 
A double wealth; more rich than Belgium's boaſt 
Who tends the culture of the flaxen reed; 
Or the Cathayan's, whoſe ignobler care 
Nurſes the fillk-worm ; or of India's fons, 
Who plant the cotton-grove by Ganges? ftream. 
Nor do their toils and products furniſh more, 
Than gauds ard dre ſſes, of fantaſtic web, 
To the luxuricus : but our kinder toils 
Dive cloatlung to neceſſity; keep warm 
1 unhappy wanderer, on the mountain wild 985 
Eenighted, while the tempeſt beats around. 
No, ye ſott ſons of Ganges, and of Ind, 
Ye feebly delicate, life little needs EDS 
Tour feminine toys, ror as your nerveleſs arm 
To caſt the ſtrong- flung ſhkuitle, or the ſpear. 
Can ye defend your cour try from the ftorm 
Ot ſtrons invaſior ? Chi ye *:ant endure, 
In the beſieged fort, w:th courage firm? 
Can ye the wcather- Hater veſſel ſteer, 
Ciimb the tall maſt, direct the ſtubborn helm, 
Mid wild diſcordant waves, with ſteady courſe? 


Can ye lead out, to diſtant colonies, 


Th' o'erfiowings of a people, or your wrong'd | 

Brethren, by impious perſecution driven, | 

And arm their breaſts with tortitude to try 

New regions; climes, though barren, yet beyond 

Tle baneful power of tyrants? Theſe are deeds 

To whic!: their hardy labors well prepare 

The ſinewy arm of Albion's ſons. Purſue, 

Ye ſons of Albion, with a yielding heart, 

Your hardy Iabours : let the ſounding loom 

Mix with the melody of every vale ; 

"The lcom, that long-rerown'd, wide-envy'd gift 

Of vecalthy Flandtia, who the toon recciv'd 
| | e 2 


Not undelighted with Vigornia's ſpires, Mr 
Nor thoſe, by Vaga's ſtream, from ruins rais'd 
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From fair Venetia ; ſhe from Grecian nymphs ; 

They from Phenice, who obtain'd the cole 

From old ZEgyptus. Thus around the globe, 

The golden-toored ſciences their path _ 1 
Mark, like. the ſun, enkindling life and joy ; 

And follow d cloſe by Ignorance and Pride, 

Lead Day and Night o'er realms. Our day aroſe 

When Atra's tyranny the weaving arts 

Drove trom the fertile vallies of the Scheld. | 
With ſpeedy wing, and ſcatter'd courſe, they fled, | 


| Like a community of bees, diſturb'd 
| By ſome relentleſs ſwain's rapacious hand 


While good Eliza, to the fugitives | 
Gave gracious welcome; as wiſe Ægypt erſt 
To troubled Nilus, whoſe nutritious flood 

With armual gratitude enrich'd her meads. | 
Then, from fair Antwerp, an induſtrious train 
Croſs'd the ſmooth channel of our ſmiling ſeas ; 


And in the vales of Cantium, on the banks 


Of Stour alighted, and the naval wave 


| Of ſpacious Medway : ſome on gentle Yare, 


And fertile Waveney, pitch'd ; and made their ſeats 
Pleaſant Norvicum, and Colceſtria's towers: | 
Some to the Darent ſped their happy way: _ - 
Berghem, and Sluys, and elder Bruges, choſe = 
Antona's chalky plains, and ftretch'd their tents 


Soon o' er the hoſpitable realm they ſpread, 
And the Silurian Tame, their textures blanch'd: 


Of ancient Ariconium ; nor leſs pleas d 5 
With Salop's various ſcenes; and that ſoſt tract 
Of Cambria, deep-embay d Dimetian land, 
Ey green hills fenc'd, by ocean's murmur lull' d; 
Nurſe of the ruſtic bard, who now reſounds 
The fortunes of the fleece; whoſe anceſtors 


I Were ſugitives from Superſtition's rage, 
I And erſt. from Devon, thither brought the loom; 


Where ivy*d walls of old Kidwelly's towers, 
Nodding, ſtill on their gloomy brows project 


| Lancaftria's arms, emboſs'd in mouldering ſtone. | 
Thus, then, on Albion's coaſt, the exil'd band, ( 


From rich Menapian towns, and the green banks 
Of Scheld, alighted ; and, alighting, ſang 


I Grateful thankſgiving. Yer, at times, they ſhif: 
| Their habitations, when the hand of Pride, 
| | Reſtraint, or ſouthern Luxury, diſturbs 

| Their induſtry, and urges them to vales 


Of the Brigantes; where, with happier care 
Inſpirited, their art improves the fleece, 
Which occupation erſt, and wealth immenſe, 


| Gave Brabant's ſwarming habitants, what time 


We were their ſhepherds only ; from which ſtate, 


| With friendly arm, they rais'd us: nathleſs ſome 


Among our old and ſtubborn ſwains miſdeem'd, 
And envy' d, who enrich'd them; envy'd thoſe, 
Whoſe virtues taught the varletry of towns 


| To uſeful toil to turn the pilfering hand. 


And ftill, when bigotry's black clouds ariſe, 


| (For oft they ſudden riſe in papal realms), 


They, from their iſle, as from ſome ark ſecure, 
Carel ſs, unpitying, view the fiery bolts 

Of Superſtition, and tyrannic rage, 

And all the fury of the rolling ſtorm, 


| Which fierce purſues the ſufferets in their flight. 


| Down to Clauſentum, and that bay ſupine | 
| Beneath the ſhade of Vecta's cliffy iſle. 


With chear reviv'd ; and in Sabrina's flood, 1 | 
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Shall not our gates, ſhall not Britannia's arms, 

Spread ever open to receive their flight ? 

A virtuous people, by diſtreſſes ott 

(Diſtreſſes tor the take of Truth endur'd) 

Corrected, dignit;*d ; creating good 

Where ever the; inhabit :; this, our ifle 

Has ott exper.enc'd ; witneſs all ye realms 

Ot either hemiſphere, where cominerce flows: 

Th' important trut!1 is ſtampt on every bal- 3 

Each gloily cloth, and drape of mantle warm, 

Receives tin improſſion; z every airy woot, 

Cheyney, and hay ſe, and ſerge, and alepine, 

Tammy, and crape, and the long countleſs liſt 

Oi woollen wehs; and every work of ſteel ; 
And that cryſtalline metal, blown or fus'd, 

Limp:d as water dropping from the clefts 

Of molly marble : not to name tie aids 

Their wit has given the fleece, now taught to link 

With flax, or cotton, or the filk-worm!'s thread, 

And gain the graces ot variety: 

Whether to form the matron's decent robe, 

Or the thin-ſhading trail tor Agra's * nymphs ; 

Or ſolemn curtains, whoſe long gloomy folds 

Surround the ſoft pavilions of the rich. 

They ioo the many-colour'd arras taught | 

To mimic nature, and the airy ſhapes 

Of ſportive fancy: ſuch as oft appear 

In old Moſaic pavements, when the plough 

Up- turns the crumbling glebe of Weldon field; 


Or that, o'erthaded erſt by Woodſtock's Lower, 


Now grac*d by Blenheim, in whoſe ſtately rooins 
Riſe glowing tapeſtries, that lure the eye 
With Marlborough's wars : here — 
5 exults, 
Behind ſurrounding hills of ramparts ſteep, 
And vales of trenches dark; each hideous paſs | 
Armies defend; yet on the hero leads 
His Britons, like a torrent, o'er the mounds. 
Another ſcene is Blenheim's glorious field, 
And the red Danube. Here, the reſcued ſtates 
_ Crowding beneath his ſhield : there, Ramillies? 
Important battle: next, the tenfold chain 
Of Arleux burſt, and th' adamantine gates 
Of Gaul flung open to the tyrant's throne. 
A ſhade obſcures the reft—Ah, then, what power 
Invidious from the lifted ſickle ſnatch d 
The harveſt of the plain ? So lively glows 
| The fair deluſion, that our paſſions riſe 
In the beholding, and the glories ſhare 
Of viſionary battle. This bright art 
Did zealous Europ learn of pagan hands, 
While ſhe aſſay' c, with rage of holy war, 
Io deſolate their fields: but old the ſkill; 
Long were the Phrygians picturing looms renown*d; 
Tyre alſo, wealthy ſeat of arts, excell'd, 


And elder Sidon, in th' hiſtoric web. 


Far- diſtant Tibet in her gloomy woods 
Rears the gay tent, of blended wool unwoven, 
And glutinous materials: the Chineſe 
Their porcelain, Japan its varniſh boaſts. 

Some fair peculiar graces every realm, 3 
And each from each a ſhare of wealth — 


There is woven at l for the Eaſt- 
Indies, a very thin ſtuff, of thread and cotton; 
which is cooler than the manufactures of that coun- 
try where the material is only cotton. 


| In Salop's 
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j But chief by numbers of indufſtrions hands 

A nation's wealth is counted : numbers raiſe 

Warm cinuluon: where that virtue dwellz, 

Titre will be Tratack”> ſeat 3 there will ſhe build 
Her rica empor. um. Hence ye happ wa. ns, 


| With notpital:ty inffame your breaſt, 


And emulat on: tue whole world receive, 

And w:tn taeir arts, their virtues, deck your iſle. 
Each clune, each ta, the ſpacious orb of eacii, 
Sill join cacir various ſtores, and amply feed 
The mighty brotherhood 3 while ye proceed, 
Active and enterprizing, or to teach 

Tie ſtream a naval courſe, or till tne wild, 

Or drain the fen, or ſtretch the long canal, 

Or pio tlie tertile billows ot the de-p. 

Way to thc narrow c:rcle of our coaſt 

S. ould we ſubm.t our limits, while each wind 
Ailifts tie ſtream and ſa.l, and the wide main 


| Wooes us in every port? See Belgium build, 


Upon the foodiul brine, her envy'd power z 
And, halt her people floating on the wave, 


Expand her fiſhy regions. T hus our iſle, 


Tuus only may Britannia be enlarg*d.— 

But vehither, by the viſions of the theme 

Smit with ſublime del.ght, but whither ſtrays 

The raptur*d Mulz, forgetful of her taſk ? 2 
No common pleaſure warms the generous minds 


| When it bchoids the labors of the loom; 


Eo widely round the globe they are diſpers'd, 
From little tenements hy wood or croft, 

Through many a flender path, how ſedulous, 

As rills to rivers broad, they ſpeed their way 

To public roads, to Foſſe, or Watling-ſtreet, 
Or Armine, ancient works: ard thence exploie, 


Through every navigable wave, the ſea, 


That laps the green eartu round: through Tyne, 


* | and Tees, 


| Through Weare, and Lune, and merchandizing 
"Hull, 


And Swale, and Aire, whoſe nnn weaves reflect 


The various colours of the tinftur'd web; 
Through Ken, ſwitt rolling down his rocky dale, 
Like giddy youth | impetuous, then at Wick 


| Curbing his train, and with the ſober pace 


Of cautious Eld, meandering to the deep; 
Through Dart, and tullen Exe, whote courmuring 


Wave 


I Envies the Dune and Rother, who have won 
| The ſerge and kerſie to their blanching ſtreams 3 
Through Towy, winding under Merlin's towers, 


And Ok, that frequent, among hoary rocks, 

On her deep waters paints th* impending ſcene, | 

Wild torrents, craggs. and * and mour tain 
1:.0vs. 


The northern Cambrians, an induſtrious tribes. 


| Carry their labors on pigmean ſtreds, 
Ot fize exceeding not Leiceſtrian ſheep. _ 


Yet ſtrong and ſprightly : over hill and dale 

| Taey travel unfatigued, and lay their bales 
ſtreets, beneath whoſe loity walls 
 Pearly Sabrina waits them with her backs, 
And ſpreads the fwelling ſheet. For no-where far 
From ſome tranſi parent river's naval courſe 

Ariſe, and fall, our various hills and vales, 
No-whiiere far diſtant from the maſted wharfy 
We need not vex the ſtrong laborious hand 


| Wit! toil enormous, as th” Egyptian king, 
| R 2 
| 
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Who join'd the ſable waters of the Nile, 
From Memphis' towers, to th' Erythrzan gulpi : 
Or as the monarch of enteebled Gaul, 
Whoſe will imperious forc'd an hundred ſtreams, 
Through many a foreſt, many a ſpacious wild, 
To ſtretch their ſcanty trains from ſea to ſea, 
That ſome unprofitable ſkiff might float 
Acroſs irriguous dales, and hollov.'d rocks. 
Far eafier pairs may ſwell our gentler floods, 
And through the centre of the iſle conduct 
To raval union. Trent and Severn's wave, 
By plains alone diſparte d, woo to join 
Nlajeſtic Thamis. With their nher urns 
"the nimble-tooted Naiac's ot the frings 
| Await, upon the dewy lawn, to ſpeed 
And ccicbratt the unior; and the light 


| Wood-rymp:s; and thoſe, who o'er the grots | 


pretide, 
Whoſe ſtores bitumir.ous, with ſparking fires, 
In ſummer*s tcd:ous ab ter:cc, chear the ſwains, 
| Long ſitting at the loom; and thoſe beſides, ; 
Who crown, w.th yellow thcaves, tue ſarmer's 
hopes, 
Ard ali the genii of commercial toil : 
"Theſe en the dev y lawns await, to "BP 
And celebrate the union, that the fiecce, 
And gloſſy web, to every port around : 
M . lightly glide alot. g. Ev'n row bebold, 
Adown a thouſand floods, the burden'd barks, 
With , white fails glitening, tin ough the gloomy 
4 woods 
Haſte to tizeir harbours. See the ſik er maze 
Of ftately T hamis, ever chequer'd o' er 
Witir deeply-laden barges, gl. ding ſmooth | 
And --onſtant as his ſtrtam: in growing — 5 
Ry Neptune ſtill attend cd, flow he rollss 
To great Auguſta's mart, where totty Trade, 
Amid a thouſand golden ipires entizon'd, 
Gives audience to the world : the ſtrand around 
Cioie ſwarms with buſy crouds ot many a realm. 
hat bales, what wealth, what induſtry, what 
fleets ! 
3 from the i Gy fleece how much proceeds. 


** 
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R manufaFures ext orted. Pais * the 
Channel, and by the Ccaſt of Spain. View of the 
| 16 Decay of cur Turtey- trade. A- 
dreſi to the factors there, Voyage through the 
Baltic. Tue mart of Peterſburgh. The anc.ent 
clannels of commerce to the Indies. The mudern 
 eourſe thitker. Shores of Hfric. Reftefticns on 
the flawe trade. The * of Good Hepr, and 
| the eaſtern coaſt of Africa. Trade to Perſia ard 
Indeſtan precarious, through tyraury and frequent 


| | Batavia's thallow ſounds by ſome are ſought, 


_ | The bold creation of that Kefar's power, = 
Inuſtr ous Peter, wiofe maznific roils 
| Repair the d.ftant Caf pian, and reſtore 


| In bouncl ſs magnitude, around them ſwells; 
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| n Diſputes betroeen the French ard Eng- 
In, cn the craft of Coromandel, cenſured. A proſe 
fett of the Spice-iflands, ard of China. Trazjic at 
Canton. Our ⁊ueollen mani factures known at Pebin, 
by the caravans frem Ruſſea. Deſc ription of that 
jour ncy. Tranſition to the wellern hemilphere. 
Voyage of Raleigh. The flate ard advantages f 
our North American colonies, Severe <uinters in 
thoſe climates : hence the paſſage through Hudſon's 
Bay impructicable. Enquiries for an eaſier paſſage 


' | into the Pacific ccean. View of the coaſts of South 


America, and of thoſe tempeſtuous ſeas. Lord An 
ſon's expedition, and lucceſs againſt the Spaniards. 
The newal pozver of Hiritain con efiſtent with the wel- 
fare of all nations. View our probable improve- 
ments in traffic, and the diſtribution of cur . 

3 IE ever the ⁊ulole globe. 


o. with our woolly treaſures amply ſtor'd, 
Glide the tall fleets into the widening main, 

A floating foreſt : every ſail, unfurl'd, 

Swells to the wind, and gilds the azure ſky. 
Meantime, in pleaſing care, the pilot ſtrers 
Steady; with eye intent upon the ſteel, 

Steady, before tie breeze, the pilot ſteers : 

| While gaily o'er the waves the mounting prows 

Dance, lixe a ſhoal of dolphins, and begin 

To ſtreak with various paths the hoary deep. 


Or ſandy Elh or Weſer, who receive 

The ſwain's anc peaſant s toil with grateful hand, 
Which copious gives return: while ſome explore 
3 Finnic gulphs, and a new ſhore and mart, 


To trace its ancient pots. Some Thanet”s Arand, 
| Ard Dover*s chalky cl. ff, hehind them turn. 


Of Rumncy mariſh and Ryc's ſilent port, 
By angry Neptune clos*d, and Vecta's iſle, 


Yet ſteudy o'er the waves they ſteer : and now 
The fnQuating world of waters wide, | 


 C*er whole imaginary brim, nor towns, | 
Nor woods, ror mountain tops, nor aught appears, 
But Phoebus? orb, refulgent lamp of light, | 
| Millior.s of leagues aloft : heaven's azure vault - 


| [Bercs over-head, majeſtic, to .ts baſe, 
£ | Urinterrupted clear circumference 


Jill, riſing oer the flickering waves, the cape 
Cf Einiſterre, a cloudy ſpot, : appears. 


Again, and oft, th* adventurous fails diſperſe; 


Theſe to Iheria, others to the coaſt 

Of Luſitania, th* ancient Tharſis deem'd 

Of Solomon; fair regions, with the webs 
Of Norw.ch pleas'd, or thoſe of Mancheſter; 
Light airy cloatliing tor tic ir vacant ſwa.ns, 
Ard viſionary monks. We, in return, 
Receive Cantabrian ſteel, and fleeces ſoft, 
Segovian or Caſtilian, far renown'd ; 

And gold's attractive metal, pledge of wealth, 
Spur of activity, to good or ill 


| Powerful incentive : or Heſperian fruits, 


Soon fir ks away the green and level beach _— 


Like tne pale On in vapor, faintly bright. | 

I An hundred opening marts are ſeen, are loſt; 

I Devonia's hills retir., and Edęgecomb mount, 
| Waring irs gioomy groves, delicious ſcene. 
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Fruits of ſpontancous g growth, the citron bright, 
The fig, and orange, "and heart-chearing wine. 
Thoſe ſhips, from ocean broad, which voyage 
throuzh 
The gates of Hercules , find many ſeas, 
And bays unnumber'd, opening to their keels ; 
But ſhores inhoſpitable oft, to fraud 

And rapine turn'd, or dreary tracts become 
Of deſolation. The proud Roman coaſts, 
Fall'n, like the Punic, to the dathing waves 
Retign their ruins : Tiber's boaſted flcod, 
Whoſe pompous moles o'erlook*d the ſubject deep, 
Now creeps along, through brakes and yellow 
| duſt, 

While Neptune ſcarce perceives its murmuring rill : 
Suca are th* effects, when Virtue flacks her hand; 
Wild Nature back returns : along theſe ſhores 

Neglected trade with d.fficulty toils, 
collecting ſlender ſtores, the ſun-dry*d grape, 

Or capers trom the rock, that prompt the taſte 
Of luxury. Ev*n Egypt's fertile ſtrand, | 
Bcreſt ot human diſcipline, has loſt 

Its ancient luſtre : Alexandria's port, 

Once the metropol:s of trade, as Tyre, 

And elder Sidon, as the Attic town, | 
Beautiful Athers, as rich Corinth, Rhodes, 
Unionou;*d droops. Of all the numerous marts, 
That in thoſe glittering ſeas with ſplendor roſe, 
Only Byzantium, of peculiar ſite, 
Rem. ins in proſperous ſtate 3 and Tripolis, 
And Smyrna, ſacred ever to the Muſe. 

To theſe reſort the delegates of trade, 

_ Social in life, a virtuous brotherhood ; 

And hales of ſoiteſt voi trom Bradtord looms, 
Or Stroud, diſperſe; et ſee, with vain regret, 
Their {tores, once h. gh, priz'd, no longer now 
Or ſoug ea, or valued: copious webs arrive, 
Smooth- MO 'n of other than Britannia's fleece, 
On the throng' d ſtrand alluring; the great ſkill 
Of Gaul, and greater induſtry, prevails; 

That proud imperious foe. Vet, ah tis not— 
Wrong not the Gaul; it is the ſoe within, 
Impairs our ancient marts : it is the bribe ; 

_ *'Tis he, who pours into the ſhops of trade 
That impious poiſon: it is he, who gains 
Tue ſacred ſeat of parliament hy means, 

That vit. ate ard emaſculate tie mind 3 

By ſioth, by lewd in ten perance, and a ſcene 

O riot, worſe than that which ruin'd Rome. 
This, this the Tartar, ar d remote Chineſe, 
And all the brotherhood of Lte, bewail. . 
Meantime (while thoſe, who dare be Juſt, 
oppoſe 

The various powers of many - headed vice) 

Ve deiegates of trade, by patience riſe 

O'er difficulties : : in this ſultry cllme 

Note what is found of uſe: the flix of goat, _ 
Red-wooel, and balm, and caufee's berry brown, 
Or dropping gum, or opium's lenient drug; 
VUnmnumber'd arts await them: trifles oft, 

By ſkilful labour, rife to high eſteem. 

Nor what the peaſant, near ſome lucid wave, 
Pactolus, Simois, or Mzander flow, 
Renown'd in ſtory, with his plough up- turns, 
Neglect; the hoary medal, and the vaſe, 
| Statue, and buſt, of oid magnificence 
Beautiful reliques : : oh, could modern time 


* The ſtreights of Gibraltar. 


| And wants of realms. 


| Delights not: 


| Of Gama and Columbus. 
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Reſtore the mimic art, and the clear micn 

Of patr.ot ſages, Walfinghams and Voi kes, 

And Cecils, in long-laſt.ng ſtone preſerve 

But mimic art and nature are 1m pair" do— 

Impair'd they ſcem or in a varied dreis 

Delude our eyes: the world in change deliglits; 

Change then your ſcarches, with the varied modes 
Jabean frankincenſe The 

Rare is collected now: few altars ſmoke 

Now in the idol fane : Panchaiat views 


| Trade”s buſy fleets regardleſs paſs her coaſt : 


Nor frequent are the freights of ſnow-white woofs, | 
Since Rome, no more the miſtreſs of the world, 
Varies her garb, and treads her darken'd ſtreets 
With gloomy coul, majeſtical no more. 

See the Cark ſpirit of tyrannic power. 
The Thracian channel, long the road of trade 
To the deep Eux:ne and its naval ſtreams, 
And the Maœotis, now is barr*d with chains, 
And forts of hoſtile battlement : in auglit 
That joys mankind the arbitrary Turk 
inſolent of rule, he ſpreads 
Thraldom and deſolation o'er his realms. 


: | Another path to Scythia's wide domains 


Commerce diſcovers : the Livonian gulph 
Receives her ſails, and lt ads them to the 

Of riſing Peterſhur zu, whoſe ſplendid ſtreets _ 
Swell with the webs of Leeds: the Coſſuc there, 
The Calmuc, and Mungalian, round the bales 
In crowds reſort, and their warm'd limbs entold, 
Dcelighted ; and the hardy Samoid, 

Rouz zh with the ſtings of froſt, from h's dark caves 
Aſcends, and thither haſtes, ert winter's rage 


| Oertake his homeward ſtep; and they that dwell 
long the banks of Don's and Vol-a's ſtreams ; 
And borderers of the Caſpian, who rener, 
I That ancient path to Ind.a's climes, which fill'd 
With proudeſt affluen ce the Colciuan ſtate. 


Many have been the ways to thoſe renown'd 


oY | Lanuriane cl:mes of Indus, early known 


To Memplus: to the port of wealthy Tyre ; 


To 'Fadmor, beauty of the wilderneſs, 


Who don the long Euphrates ſent her fails ; 
An ſacred Salem, when her numcrous fleets, 
From Ezion-geber, pafs'd th* Arabian gulph. 

But later times, more fortunate, have found, 
O'er 0::an's open wave, a ſurer courſe, 
Sailing tue ve eſtern coaſt of Afric's realms, 
Of Maur.tania, and Nigritian tracts, 


I And iſlands of the Gorgades, the bounds, 


On the Atlantic brine, of ancient trade; 

Zut not of moerr, by the virtue led 

The whole globe 

Is now, of commerce, made the ſcene immenſe, 

Which daring ſhips frequent, aſſociated, 7 

Like doves, or ſwallows, in th” ethereal flooc, 

Or, like tlie eagle, ſolitary ſeen. = 
Some, with more open courſe, to Indus ſteer; 


| | Some coaſt from port to port, with various men Ki 


And manners converſant ; of th* angry ſurge, 
That thunders loud, and ipreads the cliffs with 
foam, 1 — 


I Regardleſs, or the monſters of the deep, 
| Porpoiſe, or grampus, or the ravenous ſhark, 


That chace their keels; 
o'trhead 

Of Fits old; beneath the threatening rocks, 

| Reckleſs, they furl their ſails, and bartering take, 


or tireatzning rock, 


1 Soft flakes of wool ; for in ſoit flakes of wool, 
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Like the Silurian, Atlas“ dales abound. 

The ſhores of Sus inhoſpitable riſe, 

And high Bojador ; Zara too diſplays 

Unfruitful deſerts ; Gambia's wave iniſles 

An ouzy coaſt, and peſt.lential ills 

Diffuſes wide; behind are burning ſands, 

Adverſe to |.te, and Nilus* hidden fount. 

On Guinea's ſultry ſand, the drapery light 

Of Mancheſter or Norwich is beſtow'd 

For clear tranſparent gums, and ductile wax, 

And ſnow-white ivory; yet the valucd trade, 

Along this barbarous coaſt, in telling, wounds 

The generous heart, the ſale of wretched ſlaves 

Slaves, P by their tribes condemn'd, exchanging 

eath 

For life - long ſervitude ; ſevere exchange 

"Theſe till our fertile colonies, which yield 

The ſugar- cane, and the Tobago- leaf, 

And various new productions, that invite 

Increaſing natives to their crouded wharts. 3 
But let the man, whole rough — 

| hours 
In this adventurous traffic are involv'd, 


With juſt humanity of heart purſue 


he gainful commerce: wickedneſs is blind: 

Their ſable chieftains may in future times 

| Burſt their frail bonds, and vengeance execute 
On cruel unrelenting pride of heart | 

And avarice. There are ills to come for crimes. 

Hot Guinea too gives yellow duſt of gold, 


: = Which, with her rivers, rolls adown the ſides 
Ol unknown hills, where fiery-winged winds, 


And ſandy deſerts, rous'd by ſudden ſtorms, 
All ſearch forbid : howe*er, on either hand, 
Vallics and pleaſant plains, and many a tract 
Deem' d uninhabitable erſt, are found lg 
Fertile and populous ; their ſable tribes, | 
In ſhade of verdant groves, and mountains tall, 
Frequent enjoy the cool deſcent of rain, 
And ſott retreſhing breezes : nor are lakes 
Here wanting ; thoſe a ſea-wide ſurface ſpread, 
Which to the diſtant Nile and Senegal 
Send long meanders: whate'er lies beyond, 
Of rich or barren, ignorance o'ercaſts 
With her dark mantle. Mon'motapa's coaſt 
Is ſeldom viſited ; and the rough ſhore | 
Ot Caftres, land of ſavage Hottentots, - 
Whoſe hands unnatural haſten to the grave 
Their aged parents: what barbarity _ 
And brutal ignorance, where ſocial trade 
Is held contemptible | Ye gliding fails, 
From theſe inhoſpitable gloomy ſhares 
Indignant turn, and to the friendly Cape, 
Which gives the cheartul mariner good hope 
Oft proſperous voyage, ſteer : rejoice to view, 
What trade, witi Belgian induſtry, creates, 
Proſpects of civil life, fair towns, and lawns, 
And yellow tilth, and groves of various ens 
Delectable in butk or gloſſy rind: 
There the capacious vaſe from cryſtal ſprings 
Repleniſh, and convenient ſtore provide, 
Like ants, intelligent of future need. | 
See, through the fragrance of delicious airs, 
That breathe the ſmell of balms, how trattic apes 
A winding voyage, by the lofty coaſt 
Of Sofala, thought Ophir ; in whoſe hills 
_ Ev'n yet ſome portion of its ancient wealth 
Remains, and ſparkles in the yellow ſand 


| But what avails, or many ports 


| Oplirs more rich are found. With eaſy courſe 
The veſſels glide ; unleſs their ſpeed be ſtop'd 


While every zephyr fleeps : then the ſhrouds drop; 


Of ſome old temple wide. 
| In old or later time, its marble floor | * 
Did ever temple boaſt as this, which here | 


— 


With caravans and tawny merchants throng'd, 
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Of its clear ſtreams, though ed now , 


By dead calms, that oit lie on theſe ſmootli ſc as 


The downy feather, on the cordage hung, | 
Moves not; the flat ſea ſhines like yellow gold, 
Fus'd in the fire; or like the marble floor 

But where ſo wide, 
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Spreads its bright level many a league around ? 


At ſolemn diſtances its pillars riſe, 


Sofal's blue rocks, Mozambic' s palmy ſteeps, 
And lotty Madagaſcar's glittering ſhores, | 
Where various woods of beauteous vein and . 


And gloſſy ſhells in elegance of form, 
For Fondꝰs rich cabinet, or Sloan's, are found. 


Such calm oft checks their courſe, till this — 
ſcene 


Is bruſh*'d away before the riſing breeze, 
That joys the buſy crew, and ſpeeds again 
The fail full-ſwelling to Socotra's iſle, 
For aloes fam'd ; or to the wealthy marts 


Of Ormus or Gombroon, whoſe ſtreets are oft 


From neighbouring provinces and realms afar ; 

And fill'd with plenty, tliough dry ſandy waſtes 

Spread naked round; ſo great the power of trade; 
Perſia few ports; more happy Indoſtan 

Beholds Surat and Goa on her coaſts, 

And Bombay's wealthy iſle, and harbour fam*d 

Supine beneath the ſhade of cocoa _—_ | 

or 


| Where wild ambition frequent from his lair 
Ib Starts up; while fell revenge and famine lead 

| | To havoc, reckleſs of the tyrant's whip, 
Which clanks along the vallies: oft in vain 


The merchant ſeeks upon the ſtrand, whom oft, | 


| Afﬀciated hy trade, he deck'd and cloath'd ; 

| In vain, whom rage or famine has devour'd, 

_ | He ſeeks; and with increas'd affection thinks 
| On Britain. 

Pile- up blue indigo, and, of frequent uſe, - 


Still howe er Bombaya's wharfs 


Pungent ſalt- petre, woods of purple grain, 


I And many-colour'd ſaps from leaf and flower, 

And various gums ; the clathier knows their worth ; 

| And wool reſembling cotton, ſhorn from trees, 

_ | Not to the fleece unfriendly ; whether mixt 

OO 
| Or ſofter filk's material : though its aid 


or woof, or with the line of flax, . 


To vulgar eyes appears not; let none deem 
The fleece, in any traffic, unconcern'd; 


| By every traffic aided ; while each work 
_ | Ofart yields wealth to exerciſe the loom, 
And every loom employs each hand of art. 
| Nor is there wheel in the machine of trade, 
Which Leeds, or Cairo, Lima, or Bombay, 
_ | Helps not, with harmony, to turn around, 
| Though all, unconſcious of the union, act. 


Few the peculiars of Canara's realm, 


I Or ſultry Malabar ; where it behoves 


The wary pilot, while he coaſts the ſhores, 
To mark v'er ocean the thick rifing ifles; 
Woody Chaetta, Birter rough with rocks ; 
 Green-riling armur, Mincoy's purple hills; 

And the minute Maldivias, as a ſwarm 


Of bees in ſummer, on a poplai's trunk, 
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Cluſtering innumerable; theſe behind 

His ſtern receding, o'er the clouds he views 
Ceylon's grey peaks, from whoſe volcano's riſe 
Dark ſmoke and ruddy flame, and glaring rocks 
- Daring in air aloft ; around whoſe feet 

Blue cliffs aſcend, and — — 

In various proſpect; Cey o deem” 

The ancient Ophir. Next Bengala's bay, 

On the vaſt globe the deepeſt, 
Turns northward to the rich diſputed ſtrand 

Of Cor mandel, where traffic grieves to ſee 
Diſcord and avarice invade her realms, 

Portending ruinous war, and cries aloud, Ye 
Peace, peace, ye blinded Britons, and ye Gauls ; 
Nation to Nation is a light, a fire, 

Enkindling virtue, ſciences, and arts : 

But cries aloud in vain. Yet wiſe defence, 
Againſt ambition's wide-deſtroying pride, 
Madraſs erected, and Saint David's fort, | 
And thoſe which riſe on Ganges twenty ſtreams, 
Guarding the woven fleece, Calcutta's tower, 
And Maldo's and Patana's : from their holds 
The ſhining bales our factors deal abroad, 

And ſee the country's products, in exchange, 
| Before them heap'd : cotton's tranſparent webs, | 
Aloes, and caſſia, ſalutiferous drugs, 
Alom, and lacque, and clouded — 
And brilliant diamonds, to decorate 
Britannia's blooming Nymphs. For theſe, o'er all | 
The kingdoms round, our draperies are diſpers'd, | 
O'er Bukor, Cabul, and the Bactrian vales, 

And Caſſimere, and Atoc, on the ſtream 

Of old Hydaſpes, Porus' hardy realm; | 
And late-diſcover'd Tibet, where the fleece, 

By art peculiar, is compreſs d and wrought — 
To threadleſs drapery, which, in conic forms, 
Of various hues, their gaudy roofs adorns. 

The keels which voyage through Molucca's 

ſtraits, 

Amid a cloud of ſpicy odours, fail, 
From Java and Sumatra breath'd, whoſe woods 
_ Yield fiery pepper, that deſtroys the moth | 
In woolly veſtures : Ternate and Tidors 
_ Give to the feſtal board the fragrant clove 

And nutmeg, to thoſe narrows bounds confin'd ; 
While gracious Nature, with unſparing hand, 
The needs of life o'er every region pours. 
Near thoſe delicious iſles, the beauteous coaſt 
Of China rears its ſummits. Know ye not, | 
Ye ſons of trade, that ever-flowery ſhore, | 
Thoſe azure hills, thoſe woods and nodding rocks ? 
Compare them w:th the pictures of your chart; 
Alike the woods and nodding rocks o erliang. 

No the tall gloſſy towers of porcelane, 
And pillar'd pagods ſhine ; rejoic'd they ſee 

The port of Canton opening to their prows, 
And in the winding of the river moor. | 
Upon the ſtrand they heap their gloſſy bales, 
And works of Birmingham, in braſs or ſtecl, 
And flint, wo ponderous lead from deep cells 

ras? 
Fit ballaſt in the fury of the ſtorm, 
That _ the ſhrouds, and bends the Aubbork 
ma 
"Theſe, tor the artiſts of the fleece, procure 
Various materials; and, for affluent lite, 
Tue flavour'd thea and goily painted vaſe ; 3 
Things el-gart, ill-titled luxurics, | 
In temperate us'd, delcctable and good. 


Converie familiar; wille, 
Aud toils for hunger, urit, ard nakc an? 18, 
Their Uttle public ſmiles, and the bright parks 
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| They too from hence receive the ſtrongeſt thread 


Of the green filkworm. Various is the wealth 

Of that renown'd and ancient land, ſecure 

In conſtant peace and commerce; tilld to tl 
height 


Of rich fertility ; where, thick as ſtars, 
Bright habitations glitter on each hill, 
And rock, and ſhady dale; ev'n on the waves 


Of copious rivers, lakes, and bordering ſeas, 
Riſe floating villages ; no wonder; when, 

In every province, firm and level roads, 

And long canals, and navigable ſtreams, 

Ever, with eaſe, conduct the works of toil 

To ſure and ſpeedy markets, _ the ve 
Or many a crowded region, many a , 

To the imperial towers of Cambalu, 
Now Pekin, where the fleece is not unknown ; 


Since Calder's woofs, and thoſe of Exe and Frome, 


And Yare, and Avon ſlow, and rapid Trent, 
Thither by Ruffic caravans are brought, 


hee. pro 


ey immenſe which, to th' attentive ear, 


I The Muſe, in faithful notes, ſhall brief deſcribe. 


From the proud mart of Peterſburg, ere-while 
The watery ſcat of deſolation wide, N 
Iſſue theſe trading caravans, and urge, 


Through dazzling ſnows,. their dreary trackleſs 


road; 
By compaſs ſteering oft, from week to week, 
From month to month ; whoſe ſeaſons view their 
tolls. 


Neva they paſs, and Keſma's gloomy flood, 

Volga, and Don, and Oka's torrent prone, 
- | Threatening in vain ; and many a catarat, 
In its fall ſtopt, and bound with bars of ice. 


Cloſe on the left unnumber'd tracts they view | 


White with continual froſt ; and on the right 
The Caſpian-lake, and ever-flowery realms, | 
Though CE” abhorr*d, behind them — the 


ot arbitrary rule, where regions wide 5 
| Are deſtinꝰd to the ſword ; and on each hand 
| Roads hung with carcaſes, or under foot 8 
| Thick ſtrown; while, in their rough bewilder 4 5 


vales, 


| The blooming roſe its fragrance breathes in vain, 


And filver fountains fail, and nizhtingales 

Attune thicir notes, where none are left to hear. 
Sometimes o'er level ways, on eaſy ſleds, 

The generous horſe conveys the ſons of trade; $- 


| And ever and anon the docile dog; | 
I And row the light rein-dcer, with rapid pace, 
| Skims over icy lakes; now ſlow they climb 
| | Aleſt o'er clouds, and then adown deſcend 
I To hollow vallies, till the eye beholds _ | 
| The roofs of Tobsl, wife hill-crowning walls 
Shine, like the rifing moon, through watery mitts: 
| Tobol, th' abode of thoſe unforturate 


Exiles of angry ſtare, and thralls of w ar; 


Solemn fraternity! where carl, and prir ce, 
Soldier, and ſtateſman, and unc: reſted cus 


On the dark level of adverſity, 
u the cares 


Ne ac kireled: trade ars oit, 


* 
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Be witneſs, Carthage ; witneſs, ancient Tyre; 
And thou, Batavia, daughter of diſtreſs. 
This, with his hands, which erſt the truncheon 


held, 

The hammer lifts; another bends and weaves 
The flexile willow ; that the martoc drives: 
All are employ'd ; and by their works acquire 
Our fleecy veſtures. From their tenements, 
Pleas' d — refreſh*d, pr the caravan 
Through l. vely- ſpreading cultures, paſtures green, 
And yellow tillages in woods : 

Thence on, through Narim's wilds, a pathleſs road 
They force, with rough entangling thorns perplext ; 
Land of the lazy Oftiacs, thin diſpers'd, 

Who, by avoiding, meet the toils they loathe, 
Tentold augmented ; miſerable tribe, | 

Void ot commercial comforts : who, nor corn, 

Nor pulſe, nor oil, nor heart-enlivening wine, 

' Know to procure z nor ſpade, nor ſcythe, nor ſhare, 
Nor focial aid : beneath their thorny bed | 
The ſerpent hiſſes, while in thickets nig 

| Loud howls the hungry wolf. So on they fare, 
And paſs by ſpacious lakes, begirt with rocks 
And azure mountains; and the heights admire 
Of white Imaus, whoſe ſnow-nodding craggs 
Frighten the realms beneath, and from their urns 


Its frozen ſeas, and lift their hills of ice. | 

Theſe rugged paths and ſavage landſcapes pais d, 
A new ſcene ſtrikes their eyes : among the clouds 
Aloft they view, what ſeems a chain of cliffs, 


Nature's proud work; that matchleſs work of ** 9 


The wall of Sina, by Chihoham s power, 
In carlieſt times, crected. Warlike troops 
Frequent are ſeen in hauglity march along 
Its ridge, a vaſt extent, beyond the lengtn 
Of many a potent empire; towers and ports, 
Iluce times a thouſand, lift thereon their brows 
At equal ſpaces, and in proſpect round | 
Cities, and plains, and kingdoms, overlook. 
At lengtlii the gloomy paſſage they attain n 
Of its decp-vaulted gates, whoſe opening folds 
Conduct at length to Pekin's glittering ſpires 
The deſtin'd mart, where joyous they arrive. 
Thus are the textures of the fleece convey d 
To Sina's diſtant realm, the utmoſt bound | 
Of the flat floor of ſtedfaſt Earth; for ſo 
Fabled Antiquity, ere peaceful Trade 
Iniorm'd the opening mind of curious man. 
No to the other hemiſphere, my Muſe, 
A nc world tound, extend thy daring wing. 
Be thou the firſt of the harmonious Nine 
From high Parnaſſus, the unweary d toils 
Ol in duitry and valour, in that world 
Tr.. ny hant, to reward with tupeful ſong. 
— ol Py the voyage, o' er th* Atlantic brine, 
; By active Raleigh made, and great the joy, 
Wu. 1 he ditcern'd, above the foamy ſurge, 
A ring coaſt, jor ſuture colon. es, 8 
0 ening her days, and figuring her capes, 
Gv'n tom the northern tropic to the pole. 
% land gives nue employment to the loom, 
Dr kindlier feec> the indigent 3 no land 
_ With more variety of wealth rewards 
ic hand of labour: „thither, trom the wrongs 
Oi lav less rule, the tre-Lorn ipirit flies; 
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Thither Affliction, thither Poverty, 

And Arts and Sciences: thrice happy clime, 
Which Britain makes th* aſylum of mankind ! 
But joy ſuperior far his boſom warms, 

Who views thoſe ſhores in every culture dreſs d; 
With habitations gay, and numerous towns, 

On hill and valley; and his countrymen 

Form'd into various ſtates, powerful and rich, 

In regions far remote : who from our looms 

Take largely for themſelves, and for thoſe tribes 

Of Indians, ancient tenants of the land, 

In amity conjoin'd, of civil Lte 

The comforts taught, and various new defires, 

Which kindle arts, and occupy the poor, 

And ſpread Britannia's flocks oer every dale. 

Ve, who the ſhuttle caſt along the loom, 

The filk-worm's thread inweaving with the 
fleece, | % h 

Pray for the culture of the Georgian tract, 

Nor light the green Savannahs, and 2 

Of Carolina, where thick woods ariſe 


Of mulberries, and in whoſe water d fields 
Up- ſprings the verdant blade of thirſty rice. 


Where are the happy regions, which afford 
More implements of commerce, and of wealth ? 


| Fertile Virginia, like a vigorous bough, 


Which overſhades ſome cryſtal river, ſpreads 


1 Her wealthy cultivations wide around, 


And, more than many a ſpacious realm, rewards 
The fleecy ſhuttle : to her growing marts, 
The Iroqueſe, Cheroques, and Oubacks, come, 


| And quit their feathery ornaments uncouth, 


| For woolly garments ; and the cheers of life, 
The cheers, but not the vices, learn to taſte. 
Bluſh, Europeans, whom the circling cup 

| Of Luxury intoxicates; ye routs, | | | 
Who, for your crimes, have fled your native land: 


| | and ye voluptuous idle, who in vain, 
| Seek eaſy habitations, void of care: 


The ſons of nature, with aſtoniſhment, 


And dete ſtation, mark your evil deeds; 


And view, no longer aw'd, your nerveleſs arms, 
 Unfit to cultivate Ohio's dams. . 
See the bold emigrants of Accadie, 


And Maſſachuſet, happy in thoſe arts 


Y That join the politics of Trade and War, 


Bearing the palm in either: they appear 
Better exemplars ; and that hardy crew, 
Who, on the frozen beach of Newfoundland, 


| Hang their white fiſh amid the parching winds : . 


The kindly fleece, in webs of Dufficld woof, 


| Their limbs, benumb'd, enfolds with  cheerly 


warmth, 


And frize of Cambria, worn by thoſe, who ſeek, 
__ | Thrvugh gulpl:s and dales of Hudſon's winding - 


2 bay, | 
The beaver's fur, though oft they ſeek in vain, 5 


_ | While Winter's froſty rigor checks approach, 


Ev'n in the fiftieth latitude. Say why 


| (lfyr, the trave!'d ſons of commerce, know), 
| Wherefore lie bound their rivers, lakes, and — 


Hult the ſun's annual courſe, in chains of ice? 


. | While tlie Rhine's fertile ſhore, and Galllic realms, 


n, rhe ſ une zone encircled, long enjoy 
Warm beams of Phozbus, 2d ſupine, behold 


- vines, 
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Their plains | and hillocks dn with 5 | 
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Muſt it be ever thus? or may the hand 

Ot mighty Lahor drain their guſty lakes, 

Enlarge the brightening ſky, and, peopling, warm 

The opening vallies, and the yellowing plains ? | 
Or rather ſhall we burſt ſtrong Darien's chain, 1 
Steer our bold flects between tac cloven rocks, 
And through the great Pacific every joy 

Of civil life diffuſe ? Are not her iſles 

Numerous and larzz ? tiave they Not har. ours 
| calm, 

Inhabitants, and manners ? haply, too, 

Peculiar ſciences, and other forms 

Of trade, and ufcful products, to exchange 

For woolly veſtures? *Tis a tedious courte 

By the Antarctic circle: nor beyond 

Thoſe ſca-wrapt gardens of the dulcet reed, 

Bahama and Ca ibhee, may be iound 
Safe mole or harbour, till on Faikland's iſle 

The ſtandard of Britannia iaall ariſe. 

Proud Buenos Aires, low-couciied Paraguay, 

And rough Corrientes, mark, with hottik eye, 

The labouring veſſel: neither may ve truſt 

The dreary naxed Pata: onian lar d, 
Which darkens in the v ind. No traffic there, 
No barter for the fleece. There ar ſtorms 

Bend their black brows, and, raging. hl around 
Their thunders. Ye adventurous mariners, 
Be firm; take courage froin the brave. *Twas 
| there 1 
Perils and conflicts inexpreſſible 
Anſon, with ſteady undeſpairing breaſt, 
Endur'd, when o'er the various globe he chac'd 


His country's fo's. Faſt- gathering tempeſts rouz'd. 


Huge ocean, and involv'd lum: all around 
Wuirlwind, ard ſnow, and hail, and horror: how, | 
Rapidly, with the world of waters, down | 
Deſcending to the channel; of the deep, | 
Hie view'd th' uncover'd bottom of tit” ahyſs; 
And now tae ſtars, upon the loſtieſt point 
Toſs' d oi the, tk, - mix'd ſur es. Ott the burſt 
Ol loudeſt thunder, with the dath of ſeas, 
Tore the wild-fly ing fails and tumbling maſts; 
While flames, thick-flaſhing in the eloom, reveal dl 
Ruins ot decks and ſlirouds, and fi glits ot dcatii. 
Yet on he tar*d, with fortitude his chcar, 
Gainine, at intervals, flow way beneath _ 
Del Fuego's rugged cliffs, and the white rid e, 
Above all height. by opening r clouds reveard, G 
Oi Montcgorda, and inaccc!iilie 
Wreck-threatening Stat-1-Linds © 'ernanging z ore, 
_ Enormous rocks on rocks, in cver-wibl 
Poiture of falling; as when! P01, rea 'd, 
On Oſſa, and on O's torturing be ad 
Woody Olympus, by the angry g 
Precipitate on cartl. were FED tw fail. 
At koh, thou, zu cv N tempeit, as ſomc 
x; branch, Dh 
Which tom a porlar fall; into a loud | 
Impetuo'is cataract, though drop inner, ', 
Vet re- aſcencls, and glides, on Ia. or Hream, 
Smoot! through the vallics z fo his voay by won 
To Us 15 rend Pacificy n: immer, 
And ryan This lofty mit, and Fprea-l | 18 ſale, 
Chen Patti”; Neid., , 4 „sti: 2 t. aN its 0. 
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His vengeance felt, and fair occaſion gave 

To ſhew humanity and continence, 

To Scipio's not inferior. Then was left 

No coruer of the globe ſecure to pride 

And violence : although :: due far-ſtretch'd coaſt 

Ot Cirli, and i Peru, and 14 Jo, 

Arnd in their evil cauie; though fell Diſcaſe, 


Un' dati, Lor, tedious Tune, confpir*d, 
Aid Licat incl-mc 1 5 to unnerve his force 


| I hows, u 14 WE L. a 27 which net O er half hs 


| * orld, 


Deny'd ali noſp table land or port; 5 


Where, ſeaſons vozagi 297 no rond he found 


To moor, no bottom in tir abyſs, waereon 
o dro; tue faſtening anchor; though his brave 


| Comnanior.s ceas'd, ſubdued by toil — 


Though ſolitary l. ſe in Tinian's ſeas, 
Where never was gv the dreaded ſound 
Of Britain's thu der heard; his wave- worn hark 
Met, f:u2::*, inc proud — rian, and o' ercame. 
So fare it ever with our country's ſoes 
| Rejoice, ye nations, vindicate the ſway 
Ordain'd tor common happineſs. Wide, o'er 
he glohe terraqueous, let Britannia pour 
The fruits of plenty from her copious horn. 
What can avail to her, whoſe fertile earth 
By Ocean's briny waves are circumſcr;v'd, _ 
The armed hoſt, and murdering £xord ot war, | 
And conqueſt o'er her neighbours ? She ne er breaks 
Her ſolemn compacts, in the luit of rule: 
Studious of arts and trade, ſhe ne*er diſturbs. 
The holy peace of ſtotes. Tis her delight 
To fold the world with harmony, and ſpread, 
Among the habitations of mankind, 
The various wealth of Toll, and what her fleece, 
| To clothe the naked, and her ſkiltul looms, | 
| Peculiar give. Ye too rejoice, ye ſwains ; 


ie Increaſing commerce ſhall reward your cares. 


A day will come, if not too deep we drink 
The cup, which luxury on careleſs wealth, 
| Pernic. ous gift, beſtows ; aday will come, 


£ "he Caliiornian ccaft, and all the realms 


3 the geren les, which on the leſt ariſe 

U Upon the glaſſy hr. ne, whote various capes 
Not yet are figur'd on the ſailors chart: 

Tacn every variation (hall be told 

Ort! ie ma zretic ſteel; and currins marked. 

| Wick drive the leeviels veff. l from her courſe. 
That port tion too oi land, u tra unmenſe, 


Dencath the Antarctic ſoread, {hull tlien be known, | 


And ne plantations on it; cout fe. = 
hen rizid Winters ice no more ſaall wound 
The only naked animal; but inan 


| Wh the ſoit fl. ccꝰ oll ver- chere be cloat!1'd. 


TH exultentg Muſc hall then, in vigor freth, 


Her figut renew. Se m-wuilz, with nr wings | 
Wor Ocean's war rturrins, ſhe cxplorcs | 
| Sduri's Norvery volts, her old delight, 


The theptiorts aunt 3 where the fi-ti ſpr ing wil 
| Of Bri ita » bappy trale, now ſorenling wal, 
Wie a> t Way nllc and Pacing It: 57 

as 41's tal fluid cer the . 


A 8 


When, through new channels ſailing, v tha!l clothe | 


ant ſtretch from Anian's ſtreiglits to proud Japan; 
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HE morning's fair, the luſty ſun 

With ruddy cheek begins to run 
And early birds, that wing the ſkies, 
Sweetly ſing to ſee him riſe. 

I am refolv*d, this charming day, 
In the open ficld to ſtray; 
And have no roof above my head, 

But that whercon the gods do tread. 
Before the yellow barn 1 ſce 

A beautiful variety | 

Of ſtrutung cocks, advancing ſtout, 
And flirting empty chaff about. 


Hens, ducks, and geeſe, and al] their brood, 


And turkeys gobbling for their food ; 
While ruſtics thrath the wealthy floor, 
And tempt all to crowd the door. 
What a fair face does Nature ſhow ? 
Auguſta, wipe thy duſty brow ; | 
A landſkip wide ſalutes my fight, 
Of thady vales, and mountains bright; 
And azure heavens I behold, 
And clouds of filver and of gold. 
And now into the fields I go, | 
Where thoufand flaming flowers ww; 5 
And every neighl ouring hedge I grect, 
With honey-ſuckles ſmelling ſweet. 
Now o'er the daify meads I ſtray, 
And mect with, as I pace my way, 
Sweetly ſhinivg on the eye, 
A rivulet gliding ſmootbly by | 
Which ſhows w eien what an eaſy tide 
The moments of the happy e elide. 
; Here, finding haſure alter pan, | 
Sleeping 1 ſer a wearied foain, 
While his foll ſcrip lies open by, 
That does his healthy food ſupply. 
Happy twain, ſure happicr far 
Than jotty kings and princes art! 


Lr. 509 {-vect ſleep, which ſauns the crown, TY 


Witir all itz caſy beds of down. 
he ſun row ſhows his noon-tide blaze, 

. Ar d theds around me burning rays. 
A little onward, and 1 go 
into the ſnatie chat gro- es be ſtov ·; 
and o green nioſs 1 hy me don; 
hat Oer tlie root oi Gan has growẽn; 

W; lere all is lent, but ſomt food 
l iat ſweetly mu: murs in the wood 
put birds that warble in the ſprays, 


Aud charm even Silence with her lays. 


Oh powerful] $.lence, how you reign | 
1: the Foct's buſy brain! 
Ius numerous thonghrs obcy the calls 
O' the tuncful water-falls, 
Like invoices, whenc'er the coaſt is clear, 
bey rite before thee without fear, | 
rd range in parties here and there. 
Some wildly to Parnaſſus wing, 
and view the fair Caſtalian ſpring; 
Wh}: re they behold a lonely well, 
Niem mo tuneſul Muſes dwell, 


* 


Begins to 


I Crouding before me, 


For ever pleaſant, private, near. 


POEMS. 
But now and then a ſtaviſn hind 


| Paddling the troubled pool they find. 


Some trace the pleaſing paths of joy, 
Others the bliſsful ſcene deftroy ; | 
In thorny tracks of ſorrow ſtray, 

And pine for Clio far away. 

But ſtay—Methinks her lays I hears 

So ſmooth! fo ſweet! ſa deep! ſo clear? 
No, 'tis not her voice I find, 


| 'Tis but the echo ſtays behind. 


Some meditate ainbition's brow, 
And the black gulph that gapes below: 
Some peep in courts, and there oY ſee 
The ſneaking tribe of Flattery. = 


But, ſtriking to the ear and eye, 


A nimble deer comes bounding by! 
| When ruſhing from yon ruſtling ſpray, 
It made them vaniſh all away. 

I rouze me up, and on I rove. 


; »Tis more than time to leave the grove. 


The ſun declines, the evening breeze 
per through the trees: 
And, as I leave the ſylvan gloom, 

As to the glare of day I come, 

An old man's ſmoky neſt I ſee, 
Leaning on an aged tree; 


| Whoſe willow walls, and furzy brow, 


A little garden fway below. 


Through ſpreading beds of blooming green, 


n and clean, 
A vein of water limps along, 55 

And makes them ever green, and young. 

Here he puffs upon his ſpade, * 

And digs up cabbage in the ſhade : 

His tatter'd rags are ſable brown, 

His beard and hair are hoary grown: | 

The dying ſap deſcends apace, 8 

And leaves a wither*d hand and face. 

Up * Grongar hill I labour now, 


And catch at laſt his buſhy brow. 
Ion, bow freſh, how pure the air 
Let me breathe a little here. | 


Where am I, Nature? I deſcry 


| | Thy magazine before me lie ! | 7 
2 and towns and towers and nods 


And hills —and vales !—and fields and _ 
edg'd around 
With naked wilds, and barren ground. 


| See, below, the pleaſant dome, 
_ | The Poet's pride, the Poet's home, 
| Which the ſun-beams ſhine upon, 
| To the even, from the dawn. 


See her woods, where Echo talks, 
Her gardens trim, her terras walks, 


4 Her wilderneſſes, fragrant brakes, 
| Her gloomy bowers, and ſhining lakes. 


Keep, ye gods, this humble ſeat, 


See yonder hill, upriſing ſteep, 
Above the river flow and deep: 
It looks from hence a pyramid, 
Beneath a verdant foreſt hid; 
On whoſe high top there riſes great, 
The mighty remnant of a ſcat, 


An old green tower, whoſe batter d braw 


Frowns upon the vale below. 


A hill in South Wales. 
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Look upon that flowery plain, 
No the theep ſurround their ſwain, | 
How they crowd tu hear his ſtrain ! J 
All carel.fs with his legs acrof., 

Leaning on a bank of mots, 

He ſpends his empty hours at play, 


Which fly as light as dewn away. . 


And there behold a bloomy nicad, 
A filver ſtream, a willow ſhade, 
Beneath the ſhade of fiſher ſtand, 
Who, with the angle in his hand, 

Swings the nibbling try to land. 

In bluſhes the deſcending ſun | 
Kiffes the ſtreams, while flow tl. cy run; 
And yonder hill remoter grows, 

Or duſky clouds do interpole . 

The fields are left, the labouring hind 
His weary oxen does unbind ; 

And vocal mountains, as they low, 
Re- echo to the vales below; 

The jocund ſhepherds piping come, 
And drive the herd beture them home; 
And now begin to light their fires, 
Which ſend up ſmokes in curling ſpires! 
While with light hearts all homeward tend, 
To * Aberzaſney I deſcend. 


Did I with Clio pace my way, 
And not alone and folitary ſtray. 


But, Oh! how bleſs'd would be the day, = \ 


* N. u 


E poor little theep, ah! 8 
While fad is your ſhepherd, and Clio away 


. v. 


4 


Tell where have you been, have you met with my 


love, 


On the mountain, or valley, or meadow, or grove? | 


Alas-aday, No—Ye are ſtray*d, and half dead; 
Ye ſaw not my love, or ye all had been fed. 
On, Sun, did you fee her? —ah! ſurely you did : 
"Mong _ willows, or weoddines, or recds, is the 
ve tall, whiſtling pines, that on yonder hill grow, 
And oferlook the beautiful valley below, 
Did you ſee her a- roving in wood or in brake? 
Or bathing her fair limbs in ſome ſilent lake * 
Ye mountains, that look on the vigorous eaſt, 
And the _ and the fouth, and the wear. ſom 
| w | 
Pray tell where ſhe hides her, you ſurely do know, 
And let not her lover pine after her ſo. | 
Om, had 1 the wings of an eagle, I'd fly 
Along with bright Phœbus all over the ſky ; 


Like an eagle, look down, with my wings wide diſ- | 


play d, 
And dart in my eyes at each whiſpering ſhade : 
I'd ſearch ev*ry tuft in my diligent tour, 


Id unravel the woodbines, and look in each bower, 


* The name of a ſeat belonging to the Author's 


When we, | 
Here flows the Po !—The Minis tiere, 
_ Winding about with ſedgy har! 
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Till ! found out my Clio, ana ended my pain, 
Al. d made myfclf quiet, and happy Aga l. 


30 A 


MrFAMOUS PAINTER 


Maiter of tlie lovek ett art! 
ſweet our ſentes you deceive, 
a yazing throng, belicve ! 


DD Adee partner of my heart, 


And there the Tyber's yellow fluo'', 


I Beneach a thick and gloomy vood ! 


| And there Darius” broken rar.x* 
| Upon the Grannic's bloody banks ; 
Who bravely die, or bafcly run 


| From Philip's all- ſubduing ſon ! 
And there the wounded Porus brought 


(The braveit man that ever tought: ) 


His dauntleſs viſage, as he lics 
ln ceath's moſt paintul agonies. 


To me reveal thy heavenly art, 
To me thy mytteries impart. 
As yet I but in verſe can paint, 


I And to th' idea colour taint 
| Whatto the open eye you ſhow, | 
| Seeming Nature's living glow! 
The beautcuus thapes of objects near! 
Or diſtant ones contus'd in air! 

| The golden eve, the bluſhing dawn, 


Smiling on the lovely lawn ! 

And pleaſing views of chequer'd W L 

And rivers winding through the ſhades! 

And ſunny hills !=and pleaſant plains! | 

And groups of merry nymphs and twains ! 
Or ſome old building, hid with _ | 

Rea: ing fad its ruin'd tace ; 

Whole columns, frizes, ſtatues, lie, 

The griet and wonder of the eye! 

Or ſwiſt adown a mountain tall: 


| A foaming cataraQ's ſounding fall ; ; 
Wuoſe loud roaring iluns the car 
I | Ot the wondering traveller! 

I Ora calm and quiet bays | 


And a level ſhining ſea ! . 
Or ſurges rough, that froth, and roar, 
And, angry, daſh the ſounding ſhore! 


And "veſſcls toſt ! and billows hivh ! 
| And lightning flaſhing trom the ky ! 
I Or that which gives me moſt deliglit, 


The fair idea (ſeeming fight !) | 
Of warrior fierce, with ſhinine blade! 
Or orator, with arms ditplay*'s ! 

Tully's engaging air and mien, 
Declaiming azainſt Catalinc. 

Or fierce Aclulles towering high 

Above tus foes, who round hun die. 
| 8 2 


To Alexander's tent, who eyes \ 
* 


0 
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Or Hercules, with lion's hide, 
And knotty cudgel, thrown aſide, 
Lifting Antzus high in air ! 
Who, in his gripe, expires there ! 
Or S.ſyphus, with toil and fweat, 
And muſcles ſtrain'd, ftriving to get 
Up a ſteep hill a ponderous ſtone, 


Which near the top 2 and rolls *— 
down. 


Or beauteous Helen's eaſy air, 

With head reclin'd, and flowing hair; 

Or comely Paris, gay and young, 

Moving with gallart grace along 

Ile you can doll Lut advance 

In a ſiorid ignorance; | 

Ard ſoy to you, who better awww, 
You il: ould deſign them ſo and to. 


TY 


AARON HILL r8Q| 


ON HIS PEW CALLED GIDEON. 


"ELL me, wondrous friend, where were you 
4 When Gideon was your lofty fong ! 
Where did the heavenly ſpirit bear you, 
When your fair foul reflected ſtrong 
_ Gideon's actions, as they ſhin d 
Bright in the chambers of your mind! 
Say, have you trod Arabia's ſpicy vales, 
Y Or gather'd bays beſide Euphratesꝰ ſtream, 
75 or lonely ſung with Jordan's water-ialls, | 
| While heavenly Gidcon was your ſacred theme. 
Or have you many ages 2.ven 
To cloſe retiremert ar to tooks ! 
And held a long diſcourſe with Heaven, 
| And notic'd Nature in her var:ous looks! 
Full oi inſpiring wonder ard delight, 
Slo read I C deen with a greedy eye! 
Like a plcas'd t: aveller that lin- ers ſweet. 
On ſome fair and lofty plain 
W here the ſun ces brightly ſhine, 
And glorious proſpees ail around him lie! 
On Gideon's pages Leautitully ſhine, 
SBiurprizing pictures riſing to m7 fight, 
With all the lite ot colours and of line 
Aud all the force of te: ding ſhace and li ght, 
| Ard all the grace of cn! thing more dine! 
| High on a hill, kereath an 61.78 broad arm, 
I ſee a youtn divine iy fair, 
* Per ſive he le ans his head og his left hand; 
His ſmiling eye ſheds ſwweetneſs mix'd with 
„% awe, 
« His right hard, with a milk-white wand, ſome 
| &c figure ſee ms to draw ! 
« A nameleſs grace is ſcatter d through his a r, 


% And o'er his ſrculders looſely flows lis arnber- | 


&« colour'd hair“ | 
Above, with burning bluſh the morning glowe, 
The waking world all fair before him lies; 

Slow from the plain the melting dews, 
©© To kiſs the ſun- beams, climbing, riſe.” &c. 
Kethinks the you of Baal 1 ſce, 


V 


5 | The Muſes, and their Empreſs, court _ ſtrains, 
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In terraſs*'d ſtages mount vp high, 
And wave its fable beauties in the ſky, 
« From ſtage to ſtage, broad fteps of — 
| 4 ſtone, 
e With curling moſs and blady rw 0 *ergrown, 
Lead awful--—— 
Do; vn in a de nzeon deep, 
Where through thick Walls, obli que, the broken 
| be light 
From narrow lonp- holes quivers to the ſight, 
«© With fw:ft and ſurious ſtride, 
c Cloſe- ſolded arm, and ſho:;t and ſudden ſtarts, 


* The fretful prince, in dumb and ſullen pride, 
| ©© Revoives eſcape 


Here in red colours glowing bold 
A warlike figure ſtrikes my eye 


| | The dreadful ſudden tight his foes behold 


Contounded ſo, they loſe the power to fly; 
© Backering they gaze at diſtance on his face, 


| << admire his poſture, and conteſs his grace 


His right hand graſps his planted ſpear, &c.“ 
Alas! my Raus, througli much good - 11 you err: 
And we the mighty author greatl; wrong 

To gather heantics here and there, 
, As but a ſcatter'd few there were, 
| While every word's a beauty in his ſong ! 


THE 


| To MR. DYER, BY AARON HILL, ESQ. 


F HILE, charm'd with Aberglaſney s quiet 
plains, 


| Tir*d of the noiſy tovn, ſo lately try c 

Metlünks, I ſee you ſmile, on Towy's ade! 

Penſiwe, her mazy wanderings you unwind, 

Ard, on your river's margin, calm your mind. 
Oh \—greatly bleſs'd——whate'er your fate requires, 


I Your d uctile wiſdom tempers your defires! 


Batanc'c within, you lool abroad ſerene, 


| And, marking both extremes, pals clear between. 


| Ol: could your lov'd example teach your ſkill, 
| Art, as it moves my wonder, mend my will! 


= Cal voulki my paſſions grow —my lot would 


pleaſt; 


And my fick foul mich think inſelf to eaſe! 


But, do the future while I train my eye, 
Fach pri ſent good flips, undiſtineuiſh'd, by. 
Still, wl. at i would, contends with wha ] can, 
And my wild withes leap the bounds of man. 
1 in my power it lies to limit hope, 
And iny unchain'd defires can fix a ſcope, 
"This were my Choice—Oh, Friend! pronounce me 
30G! 4 
For I have wants, which wealth can never cure! 
Let others, with a narrow'd ſtint of pride, 
In ſelfiſh views, a bounded hope divide: 
2 } mutt with at all Deſires are free, 


t Hligh, as the Higheſt, 1 would wiſh to be? 
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[ Thoſe lines in this Poem marked tus 4 a: re 
| taken out of the Poem called CID EO. 
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Theg might I, fole ſupreme, act, unconfin'd, 
And witiz unbounced influence bleſs mankind. 
Mcozn is that ſoul, wl. om its own good can fill! 
A proſperous world, alone, could feaſt my will. 
He's poor, at beſt, who others miſery fees, 
And wants the with'd-for power to give them eaſe ! 
A vlory this, unreach'd, but on a throne ! 
All were enouzh—and,' lefs than all, is none!“ 
This my firſt wiſh ;—But tince *tis wild, and 
Vain, 3 
To graſp at glittering clouds, with fruitleſs pain, 
More ſafely low, let my next proſpect he, 
And life's mild evening this fair fun- iet ſte. 
Far from a Lord's loath'd ncigilourhood—a 
State! | 
Whoſe little greatneſs is a pride I hate ! 


On ſome lone wild, thould my large houſe be | 


£ plac'd, 

_ Vaſtly ſurrounded by a healthfel waſte! 

Sturil, and coarſe, the untry'd ſol ſhould be, 

'T:}l-torc'd to flouriſh, and ſuhdu'd by me. 

Stas, woods, mcads, mountains, gardens, ſtreams, | 
and ſkics, 8 | | 


Should with a changeful grandeur, charm my eyes! 


Wirre-c'cr | walk'd, effocts of my paſt pans 


Siould plume the mountain tops, aud pant thc |. 


plains, | | 

Greatly obſcure, and ſhunning courts, or name! 
Widely befriended, but etcaping tame ; 

Peaceiul, in ſtudious quiet, would 1 live, 

Lie lud, tor leuure, and grow rich, to give ! 


5 Pu 
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lk Pot, my friend, beneath misſortunc s 
; wcight, ES, | 
Pleas'd to be found intrinſically great. 


Shame on the dull, who think the ſoul looks lets, . 


Becauſe the body wants a glittering dreſs. 

It is the mind's tor-ever briglit attire, | 
The mind's embroidery, tliat the wiſe 2-!mire ! 
That which looks rich to the groſs vulgar cycs, 
I the fop*s tinſel, which the grave dujife. 


Wealth diais che ces of cro s, and while they 8 


gaze, e | 

The coxcomb?s ne'er diſcover'd in the blaze! 
As few the vices of the wealtiiy tec, 
do virtues are conceaPd by poverty. | 

Earl Rivers —In that name tow xould'ſt thou 
| ſhine ? 5 | „ 
Thy verſe, tow ſwect! try ſancy, low divine! 
Cr.tics and Rards would, ty their worth, be aw'd, 
And ail would tus it nw te applaud. = 


| Alas! what a 10!;, that wealth and domatr 


W. 
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| But thou has nowght to pleaſe the vulgar eye, 


No title haſt, nor what might titles buy. 
Thou wilt ſmall praiſe, hut much ill- nature find, 


| Clear to thy errors, to thy beauties blind; 


And if, though few, they any faults can ſce 
How mcanly bitter will cold cenſure he! 


But, fince we all, the wiſeſt of us, err, 


Sure, 'tis the greateſt fault to he ſevere. 
A few, however, yet expect to find, 
Among the mitty millions of mankind, 


Who proudly ttoop to aid an injur'd cauſe, 


And o' er the ſneer of coxcombs force applauſe, 
Wo, with felt pleaſure, fee fair Virtue riſe, 
And litt her upwards to the beckoning prize! 
Or mark her latouring in the mode breait, 


| Anel honour her the more, the more depreſt. 


Thee, Savage, theſe (the juſtly great) admire, 
Tice, quick'ning Judment's palegm with Fancy*s 
fire ! | | 


| Thee, flow to cenſ@: e, earneſt to commend, 
An able critic, but a willing friend. 


E 1 


FRIEND IN TOWNE#. 


12 "AVE my ſriends in the town, in the gay buſy = 


ton, | 
Forgot tuch a man as Join Dyer? 


Or heel. f. deſpae tiny, or pity tie clown, 


v: Loie bolom ro pagcaitries fire? 


No matter, no mittcr==content in the ſhades — 
(Tontemntca ?-why every tung chere mc) 


| Fall in tunes all adorn tie nova ſteep, ye ca- ads, 


Till hende g. d v. rtue alurms me. 


Till cutra c ariſes, or miſcry needs 

| The fat, ny Für: i ener; 

Till ſacred religion of Le, t; bleu, 

Then mirc be the decd, a the danger. 
We ':<op up i un ar wiotrew! 
Immer.& i. de tal, yet the hho non hain! 
Is NOL ur TO 1. one! C- Aer: 3 


Then glide on in, momente, thy er tirit 1 have 
Smoatit=fau ot; ant get, ant! ven; 

| While gentiy tin. bad; del. ts tlie grab, 

And tie fpirit au, to læav en. 


to Mr. Dyer, u aniwer te his frei tlic county. 
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* Among the Poems of Mr. Savagg, org is on:? 
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BY c110 “*. 


In holding back my gratitude ſo long; 
he ſoul is ſure to equal tranſport rais' d, 
That juſtly praiſes, or is juſtly prais'd: 
The generous only can this pleaſure know 
Who taſte the god-like virtue to beſtow ! 
ILev'n grow rich, methinks, while I commend ; 
And feel the very praiſes which I fend. 


I'VE done thy merit and my friendſhip wrong, 


Nor jealouſy nor female envy find, | 
Though all the Muſes gre to Dyer kind. 

Sing on, nor let your modeſt fears retard, 
Whoſe verſe and pencil join, to force reward : 
Your claim demands the bays, in double wreath, 


| | Your Poems lighten, and your pictures breathe. 


I wiſh to praiſe you, but your beauties wrong: 
No theme looks green, in Clio's artleſs ſong : 


ut yours will an eternal verdure wear, 


For Dyer's fruitful ſoul will flouriſh there. 

My humbler lot was in low diſtance laid; 

I was, oh, hated thought! a woman made; 
For houſhold cares, and empty trifles meant, 
The Name does Immortality prevent. 

Vet let me ſtretch, beyond my ſex, my mind, 
And, rifing, leave the fluttering train behind; 
Nor art, nor learning, with'd aſſiſtance lends, 


But nature, love, and mutic, are my friends. 


EXD OF DWYTR'S POEMS. 
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1 THE : | | 
| POEMS OF WILLIAM SHENSTONE. | 
LL. 4 7.4% 4 | 
WRITTEN ON MANY DIFFERENT OCCASIONS. 1 | 

« Tantim inter denſas, umbroſa cacumina, fagos | 


| | « Affidue veniebat; ibi hæc incondita, ſolus, 
| « Montibus et ſylvis ſtudio jactabat inani! “ . 
ne | Ta Vans. 


F 


PREFATORY ESSAY ON ELEGY. 
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II is obſervable, that diſcourſes prefixed to poetry are contrixed very frequently to 
inculcate ſuch tenets as may exhibit the performance to the greateſt advantage. | 
The fabric is very commonly raiſed in the firft place, and the meaſures, by which we 

are to judge of its merit, are afterwards adjuſted. C 
There have been few rules given us by the critics concerning the ſtructure of elegiac 

poetry; and far be it from the author of che following trifles to dignify his own opinions 
with that denomination. He would only intimate the great variety of ſuljecs, and the 
different fy/es in which che writers of elegy have hitherto indulged themſelves, and en- 
deavour to ſhield the following ones by the latitude of their example. 

If we conſider the etymology of the cu, the epithet which + Horace gives it, or 

the confeſſion which 1 Ovid makes concerning it, 1 think we may conclude thus much 

| however; that eſegy, inits true and genuine acceptation, 7nc/udes a tender and querulous 

dea: chat it looks upon this as its peculiar charaCteriltic, and fo long as ehis is thorough- 
ly ſuſtained, admits of a variety of ſubjects; which, by its manner of treating them, 
it renders its own. It throws its melancholy fote over pretty different objects; which, 
like the drefles at a funeral. procefſion, gives them all a kind of foiemn and uniform 


| appearance. 


— — ea. tet — ES we ——— ES th - 


Alus, particulam dolendi. 
| 78 Miſerabiles ctegos.“ 5 | . Hon. 
Heu ninus ex vers nunc tibi nomen crit. 


Ovi. de Morte Tibulli 
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It is probable that elegies were written at i upon the death of intimate friends and 
near relations ; ce/cbrated beauties, or favourite miftreſſes ; ben:ficent governors and illuſtriou, 
men e one may add perhaps, of all thoſe, who are placed by Virgil in the laurel-grove 
of his Elyfium. (See Hurd's Diſſertation on Horace's Epiſtle.) 5 

Quique ſui memores alios fecere merendo. 
After theſe ſubjects were ſufficiently exhauſted, and the ſeverity of fate diſplayed in the 
molt affecting inſtancce, the poets ſought occaſion to vary their complaints; and the 
yext tender ſbecies of ſorrow that preſented itſelf, was the grief of ab/ent or neglected 
lovers. And this indulgence might be indeed allowed them; but with hie they were 
not contented. They had obtained a ſmall corner in the province of love, and they 
took advantage, from therce, to over-run the whole territory. They ſung its ſpoils, 
_ triumphs, ovations, and rejoicings *, as well as the captivity and exequies that at- 
tended it. They gave the name of elegy to their pleaſantries as well as lamentations; till 
| et laſt, through their abundant fondneſs for the myrtle, they forgot that the cypreſs was 
_ their peculiar garland. 5 ff 

In this it is probable they deviated from the original deſign of elegy; and it ſhould 
ſeem, that any kind of ſubjects, treated in ſuch a manner as to diffuſe a pleafing me- 
lancholy, might far better deferve the name, than the facetious mirth and libertine fel- 
Uvity of the ſucceſsful votaries of love. . CV 

But not to dwell too long upon an opinion which may ſeem perhaps introduced to fa- 
rour the following performance, it may not be improper to examine into the »ſe and 
end of elegy. The moſt important end of all poetry is to encourage virtue. Epic and 
ragedy chiefly recommend the public virtues; elcgy is of a ſpecies which illuſtrates and 
endears the private. There is a truly virtuous pleaſure connected with many penſive 
contemplations, which it is the province and excellency of elegy to enforce. This, by 
_ preſenting ſuitable ideas, has diſcovered ſweets in welancholy which we could not find in 
mirth ; and has led us with ſucceſs to the duſty urn, when we could draw no pleaſure 
from the ſparkling bowl; as paſtoral conveys an idea of ſimplicity and innocence, it is 
ia particular the taſk and merit of elegy to ſhew the innocence and fimplicity of rural 
life to advantage: and that, in a way diſtinct from paſtoral, as much as the plain bur 


___ judicious landlord may be ima gined to ſurpaſs his tenant both in dignity and underſtand- 


ing. It ſhould alſo tend to elevate the more tranquil viriues of humility, diſinterefledneſs, 
ſimplicity, and innocence : but then there is a degree of elegance and refinement, no way 
inconſiltent with theſe rural virtucs; and that raiſes elegy above that merum rus, that 
unpoliſbed ruſticity, which has given our paſtor. writers their higheſt reputation. 
Wealth and ſplendor will never want their proper weight: the danger is, left they 
ſhould too much preponderate. A kind of poetry therefore which throws its chief in- 
fluence into the other ſcale, that magniſies the ſweets of liberty and independence, that 
_ endears the honeſt delights of love and friendſhip, that cel:b;ates the glory of a good name 
after death, that ridicules the futile arrogance of birth, that recommends the innocent 
__ amuſement of letters, and inſenſibly prepares the mind for that humanny it mculcates, 
ſuclh a kind of poetry may chance to pleaſe; and if it pleaſe, ſhould ſeem to be of 
FL w VJ 
As to the ſlyle of elegy, it may be well enough determined from what has gone before. 
It ſhould imitate the voice and language of grief, or if a metaphor of dreſs be more 
agreeable, it ſhould be ſimple and diffuſe, and flowing as a mourner's veil. A verſi- 
fication therefore is defirable, which, by indulging a free and unconſtrained expreſſion, 
may admit of that ſimplicity which elegy requires. OO OE 
| Heroic metre, with alternate rhyme, ſeems well enough adapted to this ſpecies of 
: N and, however exceptionable upon other occaſions, its inconveniencies appear to 
loſe their wcight in ſoorter elegies: and its advantages feem to acquire an additional im- 


„ Dicite Io Tæan, & Io Lis dicite Pæan.“ Ort. 
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portance. The world has an admirable example of its beauty in a collection of elegies 
not long ſince publiſhed ; the product of a gentleman * of the moſt exact taſte, and 
whoſe untimely death merits all the tears that elegy can ſhed. | 

It is not impoſſible that ſome may think this metre too lax and profaic : others, 
that even a more diſſolute variety of numbers may have ſuperior advantages. And, in 
favour of theſe laſt, might be produced the exampie of Milton in his Lycidas, togerher 
with one or two recent and beautiful imitations of his verſification in that monody. 
But this kind of argument, I am apt to think, muſt prove too much; fince the writers 
I have in view ſeem capable enough of recommending any metre they ſhall chuſe , 
though it muſt be owned alſo, that the choice they make of any, is at the ſame time 
the ſtrongeſt preſumption in its favour. on 
Perhaps it may be no great difficulty to compromiſe the diſpute. There is no one 
kind of metre that is diſtinguiſhed by rhymes, but is liable to ſome objection or other. 
Heroic verſe, where every ; aan" line is terminated by a rhyme, (with which the judg- 
ment requires that the ſenſe ſhould in ſome meaſure alſo terminate) is apt to reuder the 


_ expreſſion either ſcanty or conſtrained. And this is ſometimes obſervable in the wru- 


ings of a poet lately deceaſed; though I believe no one ever threw ſo much ſenſe toge- 
ther with ſo much eaſe into a couplet as Mr. Pope. But, as an air of con/traint too often 
accompanies this metre, it ſeems by no means proper for a writer of elezy. / 

The previous rhyme in Milton's Lycidas is very frequently placed at ſuch a diſtance 


from the following, that it is often dropt by the memory (much better employed in 


attending to the ſentiment) before it be brought to join its partner: and this ſeems to 
be the greateſt objection to that kind of verfification. But then the peculiar eaſe and 
variety it admits of, are no doubt ſufficient to overbalance the objection, and to give it 
3 to any other, in an elegy of length. N | . 


"he chief exception to which fanza of all kinds is liable, is, that it breaks the ſenſe 
too regularly, when it is continued through a long poem. And this may be perhaps the 

fault of Mr. Waller's excellent panegyric. But if this fault be leſs ditcernible in 
ſmaller compoſitions, as I ſuppole it ir, I flatter myſelf, that the advantages I have 
before mentioned 4 10 1 from alternate rhyme (with which ſtanza is, I think, con- 


nected) may, at leaſt in ſhorter elegies, be allowed to outweigh its imperfections. 
I ſhall ſay but little of the different Iindt of elegy. The melancholy of a lover 1s 
different, no doubt, from what we feel on other mixed occaſions. The mind in which 


love and grief at once predominate, is ſoftened to an exceſs. Love-elegy therefore is 
more negligent of order and deſign, and being addreſſed chiefly to the ladies, requires 
| Intle more than tenderneſs and perſpicuity. Elegies, that are formed 7 promiſcuous 


incidents, and addreſſed to the world in general, inculcate ſome fort of moral, and ad- 
mit a different degree of reaſoning, thought, and ardour. EW 


| The author of the following elegies entered on his ſubjects occaſionally, as particul Lk 
incidents in life ſuggeſted, or diſpoſitions of mind recommended them to his choice. If he 


deſcribes a rural landſkip, or unfolds the train of ſentiments it inſpired, he fairly drew 


his picture from the ſpot; and felt very ſenſibly the affection he communicates. If he 


ſpeaks of his humble ſhed, his flocks and his fleeces, he does not counterfeit the ſcene; 


who having (whether through choice or neceffity, is not material) retired betimes to 

ccuntry- ſolitudes, and ſought his happineſs in rural employments, has a right to con- 
der himſelf as a real ſhepherd. The flocks, the meadows, and the grottos, are his 

_ 64pn, and the embelliſhment of his farm his ſole amuſement. As the ſentiments there- 


tore were inſpired by nature, and that in the earlier part of his life, he hopes they will 


freely acknowledges he reccived from the compaſition of them. 


| retain a natural appearance: diffuſing at leaſt ſome part of that amuſement, which he 


| CTR * Mr. Hammond. 
VOL. VII. „ 
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There will appear perhaps a real inconſiſteney in the moral tenor of the ſeveral ele- 
gies; and the ens ones may ſometimes ſeem a recantation of the preceding. 
The reader will ſcarcely impute this to overfight; but will allow, that men's opinions 
as well as tempers vary; that, neither public nor private, active nor ſpeculative life, 
are unexceptionably happy, and conſequently that any change of opinion concerning 
them may afford an additional beauty to poetry, as it gives us a more ſtriking repre= 
ſentation of life. „ | 
If the author has hazarded, throughout, the uſe of Engliſh or modern alluſions, he | 
hopes it will not be imputed to an entire ignorance, or to the leaſt diſeſteem, of the an- 
cient learning. He has kept the ancient plan and method in his eye, though he builds | 
his edifice with the materials of his own nation. In other words, through a fondneſs 
for his native country, he has made uſe of the flowers it produced, — 4 in order to 
exhibit them to the greater advantage, he has endeavoured to weave his garland by the 
beſt model he could find: with what ſucceſs, beyond his own amuſement, muſt be left 
to judges leſs partial to him than either his acquaintance or his friends.—If any of 
thoſe ſhould be ſo candid, as to approve the variety of ſubjects he has choſen, and the 
tenderneſs of ſentiment he has endeavoured to impreſs, he begs the metre alſo may not 
be too ſuddeniy condemned. The public ear, habituated of late to a quicker meaſure, 
may perhaps conſider this as heavy and languid; but an objection of that kind may 
gradually loſe its force, if this meaſure ſhould be allowed to ſuit the nature of elegy. 
If it ſhould happen to be confidered as an object with others, that there is too much 
of a moral caſt diffuſed through the whole; it is replied, that he endeavoured to animate 
| the poetry ſo far as not to render this objection too obvious; or to riſque excluding the 
faſhionable reader: at the ſame time never deviating from a fixed principle, that | 
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poetry 
without morality is but the bloom of a fruit-iree. Poetry is indeed like that 


| ſpecies of plants, which may bear at once both fruits and bloſſoms; and the tree is by 
no means in perfection without the former, however it may be embelliſhed by the flow- 
ers which ſurround it. e „„ %%% 


t 


2E IL. E r I. 0 lr dfmplicdy, be thine the price? 
35% oe . | Aſſiduous art correct her page in vain! 
He arrives at his retirement in the country, and 


nent in the country, and His he the palm who, guiltleſs of diſguiſe, = 
: _ — to expatiate in praiſe ot ſimplicity. | Contemns the power, the dull reſource to feign ? 5 
„/ 8 R 


2 * Still a ta 
Vo rural viriues, and for native ſkies, ee eee + —_— ec 
I bade Auguſta's venal ſons farewell; For lucre's venal meed, invite my ſcorn ! 


Now *mid the trees, I fee my ſinoke ariſc ; 


No hear the fountai''s bubbling round my cell. 3 | 
| Soft as the line of love-fick Hammond flows, 


O may that genius, which ſecures my reſt, 

| Preferve this villa for a friend that's dear 
Ne er may my v.ntage glaci the fordid breaſt ; 
Neœꝛer tinge the lip that dares be unſincere 


Far from theſe paths, ye faithle$s friends, depart ! 
Fly my plain board, abhor my hottile name! 
Hence the faint verſe ti at fiows not trom the heart, 


still may the bard diſtembling doubts and fears, 


For praiſe, tor flattery fighing, figh forlorn ! = 


Twas his fond heart effus'd the melting theme z 


Ah! never could Aonia's hill diſcloſe 


So fair a fountain, or ſo lov'd a ſtream. 


| Ye loveleſs bards intent with artſul pains 


Lo form a ſigh, or to contrive a tear! 
Forego your Findus, and on —— plains 


Bur mourns in labour'd ſtrains, the price of tame ! | 


Survey Camilla's charms, ard grow ſinocre. by 
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But thou, my friend! while in thy youthful ſoul 
Love's gentle tyrant ſeats his awtul throne, 
Write from thy boſom—let not art controul 

| _ The ready pen, that makes his edicts known. 


pleaſing, when youth is long expir'd, to trace, 
The forms our pencil, or our pen deſign'd 


« Such was our youthful air, and > Spe, and face ! | 


rr 


The Loves and Graces ſteal unſeen away; 
And where the turf diffus d its pomp of flowers, 
We wake to wintry ſcenes of chill decay 


Curſe the fad fortune that detains thy fair; 
Praiſe the ſoft hours that gave thee to her arms; 
Paint thy proud ſcorn of every vulgar care, 


| When Hope exalts thee, or when Doubt alarms. | 


Where with Oenone thou haſt worn the day, 


Near fount or ſtream, in meditation, rove; 


The faithful Muſe ſhall meet thee in the grove. | | 


I in the grove Oenone lov'd to ſtray, 


„ Yb 


s nnpurarion. | 


70 4 FRIEND. 


GRIEF of griefs that envy⸗ s frantic ire 
ow Should roh the living virtue of its praiſe ; 3 
O fooliſh Muſes! that with zeal inſpire 
Io deck the cold inſenſate ſhrine with bays: 


When the free ſpirit quits her humble frame, 
Io tread the ſkies with radiant garlands crown'd, | 
Say, will ſhe hear the diftant voice of fame ? 
Or, hearing, fancy ſweetneſs in the ſound? 


' erhaps ev'n genius pours a flighted lay ; 5 
Perhaps ev'n friendſhip ſheds a fruitleſs tear; 
Ev'n Lyttleton but vainly trims the bay, 5 
| And fondly graces Hammond's mournſul bier. : 


f Though near his tomb, Sabzan odours burn, 


Delia might place the votive wreaths in vain J 5 
Ver the dear hope of Delia's future care 


Once crown'd his 3 and diſpell'd his 


pain · 

ves the fair proſpect of ſurviving _” 

Can every ſenſe of preſent joys excel : 

For this, great Hadrian choſe laborious days: 

_ Through this, expiring, bade a gay farewel. 


1 


Shall then our youths, who fame's bright fabric 
raiſe | 
To life's precarious date confine their care ? 


f O teach them you, to ſpread the ſacred bate, 


To plan a work, through lateſt ages fair: 


ls it ſmall tranſport, as with curious eye 
You trace the ſtory of each Attic ſage, 
To think your blooming praiſe ſhall time defy ? 


3 Shall walt like odours through the pleaſing page ? 


To mark the day, when through the bulky tome, 
Around your name the varying ſtyle reines? 


| And readers call their loſt attention home, 


Led by that index where true genius ſhines? 


Ah let not Britons douht their ſocial aim, 
Whoſe ardent boſom catch this ancient fire 

Cold intereſt melts betore the vivid flame, 

And patriot ardours, but with life, expire! 


ON THE 


| UNTIMELY DEATH OF 4 CERTAIN LEARNED 


ACQUAINTANCE. 


F proud Pygmalion quit his cumbrous frame, 
F urereal pomp the ſcanty tear ſupplies; 
Whilſt heralds loud with venal voice proclaim, 


| Lo! here the brave and the puiſant lies. 


| When humbler Alcon leaves his cro0ping friends, | 
Pageant nor piume di{tinguuh Alcon's bier; 
The faitliful Muſe w.th + orwe ſor 3 attcnds, 
And blots the mourntal numbers with a tear. 


He little knew the ly penurious art; : 
That odious art witch iortune's favourites know 3 


| Form'd to beſtow, he ielt the warn. eil heart, 


But envious Fate torbade tum to beitow. 
| | | * 


He little knew to ward the ſecret wound; 


He little knew that mortais could eninare; 


Thou 1 0 Virtue he Fknew; the nobleſt joy he ſound, * 
= gh weeping virgins haunt his favour'd wn, | 
= tl lets, and th fighs; * 

enew their chaplets, repeat their ? | 1l was he ſkill'd to guide his wandering deep; : 


The loitering fragrance will it reach the ſkies? 55 
8 No, ſhould his Delia votive wreaths prepare, 


To ſing her glories, and to paint her far! 


And unforeſcen ditaſter thinn'a his fold; 


| Yer at another's loſs the ſwain would weep ; 7 


And, for his friend, his very crook were Todd. ; 


Ye ſons of wealth! prute& the Muſe's train; 
From winds protcct them, and with tcod fu 

Ah! helpleſs tiiey, to ward the threatei”d pain! 
The meagre famine, and the wintery tky? 


| He lov'd a nymph : amidſt his ſlender ſtore, 


He dar'd to love; and Cynthia was his theme; 
He breath'd his plaints along the rocky ſhore, 
They o:ly ecti6'd o'er the ä ſtream; 
T 2 
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His nymph was fair ! the ſweeteſt bud that blows 
Revives leſs lovely from the recent ſhower 3 


50 Philomel cnamour'd eyes the roſe; | 
Sweet bird! enamour'd of the ſweeteſt flower! 


He lov*d the Muſe ; ſhe taught him to complain ; 
He fav his timorous loves on her depend; 

He lov'd the Muſe; altiwugh the taught in vain ; 
He lov'd the Muſe, tor the was virtus's friend. 


She guides the foot that treads on Parian floors ; 
She wins the ear when formal pleas are vain; 

She tempts patricians from the fatal doors 

Ot vices brothel, forth to virtuc's tane. 


He with'd ſor wealth, for much he with'd to give; 
He eriev'd that virtue might not wealth obtain; 
Piteous of woes, and hopeleſs to relieve, 
The penſive proſpect ſadcen'd all his ſtrain. 


1 faw him faint! I ſaw him fink to reſt ! | 
Linke one orcain'd to ſwell the vulzar throng 3 
As though the virtues Had not warm'd his breatt, 

As though the Muſes not in ſpir'd his tongue. 


I ſavy his bier ignobly croſs the plain ; ; 

Saw peaſant hands the pious rite ſupply : 

The generous ruſtics moun'd the ſriencly ſwain, 
But power and weaith's unv arying cheek was dry! 


Such Alcon fell; in meagre want forlorn ! 


Where were ye then, ye poweriul patrons, | 


where ? 


Would ye the purple ſhould your limbs adorn, 
Go waſh the conſcious blenuth w.th a tear, 


ELEGY. 
OPHELIA” 


To 


1v. 
URN. 


MR. PIER E 


"HROU GH the dim veil of evening? O s duſky 


mak, 
Ncar ſome lone fane, or yew" 5 furereal ar een, | 
What dreary forms has magic fear ſurvey'd! 
* hat throuded ſpecies ſuperititi on ſcen 


Rut you ſecure ſhall pour your fad complat nt, 
Nor dread the meagre phantoms wan array; 
What none but tcar's officious hand can paint, 

What none but ſuperilit.on's eye ſurvey. 


Te glimmcering twilight and the doubtful dawn 
Shall ſee your ſtep to theſe ſad ſcenes return: 

Ce nſtant, as cryſtal dews impearl the lawn, 

Shall Stiephon's tear becew Ophelia's vin! 


Sure rought unhallow'd ſhall preſume to ſtray 
Where ſlecp the reliques of thar virtuous maid : 
Nor avgl:t uniovely bend its devious way, 
Werte ſoit Ophelia's dear remains are laid. 


.- 
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Haply thy Muſe, as with unceaſfing fighs 
She keeps late vigils on her urn reclin* - 

May fee light groups of —_ viſions ri 

And phantoms glide, but of celeſtial kind. 


There fame, her clarion pendant at her fide, 
Shall ſcek forgiveneſs of Ophelia”; ſhade ; 
“„ Why has ſuch worth, without diſtinction, dy'd, 
% Why, like the deſert's lily, bloom'd to fade Ag 


Then young ſimplicity, averſe to feizn, 

| Shall unmolefted breathe her ſofteſt ſizh : 
And candour with unwonted warmtii complain, 
Ard innocence indulge a walliul cry. 


Then elegance, with coy judicious hand, 

Shall cull treth flowrets tor Ophelia's torfih 
And beauty chide the Fates' ſevere command, 
That ſhew'd the frailty of io fair a bloom 


And fancy then, with wild ungovern'd woe, 
| Shall her lov'd pupil's native taſte explain; 
| For mourrful ſable all her hues forego, 5 
And aſk ſweet ſolace of the Muſe in vain! 


Ah, gentle forms, expect no fond ez übä0 
| Too much the ſacred Nine their lots deplore : 
Well may ye gricve, nor find an end of griet= _ 
Your beſt, your brighteſt favourite is no more. 


* 1 * U * v. 


n e compares the turbulence of love with as tran- 


ROM love, from angry love's inclement reign 
] paſs a wiile to triendſhip's equal ſkies ; 1 
Tou, generous maid, reliev'ſt my partial pain, 
And chear'ſt the victim of another's eyes. 


I 'Tis thou, Meliſſa, thou deſerv'ſt my care: 


How can my will and reaſon Ciſagree ? 
| How can my paſſion live beneath deſpair ! 
How can my boſom figh for auglit but tee 


Ah dear Meliffa! a pleas d with thee to rove, 
| My ſoul has yet ſurviv'd its drearieſt time ; 
| I can I bear the various clime of love! 


| Love is a pleaſirg, but a various clime ! 


] o ſmiles immortal Maro's favourite ſhore, 


Partlenope, with every verdure crown'd ! 
When ſtraight Vetuvio's horrid cauldrons roar, 


And the dry vapour blaſts the regions round 


1 bliſsful regions! oh unrival'd plains! 
When Maro to theſe fragrant haunts retir'd ! 
Oh fatal realms ! and oh accurſt domains 
When Pliny, *mid ſulphureous clouds, expir's d 


g 80 ſmiles the ſurface of the treacherous main, 
As od er its waves the peaceful halcyons play ; 
When ſoon rude winds their wonted rule revain, 
And ſky and ocean mingle in the fray. 


quillity of friendſhip. To METIss4 his Friend. ay 


Wi; 
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But let or air contend, or ocean rave ad 
Ev*n hope ſubſide amid the billows toſt; 

Hope, it. l emergent, ſtill contemns the wave, 
And not a tearure's wonted ſinile is loit. 


"TL EODY uw 


TT &- 


| BIRD $ 


ou then, Dione, let us range the grove, 
ye ſcience of the feather d choirs explore: 
Hear linnets argue, larks deſcant of love, 

And blame the gloom of ſolitude no more. 


My doubt ſubſides— tis no Italian ſong, 
Nor ſenſeleſs ditty, chears the vernal tree: 
Ah! who, that hears Dione's tuneful tongue, 
Shall doubt that muſic may with ſenſe agree? 


And come, my Muſe! that lov'ſt the ſylvan ſhade 

Evolve the mazes, and the miſt diſpel : 

Tranſlate the ſong; convince my doubting maid. 
No ſolemn derviſe can explain fo well. 


Penſive beneath the twilight ſhades I ſate, 

I be ſlave of hopeleſs vows, and cold diſdain ! 

When Philomel addreſs'd his mourntul mate, 
And thus I conſtrued the mellifluent ſtrain. 


Sing on, my bird—the quid notes prolong, 
At every note a lover ſheds his tear | 

Sins on, my bird—'tis Damon 'ea:s thy ſong ; 
<oubt to gain applauſe, when lovers hear. 


He the fad ſource of our complaining knows : 
A oe to Tereus, and to lawleſs love 8 
dle mourns the ſtory of our ancient woes; 

Ah could our muſic his complaints remove !_ 
von- plains are govern' cl by a peerleſs maid; 


A train of lovers court the chec.qutr' i node; 


Sing on, my bird, and hear thy mat-”s reply. = 


_ Erewhile no ſhepherd to theſe woo: retii*'d 3 = 
Do lover bleſt the glow-wornt's pallid ray: 
But ill-tar'd birds, that liſtening not admir'd, 
Or liſtening cnvy*d our ſuperioc lay. 


hear'd by the ſun, the vaſſals of his power, 20 
Let ſucli by day unite then jarring itrains ! | 

But let vs chuſe the calm, the Elent hour, 
Vor want nt audience while Dione reigns.” 


| 
1 66 Stranger, he ſaid, amid this pealing rain, 
| Benighted, loneſome, whither would'ſt thou 


In ercadful filence all was huſh'd around, 
| While the rude ſtorm alone diſtreſs'd mine ear. 


As led by Orwell's winding banks I ſtray'd, 
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He de ſeribes his vikon to an acquaintance. 
« Cætera per terras emnes animalia, Cc.“ Vins. | 


N diſtant heaths, heneath autumnal ſkies, 
Penfive I ſaw the circling ſhades deſcend ; 


Weary and faint I heard the form ariſe, 


While the ſun vaniſh'd like a faithleſs friend. 


| No kind companion led my ſteps aright; 


No friendly planet lent its glimmering ray; 


| | „ Ev'n the lone cot refus'd its wonted light, 
A LADY ON THE LANGUAGE OF 
J 2 Then the dull bell had given a pleafing ſound ! 


Where toil in peaceful ſlumber clos'd the day. 


The village cur twere tranſport then to hear; 


Where towering Wolſey breath'd his native air; 


A ſudden luftre chas'd the flitting ſhade, 


The ſoundirg winds were huih'd, and all was : 
—_ 9 3 

Inſtant a grateful form appear'd conſeſt; 

White were his locks with awful ſcarlet erown'd, 


| And livelier far than Tyrian ſeem'd his veſt, 


That with the glowing purple ting'd the ground. 


ſtray ? 


| Does wealth or power thy weary ſtep conſtrain? 
Reveal thy wiſh, and let me point the way. 


For know 1 trod the trophy'd paths of power; 
Felt every Joy that fur ambition brings; 


| And left the lonely roo! of yonder bower, 


To ſtand beneath the canopies of kings. 


1 bade low hinds the towering ardour ſhare; 8 


Nor, meanly roſe, to bleſs myſelt alone: 


I ſnatch'd the Cepherd from his fleecy care, 
| And bade his wholcſome diate guard the throne. 


lo at my feet the ſuppliant peer I ſaw „ 


I ſay proud empires my deciſion wait; 


Hy will was duty, and my word was law, 
And ſee pale Cynthia mounts the vaulted ſky, | 


My til: was tranſport, and my frown was fate.” 


Al me! ſaid I, nor power I ſeck, nor gain: 
Nor urg'd by hope of fame theſe toils endure ; 


1 A ſimple youth, that feels a lover's pain, 


And, trom his friend's condelance, hopes a cure. 


I He, the dear youth, to whoſe abodes I roam, 


Nor can mine honours, nor my fields extend; 


vet for his fake I leave my diſtant home, 
| Which oaks emboſom, and which hills defend. 
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Beneath that home I ſcorn the wintry wind ; 
The ſpring, to ſhade me, robes her faireſt tree ; 
And if a triend my graſs-grown threſhold find, 
O how my lonely cot reſounds with glee ! 


Yet, though averſe to gold in heaps amaſs'd, 

I wiſh to hleſs, I languiſh to beſtow ; 
And though no friend to fame*s obftreperous blaſt, 
Still, to her dulcet murmurs not a foe. 


Too proud with ſervile tone to deign addreſs ; 
| Too mean to think that honours are my due, 
Vet ſhould ſome patron yield my ſtores to bleſs, 


I fure ſhould deem my boundleſs thanks were few. | 


But tell me, thou ! that, like a meteor's fire, 
Shot*ſt blazing forth; diſdaining dull degrees ; 

Should I to wealth, to fame, to power aſpire, 

Muſt I not paſs more rugged paths than theſe ? 


Muſt I not groan beneath a guilty load, 
Praiſe him 1 ſcorn, and him I love betray ? 
Does noc felonious envy bar the road ? | 


Or falſehood's treacherous foot beſet the way? 
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| Say ſhould I paſs through favour's crowded gate, 


Muſt not fair truth inglorious wait behind ? 
Whilſt I approach the glittering ſcenes of ſtate, 
My beſt companion no admittance find? | 


Nurs' d in the ſhades by freedom's lenient care, 
Shall I the rigid ſway of fortune own ? 8 
Tauglit by the voice of pious truth, prepare 

| To ſpurn an altar, and adore a throne? 


And when proud fortune*s ebbing tide recedes, 
And when it leaves me no unſhaken friend, 
Shall I not weep that e' er I left the meads, 


Oh! if theſe ills the price of power advance, 
Check not my ſpeed where ſocial joys invite! 
The troubled viſion caſt a mournful glance, 
And fighing vaniſh'd in the ſhades of night. 


ELEGY vm. 


| He deſcribes his early love of poetry, and its conſe- | 


gquenced. To Mr. Geaves, 1745. 
WRITTEN AFTER THE DEATH or 
MR. POPE. = 


Anme! what envious magic thins my fold > 


What mutter'd ipellretards their late increaſe ? | 


| 


Such leſſening fleeces muſt the ſwain behold, 
That ere with Doric pipe eſſays to pleaſe. 


1 faw my friends in evening circles meet; 
I took my vocal reed, and tun'd my lay ; 

I heard them ſay my vocal reed was ſweer : 
Ab fool: to credit what I hæard them ſay ! 
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Ill-fated bard ! that ſeeks his ſkill to ſhow, 

Then courts the judgment of a friendly ear! 
Not the poor veteran that permits his foe 

To guide his doubtful ſtep, has more to fear. 


Nor could my Graves miſtake the critic's laws, 


Till pious friendſhip mark'd the pleaſing way: 
Welcome ſuch error! ever bleſt the cauſe ! 


Ev'n though it led me boundleſs leagues aſtray ! 


Couldſt thou reprove me, when I nurs'd the flame 
On liſtening Cherwell's ofier banks reclin'd ? 


| While, toe to foꝛ tune, unſeduc*d by fame, 


I ſooth'd the bias of a careleſs mind. 


Vouth's gentle kindred, health and love were met? 
What though in Alma's guardian arms I play'd ? 
How ſhall the Muſe thoſe vacant hours forget ? 

Or deem that bliſs by ſolid cares repaid? 


|| Thou know'ſt how tranſport thrills the tender breaſt, 


Where love and fancy fix their opening reign ; 


| How nature ſhines in livelicr colours dreſt, 


To bleſs their union, and to grace their train. 


So firſt when Phoebus met the Cyprian queen, 
And favour*d Rhodes beheld their paſſion crown'd, 

Unuſual flowers enrich'd the painted green; | 
And ſwift ſpontaneous roſes bluſh'd around. 


| Nov ſadly lorn, from Twitnam's widow*d bower, 


The drooping Muſes take their caſual way; 


And where they ftop, a flood of tears they pour; 


| Where is the dappled pink, the ſprightly roſe ? 


The cowſlips golden cup no mere I ſee : 


Dark and diſcolour'd every flower that blows, 


To form the garland, Elegy! for thee !—. 


Enough of tears has wept the virtuous dead; 
Ah might we now the pious rage controul : 


. | Huſh'd be my grief ere every ſmile be fled, 


Ere the deep ſwelling figh ſubvert the ſoul! _ 


lt near ſome trophy ſpring a ſtripling bay, : 


Pleas'd we behold the graceful umbrage riſe; 


0 But ſoon too deep it works its baneful way 
And, low on earth, the proſtrate ruin lies. 


NE'ER muſt tinge my lip with Celtic wines 3 : 
'The pump of India muſt I ne*er diſplay ; 


Nor hoatt tte produce of Peruvian mines, 
Nor, with Italian ſourds, deceive the day. 
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Down yonder bioo my cryſtal beverage flows; 
My grateful ſheep their annual fleeces bring; 


Fair in my garden buds the damaſk roſe, 
And, from my grove, I hear the throſtle fing. 


My fellow ſwains! avert your dazzled eyes; 
In vain allur'd by glittering ſpo.ls they rove, 
The fates ne*er meant them tor the ſhepherd*s prize, 
Vet gave them ample recompence in love. | 


They gave you vigour from your parent's veins 3 


They gave you nymphs, that own their amorous 


pains, 
And ſhades, the refuge of the gentle race. 


To carve your loves, to paint your mutual flames, 
See! poliſh'd fair, the beech's friendly rind 

To ſing ſott carrols to your lovely dames, 
See vocal grots, and echoing vales affign'd! 


: Would'ſt thou, my Strephon, love's delighted flave! | 


Though ſure the wreaths of chivalry to ſhare, 
Forego the ribbon thy Matilda gave, 
And, giving, bade thee in remembrance wear? 


I hoe way pence, but every idle toy, 
- If to my mind my Delia's form it brings, 
_ truer worth, imparts fincerer joy, 
Than all that bears the radiant ſtamp of kings. 


| 6 | my breaſt wit}, anguiſh bleeds, 

When love deplores the tyrant power of _ 
Diſdaining riches as the futile weeds, 

: 9 riſe en and the rich diſdain. 


IE | 
3 | 
% Some miſer werls, 1 cry, the captive maid, 
6c And ſome fond lover fickens at the ſound.” 


Not Somerville, the Muſe's friend of old, 
Though now exalted to yon ambient ſky, 
So ſhunn'd a ſoul diſtainꝰd with earth and gold, 
So lov'd the pure, the generous breaſt, as I. 


Scorn'd he the wretch that quits his genial bowl, | 

His loves, his friendſhips, ev*n his ſelf, refigns ; 
Perverts the ſacred inſtin& of his ſoul, 

And to a ducate's dirty ſphere contines. 


5 But come, my friend, wit. raſte, wit! ines bleſt, | 


Ere age impair me, and erc ol, adure; 
Reſtore thy dear idea io my breatt, — 
The rich depoſit ſhall the ſhi ii. c . | 


Let others toil to rain the ſoi did ore, 
The cuarms of .:.ccpendet Þc let us ſing; 

Bleſt with ty friendli:ip, can I with wor more ? 
1 1 ſpurn the boaſted wealth of Ty Kung. | 


_ 


4 * 
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1 
To Fortune; ſuggeſting his motive for repining at 
her diſpenſations. 


Loads with fre ih curſes thy de teſted fway ! 
Aſk not, thus branded in my ſotteſt fone, 
Why ſtands the flatter d name, which all ovey ? 


| Tis not, that in my ſhed 1 lurk forlorn, 
They gave you toils ; but toils your finews brace ; | 


Nor ſee my rouf on Parian columns rife ; 
That, on this breaſt, no mimic tiar is torne, 
Rever'd, an! more than thoſe that light the fes. 


| Tis ner, that 6n the tack bapinedy kid, 


Il fing or pipe, but to the flocks that graze : 
| And, all inglorious, in the loneſorne ſhade, 
| My finger ſtiffens, and my voice decays. 


Not, that my fancy mourns thy ſtern command, 
When many an embryo dome is lott in air; 


While guardian prudence checks my eager hand, 


And, ere the turf is broken, cries, ©** Forbear. 


«© Nor let yon rifing column more aſpire ; > 


| © Ah! better dwell in ruins, than behold Re 
«© Thy fortunes mouldering and thy domes entire. 


t Honorio built, but dard my laws defy; 
4 He planted, "or bo Lp 1g 4 IPOS 


| © The peach's vernal bud regal'd his eye! 


The truitage ripen'd for more frugal hands.” 


diſplay, 


| - Diſplays i it — BW but penury amd pride 3 > 


Ah! conſtrue wiſely what ſuch murmurs ſay. 


bleſt, 
Diſdainful view the ſcantling drops diſtil! 


« How would ſame flood, with ampler treaſures 


; | How muſt * Velino ſhake his reedy creſt! 


How every cygnet mock the boaſtive rill! 


| Fortune, I yield! and ſee, I give the ſign; 


At noon the poor mechanic wanders home; 
Collects tue ſquare, the level, and the line, 
And, with retorted eye, forſakes the dome. 


| Yes, I can patient view the ſhadeleſs plains; 
Can unrepining leave the riſing wall : 


[I check the fond love of art that fir'd my veins, 
| © And my warm hopes, in full purſuit recall | 


| Deſcend, ye ſtorms! deſtroy my riſing pile; 
Loos d be the whirlwind*s unremitting ſway; „ 


| | Contrit tec I, although the gazer ſmile 


To ſce it ſcarce ſurvive a winter's day. 


_ * Ariver in Italy. 


SK not the cauſe, why this rebellious tongue 


© Forbear, vain youth! be cautious, weigh hy 
d, 


| See the ſmall fiream that pours its murmuring tide 
O'er ſome rough rock that would its wan . 


| 
j 
f 
0 
| 
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Let ſome dull dotard baſk in thy gay ſhrine, 
As in the fun regales its wanton herd ; 
Quiltleſs of envy, why ſhould I repine, 
That his rude voice, his grating reed's prefer dꝰ 


Let him exult, with boundleſs wealth ſupply'd, 
Mine and the ſwain's reluctant h homage ſhare 
But ah! his tawdry ſhepiterdeſs's pride, | 
Gods! muſt my Delia, muſt my Delia bear ? 


Muſt Delia's ſoſtneſs, elegance, and eaſe, 
Submit to Marian's dreſs? to Marian's gold ? 

Muſt Marian's robe from diſtant India pleaſe ? 
The fimple fleece my Dela's limbs enfold ? 


«© Yet ſure on Delia ſeems the ruſſet fair; 
« Ve glittering daughters of diſzuiſe, adieu !” 
So talk the wiſe, who judge of ſhape and air, 
But will the rural thane decide ſo true? 


Ah! what is native worth eſteem'd of clowns ? 
_ Tis thy falſe glare, O fortune! thine tliey ſee: 
*Tis for my Delia's ſake I dread thy frowns, 

And my laſt gaſp ſhall curſes breathe on thee. 


1 n 0 Y 
He complains how ſoon the pleaing novelty of LS | 


is over. 


7 * R. 4 T« 


H me, ine wa will not laſt ! 
Thin Sop-Gene, that clade e 


£A * 
The charm — th* aerial muſic* s paſt ; 
The banquet ceaſes, and the viſion flies. 


| Where are the ſplendid forms, the rich perfumes, 
Where the gay tapers, where the ſpacious dome? 
| Vaniſh'd the coſtly pearls, the crimſon — 
And we, delightleſs, left to wander home! 


Vain now are books, the ſage's wiſdom vain ! ET 
. What has the world to bribe our ſteps aſtrzy, 
| re reaſon learns by ſtudy*d laws toreign, | 
The weaken'd paſſions, ſeli-ſubdued, . 


| Scarce has the ſun ſeven annual courſes rotl'd, 

S8. carce ſhewn the whole that fortune can ſupply 3 3 
Since, not the miſer ſo careſs d his gold, 
As I, for what it gave, was heard to tigh. 


On the world's ſtage I wiſh'd ſome ſprightly bart; 
I o deck my native fleece with tawdry lace! 
Twas life, twas taſte, and—oh my fooliſh heart, | 

Subſtantial joy was fix'd in power and place. 


And you, ye works of art! allur'd mine eye, | 
The breathing picture, and the Lving ſtone : 


6 1 gold, though ſplencour, heaven and fate | 
4 deny, | 
« Yet might I call one Titian firoke my on! ; 


| 
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Smit with the charms of fame, whoſe loyely fpoil, 
The wreath, the garland, fire tie poet's pride, 


| I trin'd my lamp, conſum'd the midnight oil— 


But ſoon the paths of health and fame divide 


| Oft too I pray'd, twas nature form'd the prayer, 


To grace my native ſcenes, my rural home ; 
To ſee my trees expreſs their planter's care, 
And gay, on Attic models, raiſe my dome. 


But row tis o'er, the dear deluſion's o'er ! 


A ſtagnant bree zeleſs air hecalms my ſoul: 
A ſond aſpiring candidate no more, 
I ſcorn the palm, before I reach the goal. 


© youth! enchanting tate, profuſely bleſt! 
Bliſs e'n obtruſive courts the frolic mind; 3 


| Of health neglectſul, yet by health careſt ; 


Careleſs of tavour, yet ſecure to find. 


Then glows the breaſt, as opening roſes fair ; 


More free, more vivid, than the linnet's wing; 


1 Honeſt as light, tranſparent ev'n as air, 


Tender as buds, and laviſh as the ſpring. 


Not all the force of manhood” s active might, 
Not all the craft to ſubtle age aſſign'd, 


Not ſcience ſhall extort tiat dear delight, 


Which gay deluſion gave the tender mind. 


Adieu ſoft raptures, tranſports void of care! 
Parent of raptures, dear deceit adieu! 


| 1 And you, her daughters, pining with deſpair, | 


Why, why ſo ſoon her fleeting ſteps purſue! 


Tedious again to curſe the drizling day ! | 
Again to trace the wintry tracks of now! 


Or, ſooth' cl by vernal airs, again ſurvey, | 
The ſelf-fame hawthorns bucks and var. . 


| ole! low + foom of every bliſs bibo: 1 


We ſtart faiſe joys, and urge the devious race ; | 
A tender prey; that chears our youthful morn, 
Then tiuks untimely, and defrauds the chace. 


E 1 U r mn 
. 


o: more PR Muſe POOR her thin Aifeuiſe! 
No more with aukward fallacy complains, 


= | How every fervour from my boſom flies. 


And reaſon in her loneſome palace reigns. 


Ere the chill winter of our days arrive, | 
No more ſhe paints the breatt from paſſion free 3 
L feel, 1 feel one Joitering wiſh furviv Cn | 


A need I, 1 name tliat wm to thec 
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The far of Venes nfhers in'the day, 

The firſt, the lovelieſt of the train that ſhine ! 
he far of Venus lends her brighteſt ray, 

nen other {tars their friendly beams reſigu. 

$:i/i in my breaſt one ſoft deſire remains, 

Pure as that ſtar, from guilt, an intereſt 

free, 

Has gentle Delta tripp'd acroſa the plains, 

And need I, Florio, nan that wiſh to thee ? 


While, cloy'd to find the ſerncs of life the lame, 
tune with care lefs hand wy tanguid lays; 
Some ſecret impulle wakes my Lerner flange, 
And fires my freu v ich Lopes Oc brighter 
days. | 


I flept net lone beneath von rura! bowers; 
And lo! my cruok wich flowers adorn'd I 
ſee : 
Has gentle Delia bound my crouk w: th flax ers, 
And need 1, Flozio, nac my hopes t to thee ? 


ELEGY XIII. 
To a Fial, en , ms fight 687/700 gar. from 


him. 


FALTH to my friend, and many a choaeful 
[- | 
\round his ſeat may peaceful ſhades abide ! ! 


dmooth flow the minutes, fraugzat * miles F: 


away, 
And, till they crown our unien, gently glide. 
Ah me! too ſwiftly ſlegts our vernal blem! 
Loſt to our wontediriendſhip, oft da 4 
Soon may thy breaſt the cord:al wilh reſunie, 
Ere wintry douht its tender warmth deitroy, 


Sev, were it ours, by ſerrun:'s will command, 
| By chance to meet ben tl: che torrid 2150s 4 
| Would' it rem rejedd thy Dar 01's plighte a? 
| Would, ſt: thou with lern thy ducc- ed 
_ diſown ? 


Lite; is that ſtranger a that tte n clime : 
Shall kirdred feu!s $ "IG go their ſocial claim? 
Laurch'd in the volt „by l- of ſpace and time, 
Shall dark ſuf picion q qucuch the geuerous datue: 
Myriads of ſou's that knew one parent me ba, 
See ſadiy fo ver d by the lr i c. 24 e! 
 Myriads, in time's perennial liſt enrol; ' 


Furbid by fate to change one tanker glance 


But u have met here ills of every fri, 
Where paflious rage, and hurricane d: end: 

Say, ſhall we nurſe the rage, aflit the form ? 
And guide them to the boſom— of @ friend? 

Yes, we have met—chrorgh rapine, fraud, and 

Wrong | | 

Might our joint ald the paths of peace explore ! 

Why leave thy triend amid the boictkerons tf „up, 
Ere death divide us, and we part uo more * 
Vor. Vil. 
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I covet not the pri 


Nor, 


| No Cite 1 clim- 


| | Tie i ) 4th 


For oh pale ſi kne's werws thy friend away, 
For mie no more ti verial iof:- boon ! 

[ foe ſtein fate his eben ward difpiav ; 
And Mint the with t'd regions of the 

het n the keen vn lh from thine eve Mall Þ rt, 
Sid as thou loltow'ſt my untime ly hier: 

wp Foot that w if frien-'s fo foor: mult Pers, 

Lo ict ſuſpicion indermix 4 far,” 


tonib. 


E LE G XIV. 


Debian an iu att n to 7771 : fore an count iet, fg 
tals 6662/91: 19 Rite lus atyant ves of by 
o nn. : 


To Lord Tan PLE. 


Wun E others, Icſt to ſricrohip, 1 2 on 
love, 
Watte ther be minutes on a fore gu "RF" | 
Be wine, with Urit! n nyn ph or {win ro rov: 
Aud court the cenius of my native land. 


Deluded youth ! that quits tl of vervant plains, 
To catch the foilies of an alien foil! 

To win the vice his genuin dul alas, 
Return enuhanpt, and import the {pail ! 


In vain he booſts of his detelled prize 
_ Nomere it blooms to 5.tith em sci n d, 
Cramp'd by the pute of ungen'al ics, 

See its th vigdur in a mut lade?. 


Th' cxoric fol By: knows its native (line; 
An «at E your 1 ranges, 11 We W. $W <4 v*er 2 


Muy then theſe toils, tt is cofl lv v of tune, 


Jo lyrt ad {oft n en our 195» inore ? 
? e of Foro” "nn ee, 2 448 - | 
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Sbe faw the 5rit h oak 2 WS ire full; me, 
_ Y”; ft Kat 14110 2 ARTE eines 00 Wore; 


Let partial funs maine the weftera in pa, 
(Jol ct its lu r. wr th Heron monty 

Niien, beauty. map“, O nie foil, arc thee; 
ily Pee! 81 du unters —* 1.6 org INJ 

Let Ceyion's eury'd 3a * poifumette 1c 6, 

Til turii to fr atom the Raraven ings . 

Ou:'s is the brev't N. ele otra e otic nts pL a, 
Net ue cd Ci wo ta u cl rate tue foul. 
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chenge the meanetlt wirbice oi wy | 
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Or with rule lips th* Aonian fount profaue; 
The "Muſe no more by flowery Ladon roves, 
She ſceks her Thomſon on the Britiſh plain. 


Tell not of realms by ruth. leſs war diſway'd 3 


In vein may Auſtria boaſt her Noric blade, 
If Auſtria bleed beneath her boaſted ſteel. 
Peneah her palm Idume vents her moan; 
Raptur'd ce once beke!d its friendly ſhade ! 
And hoary Memphis boaſts her tombs alone, 
The riourutul types of mighty power decay'd ! 
No creſcent here diſplays its bareful horns 
No turban'd hoſt the voice of truth reproves ; 
Learniny's free ſource the ſage's breaſt adorns, 
Aud pocts, not inglorions, chaunt their loves. 
Boaſt, favour'd Media, boaſt thy flowery ſtores; 
Thy thouſand hues by chemie funs refin'd 
Tis not the dreſs or mien thy ſoul adores, 
Illis the rich beauties of Britannia's mind. 


While Grenville's breaſt could v 'rtue” s ſtores 


| afford, 
What envy'd flota bore ſo fair a freight? 
The mine cowpar'd in vaiu its latent hoard, 
The gem its luſtre, and the gold its weight. 
Thee, Grenville, thee with calmeſt courage 
fraught. - 
-.. Thee the. lov'd image of thy native hore ! 
| _ Thee by tie virtuesarm'd, the graces taught, 
When ſhall we ceaſe to boaſt, or to deplore? 


Prefumptuens war, which could thy lice deſtroy, 
What {hall it now in recompenſe decree ? 
£ "Wikits friends that merit every earthly joy, 

Feel every anguiſh ; feel the loſsof thee ! 

Pid me no more a fervile realm compare, 

Na more the Mule of partial praiſe atraign; 3 
Bt itannia ſecs no forꝭ iyn breaſt fo fair, 
— if he © glory, glorics not in Vain. 


 ELEGY XV. 


Tn memory of | a priveie faxthy + in . orceflerſfire. : 


R 0 M a lone tower with reverend ivy 


cru d, 
The pealing bell awal:'d a tender ſigh; 

5 Still, as the village caught the waving found, 
A ſwelling tear citream'd from every eye. 


So droop'd, I ween, each Briton's breaft of old, 
When the dull cure ſpoke their freedom iicd ; 
For, ſighing as the wouruful accent roll d. 
Our hope, they cry d, our kind ſupport is cad! 


Written a few years after the time of Capt. 
Grenville's death, which happened in 174”. The 
_ earldom of Temple was not created till 1749. 


+ The Fenns of Harborough. 


Let the proud Soldan wound th” Arcaiian groves, 


1 


SHE NSTONE's poxus. 


"Twas good Palemon— near a ſnaded pool, 
A group cf agcd elms nmbrap-ons roſe ; 
The flocking rocks, by inſtinct's native rule, 
This peaceful ſcene, ſor the ir aſylum, choſe. 


Aſcw ſmall 5 Gothic faney fai 
Ah! hulpleſs realms that war's oppreſſion feel! | are ic Taney Mar, 


Amid the ſhades emerg; ng, ſtruck the . 
Tas here his youth reſpir'd its earlieſt air; 
Twas here his age breath'd out its laſt adieu · 


One favour'd ſon enzag'd his ten:!-reſt cure; 
One pious youth his whole aſſection crown'd: 
In his young breaſt the virtues ſprung ſo fair, 


Such charms diſplay'd, ſuch iweets Gifus'd 


around. 


But whilſt gay tranſport in his face appears, 
A noxious vapour clogs the poiſon'd ſky ; 
Blaſts the fair crop the fire is drown'd in tears, 


| | And, ſcarce ſurviving, fees his Cynthio die 


Il deer the pale corſe we ſaw him gently bend; 
** My thread, Ae - 


Heart-chill'd with grit 
| cry'd, is ſpua ! 
| If heaven a dad meant I ſhould my life extend, 


ſon. 


mild, 
Had my frail form obey'd the fate's decree ! 


2 ' Bleſt were my lot, O Cynthio ! O my child! 


Had heaven ſo — *d, and I had 2 fer 
thee.”? 


Five Nleepleſs vights he Bom 'd this tide af woes; 


lorna ! 


on his pale corſe the ſixth ſad morning . 


From yonder dome the mournful bier was 
borne. | 


| *Tvr2s on thoſe downs, by Roman hoſts annoy” d, 
| Fought our bold fathers; ruttic, uurcſin d! 
Freedom's plain ſons, in martial cares emplov's ! | 


They ting'd their — but 1 4 their | 


mind. 


1 
of milder werit, fixed their calm retreat; * 


War's deadly crimſon had ſorſook the place, 


And freedom fondly lov'd the cholcn cat, 
No wild ambition fir d their tranquil breaſt, 


bleſt, 


ſame. 


| Thoſe Telds, proſuſe of raiment, food FA flo. 


They ſcorn'd to leſſen, carelois to extend; 
Bade luxury to laviſh courts aſpire, 
And ayarice to city-breaſts deſcend. 


None, to a virgin” mind, preſer'd her dower; 
To fire with vicious hopes a modeſt bir : 


- 


| The fire, in place of titles, wealth, or power 
Aſſign d hiza virtue, and his lot was fair. 


Heaven had preſerv'd =y life's + ſupport, my 


' Snatch'd in thy b alas, the ſiroke were 


Five irkfome ſuns he ſaw, through tears, _ | 


was there, in happier times, this virtuos | 


To firell with ewpty ſounds a ſpotleſs name; 
| If foſtering ficies, the ſun, the ſhower were 


Their bounty ſpread; their bells extent. the f 


- —— 
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They ſpoke of fortune, as ſome doubt ſul dame, 
7 ac fway'd the natives of a diftanc ſphere 
Prem lucre's vag rant fons had learnt her fame, 

But pever wiſh'd to place her panners here. 
Ticre youth” s free ſy it, innocent ly gay, 
Enjoy d the molt that innocence can g1v2, 
Thoſe wholcſome fwcets that border virtue's 
way; 
Thote cooling ſruits, that we may taſte and 
live. 
Their board no ſtrange ODS NOR viewd woods 
From their own ſtreams their choicer lare they 
drew, 
To lure the ſcaly glutton to the ore, | 
The ſole deceit their artleſo boſom knew! 


sincere themſelves, ah too ſecure to find | 
The common kolom, like their oven, fincere ! 
Tis its own gui't alarms the jealous mind; 
*Tis her own poiſen bids the viper frar. 
Sketch d on the lattice of th” ad; jacent jane, 
Their ſuppliant buſis implore the reader” 8 
prayer: 
Ah gentle ſouls, enjoy your bliſeful reign, 
And let frail mortals claim your grardian care. 


For ſure, to b i lul realms the fouls are lown, 


That never flatter'd, injur'd, cenſur'd ſtrove; 


The iriends of fcicuce ! mulic, all their own; 
Muſic the voice of virtue and of love! 


: The journeying | mms rough | the ſecret | 


ade, 


Heard their ſuſt lyres engage his lftening car; 


And haply deem'd fome courteous angel play” d, 


No angel 8 = wich RI ca: | 


hear. 
For theſe the lads that chaſe W Atriſe 


Solve envy's charm, ambitious wretch releaſe 


Route him to {pun the radiant itls of Lie 
o pity pomp, to be content with peace. 
Farewel, pur? ſpirits ' vain the praife we give, 
11 ne fraue you ou ht from lips angelie lows ; 
 Farewei ! the virtues which defcrve to live, 
T9 Deferve an ampler bliſs than life beſtows. 
Laſt of bis race, Palmon, pow no more 
The mode ſt merit of hl blue dig ay d; 
Then pious Hough Virc nia's mitte wore _ 
Boat cep Lac ut of cach . ade. 


E LEG T KI. 
V. ſigg ef. the advantages of birs th tan PRES of me- 
rit, and the fully of a eg neſs that is luiit 


upon tha! * fuundations 


HEN genius grac'd with lineal ſplendor | 


glows, 


When title ſhines, with ambient virtues 
crown d; 


Line ſome fair almond”s flow' ry pomp it ſhews, 
4 he pride, the — ol che regions round. 
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| Then learn, ye fair, to ſoften füllen davr's ray; 
Endur the iwam, the yoath of low deprez; 
Let mechuef join d its te n. p'rate beam diſplay; 5 


1] Tis the mild verde that endears che tree, 


Pity the ſanddal d fan, the ſhephs rat's boy ; 
He ſighs t brighicn a neglected name ; 
Foe to the dull applauſe oi vulgar joy, 

He mourns his lot; he wiſhes, mcrits lame. | 
in vain to groves and pithlefs vaics we fly; 
Ambi ition there the bew'ry haunt invndes; 

Fame's awful rays fatigue the courtiær's eye, 


But gleam ſtill lovely thro' the chequer's 
Þ in. des. 


Vainly, to guard from lore⸗ s unequal chain, 
Has fortune rcar'd us ju the rural groves 3 : 

Should * * 's eyes illume the deſart plain, | 
| Ev'n l may wonder, andev'n I muſt love. 


Nor unregarded ſighs the lowly hing 

| Thou:h you contemn, the gods ape bis 
| vow ; 

Vindictive rage awaits the ſcornſul mind, 


And vengeance, too ſevere! the gods allow. 


| On Sarum's plain I met a wand'ring fair, 

be look of torrove, lovely i TY bare: 
Looſe flow d the ſoft redundance of her hair, 
And, on her brow, a flow'ry wreath ſne wore. 


Oſt ſtooping as ſhe ſtray d ſhe cull'd the pride 

Of ev'ry plain; ſhe piilag'd ev'ry grove! 

The fading chaplet daily ſhe fupply d, - 
| Aud ſtiil her hand ſome various garland wore, 


Erroneous fancy ſhap'd her wild attire; 
From Bethlem's walls the poor \-mphatic 
—j . nm. 
| Seem'd wich her air her acccnc to cor: ſpire, 
When, as wild faucy tauyht her, thus ſhe £:id ; 


 ** Hear me, dear youth! oh hear an hapizfs maic, 
dprung icom the eptecr's line of ancient kings! 
Scorn'd by the world, | fk thy tender aid; 

— Thy gentle voice mall whitper Rinder things. 


The world i: frantic--fy the rice prof: en 
Nar l, ror you, ſhall its comp: aſton more; 

Come friendly let us wander and ccmpiaing 
And 1eſt nee, ſhephere! haſt thou ſeen my love; 


| My live ia young —but ether loves are young; 
Aud thier loves are fair and fo is mins; 
diic:ulcs whonce he rung; 
He is my love, who bozits that air di vine. 


; [ * vulgur Damon robs me of my reſt, 


lan! 5 U liiteus to no vulgar your; | 
A prince, from gods detcer.drd, fires her breaſtz 
A bril! laut crown diitin; -niti2es his brow. 
What fhall { lain the glories of my race? 


Moore clear, more lovely bright ham Heſper's 
beam? 


The porcelain pure with vulgar dirt debafe: | 
Or mix with puddle tac peliucid fircau? 

See trough tacic vei ns the ſappire curieat ſhinv! 
Las Jove's own nectar gave th? etherial hue: 

Can viſe plebeian furns contend with maine! 
Display the lovely which, or maten the blue? 


U 2 The 
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The painter ſtrove ts trace ite azure rav; | 
Ilie cheng' d his c lounge and in vain * Frove; 

e frown'o—i frilnog vicw'd the fairt effoy ; 
* vouth! be uttle knew it flow d from | 
Jove. 


Pitying his toil, the wontliow truth Tt 1d: 
How amorovs | ve trepan'd a roma! fir; 
How through the race the enerous enrrent roll , 
And moch the poet's att, 


Yes, from the pols, from carhie Saturn Corman 
Our ſacred rice; through Cem mo is, . d; 
And he, all“ d to Phoebus, ver Vo; iT, 
My god-ike Loy, 1 


maid. 


Cf: when a mortal vow profanes my e . 
My fire's &rcad fury murmurs through the ky; 
And ſhoutd 1 vile his iuſtant r gu appears, 

He darts th' up-lifted venceance—and die. 
Have you not heard unwonted thunders roll! | 

Have you not ſceu more horrid jightnings glare! 
was then a vultar love enfioar d 1 my foul: 

»Twas then—l hardiy fcap's the fatal mare. 


was then a peaient pour'd his amorous row, 
All as 1 lifen'd to bis vulger Niall ts 
Yet ſuch l beauty wou dn y birch allow, 
Dear were che youth, and bliſsful wee the 
plain. 


Fut oh! I faint! why waſtes my vernil bloom, 
In fruitieſs ſearches ever doom'sd to rove ? 
My nightly dricams the toilfome path reſume, 
And | ſhall die—before I find wy ive. 
_ When laſt I flept, wetbonght ry raviſhed eye. 
On diftar:c hieie hte his radiaut form ſurveyed; 


Though night's thick clouds encanp fied all the 
{ky, : 
The gems that bound! his brow, abel d the | 


- *--",.:.. 3; 
0 kow this buſom kindled a. the Ge! 
Led by their beams | urg'd the nicaſing chaſe! 
| Till, on a ſudden, th-ſo wit Abel 15 neir aht 
All, all things cr.vy the fublime einbrace. 
Wanders my 
ſtay: | 
| Zee, ſee, ke graſs the feel forbe dar, my love — 
lanthe comes; tun priuceſs hates away.” 
Scornful ſhe ſpoke, and hee dleſs of reply N 
The lovely maulas cund el o'er the plain; | 
The pitious vid im ofan angry fy, 
| ab me: the victim of her, mm Giidain ! 


——— 


'ELE GY XV1z 


D E. indu'ges the ſegneftiuns of ** 5 
An elegyte the winds, 


dcitm'd youti aud Chides ray | 


I 
{ 


« Tele, namque tibi 4 pater atque homi-. | 


num rex 
4 Et mulccre dedit mentes & tollere 8 


TERN monarch of the winds, admit my | 
prayer! 


nd p unter * Carc, [ Ti 


muſt wed tlieir duteous i 
| 1 ftard ag haſt ; 


Alas! 
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| No tri iel blaſt iel the paffive air; 
Eut ] rews a tempeit in a breaſl like mine. 


V hit Lands of hlack ideas ſpread their wings: 
The peaceful rewions of content invade! 

With derd.y poiſon taint the ra 'prings! 

| With noilome vapour biafl the verdaut made! 


Ot rid Fury , þ: ene re; 
hronz h one my blafluus ard my ſruity decay; 
'Fhrou: n one my n and my dopes ex- 
lire 

| Like ſume pale ſtripling, when his icy way 
Relenting yields be nc ath the nonntide beam, 

aud ciuil'd with fear ſurvey 

How far ve tempted life's d ce tful ſtream ! 

| Where. by remorſe impell'd, r puls'd by fears, 
Shall wretchea fancy a retreat explore? 

She flies the ſad preſage of coming years, 


b 


Agzin with patrons and with friends ſhe r roves; 
But iends end patrons never to return! 
She fees the nymyh-, the Kraces, and the loves, 

; Ol fees them, weeping o'er Lucinda's urn. 
12 vices, Ilie! thy farſaken dream, 
we ill forf. ken for Eovorian air! 

She Ce-ms no flood reilects ic bright a beam, 
No reed ſo verdant, and no flowers ſo fair. 


_ thy bays might ev'n the civil Form repel; 

| Reviews thy focial viifs, thy learned eiſe. 
Aud with vo chear! a accent cries, fu ewel! 
Farewel, with whom to theſe retreat I ſtran' 1 
By y wth ſul ports, by youtl.tu! tolls ally dt} 

| Joyous we ſojourn” d in thy circling ſhade. | 
And wept to find the paths of life divice. 


She paints the progrels of my Tival's vow 3 
Secs every Mule à partial ear mcline ; 
Binds with juxurient bays His favour” d | bros, 
Nor yields the refuſe of his wreath ro mine, 


| She bids the flattering mirror, form'd to picaſe, 
But now no moce—behingd the diſtant grove, | 


Now blaſt ray hope, now vind-cate dei; air; 
Bis my fond verſe the love - ſick parley cale; 
Accute my rigid fate, acquit my fair. 


Where circling rocks deſend ſome puikleſs * 
superſluous mortal, let me ever rove 

there echo will repeat the tale - 

Wneie {halt I find the tient ſcenes | love ? 2 


Fain would I mourn my luckleſs ſate alone; 
Farbid ro pleate, yer fared to admire, 

Awey my friends! my foirows are my own ! 
V. lay ſhould I breatke around my ick deſire ? 


| Bear me, ye winds, ind 1 gent to my p: ains, 


Near tome fad ruin s g:::ftly ſhade to dwell! 
There let me fondly eye the rude remains, 


Genius of Rome ! thy proſtrate pomp diſplay! 
Trace every diſmal proof of furtune's puwer ; 


Let me the wreck of theatres furver, 


Or reuſive Ut beneatn lone nodding tower. 


A while thy 131 * ſtorm cenfine! | 


| know their lender, ſpl n; and dread the fway 


Aud tcrrowing dwells on — nor no 
1 rave! | 


She dreams beneath thy fxcred ſhades were peace, : 


Ind irom the maou!during refuſe, build my cell! 


Or 


— — 


I —__c— 


I firew wy com Nips and | pay my tear, 
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Or where ſome du &, by rolling ſeaſons worn 
Cenvey'd pure are um to Rome's imperial wall, 

Near the wide breach in ſilence let me mourn; 
Or tune my dirges to the water's fall. 


Genius of Carthage! paint thy ruin'd pride; 
Towers at ches, fares, in wild confußon ſtre ven, 

Let bau ſu' d P farins, lower ing by thy ſide 
Compare thy fickie fortunes wich his own. 


Ah no! thou monarch of the Jorms! forbhear ! 
My trembling ncrves abhor thy rude coatroul ; 


Ar d ſcarce a pic raling - twilight ſooths my care, 


Ere one val death ike darkneſs nhocks m ſoul. 


Forbear thy rage — n no perennial baſe 
Is built frail Tear, or hopes deceitful pile; 
My pains are fla :d—wy | jor reſumes its place, 
 Kould the . br: zgl:ten or Neff 1 ſmile. 


E LT e Ir Im 


E. repeats the ſong of C. LIIx, a diſcerriur ſtet herd; 


fi x id 42 ; - 2" 
 bomenti; g ie ſiute of the woolen manufatlicry. 


3 Fro omvi ** glaciem ventoſque vivales. 
vo minus ef} illis curz mortalis egeſt: 8. 
* Avirces : * feres“ Viss. 


N E A I von's bank, on Arden's flowery 1 


P ain, 


Na 


And im v Cor fol md lov'd the flraia; 


Y-f 0 a Pat owns ther frcphert '; grave! | 


Cn?! ©? WIL be. ia ſfwmooth! 'Y H. 0 the day, 


"Ie io! E's mul * ich my t nie agree! 1 


To tale the ber t: of his pie ting lay. 


To ta c, and far it wis FE ar to thee, 


When, tor b © ih wit each revolving year, 
gen:. muſe-tole from the ſrented brake, 


I'll add the mvrtle for Ophelia's fake, 
nivering bencath a I: Alcfs thorn Fe lay, 


When death's chill 1 bur 1e d his Rowing 
ton vc, 


The more | found bi- ſau'terin rotes decay. 


';he more prophctic truth lublim'd the ſong. 
„% Adieu my flocks, he aid! my wonted care 
Ey lunny mountain. or by verdant ore! 


Aſfay tome more happy han your told prepare, 


ad may youu ned your Col in's crook n©more! 


100 you, ye ikephercs! lead my gentle ſacep 4 | 


To bre:zy hills or leafy ſhelters lead; 


Zue if the ſky with ſh wer inceſſant weep, 


Av id the putrid mo:fture of the mead. 


Where the wild thymeperfumesthe hurpled heath, 


Lon: loltering there your fleecy tribes texte: G 
Int what avzil he maxims | bequeath ? 
Ihe truitleſs gift of au oficicus fricud! 


A tuneful ſheph: ol day the liſtening 1 


Ah! what avails the timerns lambs to d, 
though nightly cares, with daily labours, | join? 
If ſorcign ſloth obtain the rich reward, 

If Gallia's craft the ponderous fleece purloin. 


Was it for this, by conſtant vigils worn, 
met the terrors of an early grave; 

For this l led them from the pointed thorn ? 

For this I bath'd them in the Lucid wave? 


Ah heedleſs Albion! too b-nignly prone 

Thy blood to laviſh, and thy wealth reſign! 
Shall every other virtue grace thy throne, 

But quick-ey'd prudence never yet be thine ? 


From the fair natives of this peerleſs hill 

Ibou gav'ſt the ſheep that browze Iberian 

3 plains: 

Their plaiutive cries the faithleſs region fill, 
Their fleece adorns an haughty foc's domains. 


M-fated flocks! frem cliff to clif they ſtray; 
Far from their dams their native guardians far! 
| Where the ſoft ſhepherd, all the livelong day, 
Chaunts bis — miltreſs to his hoarſe 
guittar. 


But Albion's youth her native fleece deſpiſe; 
} Unmov'd they hear the Pining ſhepherd's 
| _— 
In fiky folds each nervous limb diſguſe, 
A lur'd by evcry treaſure but their own, 


Oft have I hurry'd down the rocky ſteep, | 

|  - nxious, to fee the wintry tempeſt drive; 

Pr-ſerve, ſaid l, preſerve your flecce, my ſheep! 
Ere long will Phillis, will my love arrive. 

Ere long the came: ah ! woe is me ſhe came! 

Rob'd in the Gallic looms extraneous twine : 

For gibts like theſe they gv their ſpotlets fame, 
Reſi u their bloom, their innocence refign. 

| Wi'l no bright mai, by worth, by t titles known, 
Give the rich Rowe of Britiſh hills to fame? 

And let her charms, and her example, on 


Thar virtue's drei-, and bcauty's are : the 
f.me ? 


I, Will no fam'd chief fupyort this generous 


mid? 
Once more the patriot's ar uus path reſume ? 
a comely from his pative Þ ains array'd, 
peak future glory to the Britich !loon ? 


| What power unſcen my rav:th d fancy fires ? ? 
I pierce rhe Creary thade of luture days; 
Sur 'i the genius of the land inip r: =, 


-J- breath. my lateſt breath in © * *'s » praiſe. 


o might wy breath for * ** praiſe ſuſſice, 
How 2chely ſhould my dying limbs repoſe ! 
O might his future glory blels mine eyes, 
Bly raviſh'd eyes? how caluly would they | 
.- "gale ! 
Z was born to ſpread the general; joy; 
Ex virtue rapt. by ;orty uncommon! 43 
Brite for Beituin frail the crook emplo7 ; 
Bron ter Britain's glory ſhear the (Gig. 
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C an the labouring hind inverts the ſoil; 
gain the merchant ploughs the tumid 
wave: | 

Another ſpring renews the ſoldier's toil, 
And finds me vacant in the rural cave. 
As the ſoſt lyre diſp'ay'd my wonted loves, 
The penſive pleaſure and the tender pain, 
The ſordid Alpheus hurried through my groves; 
| Yet ſtop' d to vent the dictates of diſdain. 


He ę lanc'd contemptuous o'er my ruin'd old; 


He blam'd the graces of my favourite bewer 5 


My brcaſt, unſully' d by the luſt of gold; 
My time, unlaviſh'd in purſuit of power. 
Yes, Alpheus ! fly the purer paths of fate; 

Abjure theſe ſcenes from venal paſhons free ; 


Know, in this grove, I vowed pcrpetual hate, 
War, endleſs war, with lucre and with thee. 


Here nobly zealous, in my youthful hours, 

l dreft an altar to Thalia's name: 

_ Hire, as I crown'd the verdant ſhrine with flowers, 
Soft ou my labours ſtolc the ſmiling dame. 


Damon, ſhe cry'd, if pleas with honeſt praiſe, 
Thou court ſucceſs by virtue or by ſong, 
Fly the falſe dictates of the venal race; 
Fly the groſs accents of the venal tongue. 
Swear that no lucre ſha!l thy zeal betray ; 
Swerve not thy ſoot with fortuue's votarics 
N more; 
5 Byand thou their lives and brand their liſeleſs ar. 
The winning phantem urg'd me, and I ſwore. 


Forth ſrom the ruſtic alter ſwiic I ſtray'd, 
Aid my firm purpoſe, ye celeſlial powers 
Aid me to quell the ſordid breaſt, I ſaid; 
And threw my . tow rds their hoſtile 
„ 


kink not regretful l 8 he decd; 

Or added years no more the zeal allow ; 5 

. Sti. |, Mill oblervant to the grove 1 ſpced, 
The rine embellih, and repeat the vos. 


_ Sworn ſrom his cradle Rome's relentleſs for, 


Bruch generous hate the Puvic chatupiun + bore ; 
| Thy lake, O Tliraſimenc ! beheld it glow, 


And Canna? s walls, and Thebia's cine ſhore. | 


But let zrave annals paint the warriar” . lane 3 : 
Fair ſhine his arms in hiſtory carol!” | 


His nobler hate of avarice and guild. — 


Now Puvic pride its final eve ſurvey d; 
itts hoſts ezhautted, and its fleets on ſire: 
Paticat the victor's lurid ſrown obcy'd, 
Aud faw tir} unwilling elephants retire. 


But when their gold depreſs' d the yielding ſcaie, , 


Their gold in pyramidic plenty pil'd, 
He faw th' unutterable grief prevail; | 
He ſaw their tcars, and in his ſury ſmil'd. 


* A Roman ccremony in declarin g uu. 


L} 


| 
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Think not, he cry'd, ye view the files of eaſe, 
Or this firm breaſt Cifclaims a patriot's pain; 

I ſinile. but from a ſoul eſtrang'd to peace, 

Frantic wich grief, delirious with diſdain ! 


But wer: it cordial, this deteſted ſmile, 

Seems it leſs timely than the grief ye ſhow ? 
O ſons of Carthage! grant me to reviſe 

The ſordid ſource of your indecent woe! 


Why werp you now! ye ſaw with tearleſs eye 
When your fleet periſh'd on the Punic wave; 

Where lurk'd the coward tear, the lazy ſigh, 
When Tyre's imperial ſtate commenc'd a ſlave ? 


ſhade, 
Go, the mean ſorrows of thy ſons deplore ; 


{| Had freedom ſhar'd the vow to fortune paid, 


She ne'er, like fortune, had forſook thy ſhore.” 


| He ceaſed—abaſh'd the conſcious audience hear; 


Their pallid cheeks a crimſon bluſh uniold; 
| Yet oe'r that virtuous bluſh diſtreams a tear. 
And falling moiſtens their abaudon'd gold. 


| 


| E LE GY XX. 


Ae compares his Huulle fertune with the 45 refs of | 
ebe; and bis fejetttun to Drrra, with the my ; 


* able 7 e 85 «an African fave. 


ſorlorn, 
Why ſinks my . bencath cach wintry {cy ? | 


ww ny ** this bent, with fancy'd wors 


What myriads wiſh to be as bleſt as 1! 
What though my roofs devoid of pomp ariſe, 


Nor coſlly art my flowery duſes diluiſe, 
Where ouly ſimple friendip deigns to ſtrapr? 


Ice the wild ſons of Lapland's clil: domain, . 
"ww fcoop their couch beneath the erifted | 


fows ! 


Tow vod co! hepe they ken the frozen plain, 
Where the fllarp eaſt for ever, ever blows! 


81 are tough I be, to Doelia's ces a ſlave, 
My Delia's eyes endeur tlie bands l wear; 
The ſigh ſhe cauſes well becenies the brave, 
The pang ſhe cauſes, tis ev'n bliis to bear: - 


5 I ses the poor native quit the Libyan ſnores, 
Whut humbler lyres his civil worth . _ 


Ah! not in love's delightful Sonny "ET 


No rdiant ſmile his dying peace reſtores; 


Nor love, nor ſame, nor © Kann, heals his 


| wound. 


| Let vacant bards Ciſylay their boaſled woes, 


Shall I the mockery of grief diſplay ? | 
No, let the Mule his piercing pangs diſcloſe, 
Who blecds and weeps his ſum of life away. 


On the wid beach in mournſul guile he ſtood, 


| Ere the ſhrill boatſwain gave the hated ſign; 


He dropt a tcar unſsen into the flood ; 


H. kole c one ſceret moment, to . 


"Tis paſt—0 Carthage * honour's | 


What penſive crowds, by ceaſeleſs labours worn, 


Nor tempt the proud to quit his deſtined way ? 55 


r 


| 
; 


Yet ſrom their lip the voice of mercy flows, 


Ok bliſsful haunts they tell, and brighter climes, 
Tut lain d with blood and crimfon'd o'er with 


No, careleſs, hopeleſs of theſe fertile plains, 


Let ſhores there are, bleſt ſhores for us remain, 
And favour d iſles with golden fruitage crown'd, | 
Where tuſted flowrets paint the verdant plum, | 
Where every breeze ſhall mcE'tine every 
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Yet the mule liſten d to the plaints be made; | 
Such moving plaints as nature could inſpir:; | 
To me the Muſe his tender play convey'd, 
But ſmooth' d, and ſuited to the ſounding lyre. 
„% Why am [ raviſhed from my native ſtrand ? 
What ſa vage race protecta the impious gain? 
Shall foreign plagues inſ-ll, this teeming land, | 
And more than ſca-born mouſters piouyh the | 


main ? 


; 


* 


Hera the dire locus horrid ſwarms prevail; 

Here the blue aſps with livid poiſon (well; 
Here the dry dipſa with his ſinuous mail; 

Can we no: here ſecure from envy dwell ? 


When the grim lion urg'd his cruel chace, 


When the ftera panther ſought his midnight 


deer 8 By 
What fate reſerv'd me for the chriſtian race ? 
O race more poliſh'a more ſevere than they! 
Te provling wolves, purſue my lateſt eries! 
Thou hungry tiger leave thy reeking den? 
Ye ſandy waſtes, in rapid eddies riſe! 
O tear me from the whips and ſcorn of men 
Yet in their face ſuperior beauty glows; i 
re ſmiles the mizn of rapine and of wrong? 


An ev'n religion dwells upon their tongue. 


Where gentle minds conveyed by death repair. 


Say, ſhall they merit what they paint ſo ſaic? 


Rich by our tolls, and by cur ſorrows gay, 
They ply our labours, and enhance our pains, 
And feign theſe diſtant regions to repay. 
For them our tuſky elephant expire: 


For them we drain the mine's emi-owePd gold; 
VU here rove the brutal nations wild deires ?— 


Our limbs are purchas'd, and our life is fold! 


There the ſtern tyrant that cmhitters liſe 


_ 


Shall, vainly ſupplianr, ſpread his aſcing hand; 
There ſhall we view the billows raving ſtriſe, 


Aid the kind breeſt, and wat his out to land.“ 


ELEGY XXI. 


Taling a wiew of the country from his relirement, he 

ie led to maditale on the charaticr of the ancient 
Britins, Written at the time of @ rumoured lux 
„en duct, 1746. | ergo th 


HUS Damon ſung—What thongh unknown 
to praiſe 


I Or penſile grove, or airy cliff aſcend, 


- 

3 

Or mid the rural ſhepherds, flow my days, 
Amid the rural ſh-pherds, 1 am frec. 

To view fleek vaſſals crowd a ſtately hall, 
Say, ſhould I grow my ſelf a ſolemn ſlave! 

To fiad thy tints, O Ti:ian! grace my wall, 
Forego the flowery fields my fortune gave? 

Lord of my time my devious path I bend, 


1 hrough fringy woodland, or ſmooth-ſha ven 


lawn; 


And hail the ſcene by nature's pencil drawn. 
Thanks be to fate—though nor the racy vine, 
Nor fattening olive cloath the fields I rove, 
Sequeſter*d ſhades, and gurgling founts are mine, 
And every ſilvan grott the Muſes love. 
Here if my viſta point the mouldering pile, 
Where hood and cowl devotion's aſpect wore, 


I trace the tottering reliques with a ſmile, 


To think the mental bondage is no more! 


 Pleas'd if the glowing landſcape wave with corn; 


Or the tall oaks, my country's bulwark, riſc; 


 Pleaſ'd, if mine eye, o'er thonſand vallics born, 


Diſcern the Cambria hills ſupport the ſkics. 


And fee Plinlimmon ! ev'n the youthful ſight 


Scales the proud hills etherial cliffs with pain! 
Such Caer-caradoc ! thy ſtupendous height, 

Whoſe ample ſhade obfcures th' Ternian main. 
Bleak, joyleſs regions where, by ſcience fir d, 
Some prying ſage his lonely ſtep may bend; 
There, by the love of novel plaints inſpir d. 
Invidious view the clembering goats aſcend. 


1 . . . * 
| Yet for thoſe mountains, clad with laſting ſnow, 


The freeborn Briten left his greeneſt mead, 


|} Receving ſullen from his mightier for, 


For here he fave fair libercy tecede. 
Ly hon ifa chief perforut'd a patrioc's part, | 
Suſtan'd her dtnop ing ſons, repell'd her ſors, 
Above all Ferſian luxe, or Attic art. 
The rude majettic monument aroſe. 


Progreſſive ges caroll'd forth his fame; | 
Sircs, to his praiſe, atiua'd thei chiliren's 


tongue; | 
The hoary druid ſed the gencrous flame, 


© Go forth, my for !—for what is vital breath, 
Your gods expcit'd, your tberty reſiga'd? 


Jo forth, my ſous! for what is inftant deat! 


Io ſouls fecure perenuialjoys to find ? 


For ſcenes there are, unknown to war or palin, 


Where drop: the balm that hrals a tyr-ut“ 


1 | wour d; : | = I 
| Where Patriots, bleſt with boundleſs freedom, 
= 2 ren... | = 


With mifletoe's myſterious garlands crown'd. 


| Your ſolemn woods refovad their martial are; 
To you, my ſons, the ritual mecd belongs, 
in che cauſe you vanquich or expire. 


Lroves, 


 Viabrageouscoverts hide my Muſe and me; 


Tius 


— 8 2. 2 — * 5 - * 
2 ˙ A 


| While in ſuch ſtrains the reverend viz ird ſung. 


Such are the names that grace your myſtic ſongs; 


lark! from the ſacred oak that crowns th? 


| What av/clul voice my raptured boſom warmes; 


: * 
— ——— 
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This is the favonr'd moment heaven approves, 
Sound the ſhrill trump : this inſlaat, ſound to 
arma. 
Thaeirs was the ſcience of a martial race, 
To ſhape the lance, ot decorate the ſhield; 
Ev'n the fair virgin ſtain'd her native gracz, 
To give new horrars te the tented field. 


Now, for ſome cheek where guilty bluſhes glow, 


For ſome faiſe Florimel's impure diſguils, 
The liſted youth, nor war's loud fignal know, 
Nor virtue's call, not fame's imperial prize. 


Then if ſoft concord lull'd their fears to ſleep, 
inert and ſilent dept the manly car; 

Put ruſh'd horrific o'er the fearful ſteep, 
if ſrecdom's awful clarion breath d to war, 


Now the fleck courtier, indolent, and vain, 
Thron! d in the ſpicndid carriage giides ſupine ; 
To taint his virtue with a forcign ſtain, 
Or at a favourite's board his faith reſign. 


Leave them, O luxury! this happy ſoil ! 
Chaſe her, Britannia, to ſome hoſtile ſhore ! 
Or * fleece the bancful peſt with annual ſpoil, 

And let thy virtuous offspring weep no more 


ELEGY XXIL 


| rus? ou the year + — wks the rights of /. pul- ; 


ture were 2 75 equeitiy violated. 


5 AY, 
| Q4 night, 


. of dreams thou great magician, ſay, 
* hence my late viſion thus indures the ght; ; 
Thus haunts my fancy — the * of 
day. 
The ſelent moon had ſcaPd the 3 ſkies, 
nd anxious care reſign'd my limbs to reſt; 
A ſndden, luſtre ſtruck my wondering eyes, 
nud Stlvia food before my couch confett, 


| Ah net the nymph ſo blooming and ſo gay, 
uat led the dance beneath the feſtive ſhade ! 
ut che char, in the morning of ber day, | 
| Intomb'd beneath the graſs-ereca {ol was laid. 


No more her eyes their wonted radiance caſt; 
No more her breaſt inſpir'd the lover's flame, 
No more her cheek the Pæſtan roſe ſurpalt ? 
Vet fcem'd her lip's etherial ſmile the ſame, 


Nor ſuch her hair as deck' d her living face; 

Nor ſuch her voice as charm'd the liſtening 
| crowd; 

Nor ſuch her drefs as heighten'd every grace; 
las! all vaniſh'd for the mourniul ſhroud ! 


Yet ſcem' d her lip's etherial charm the ſame; 

Ihat dear dillinction every doubt removed; 

Periſh the lover, whoſe imperfect flame 
Forgets one feature of the nymph he low d. 


\ | 


* Alluces:02 tax upon luxury. 
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gentle FOR that lov'ſt the I of 


| 
| Skull my poor corſe, from hoſtile realms con- 


a 


Damon, ſhe ſaid, mine hour allotted flies; 
On! do not waſte it with a fruitleſs tear! 
Though griev'd to ſce thy Sitvia's pale diſguiſe, 

Suſpend thy ſorrow, and attentive hear. 


50 may thy Muſe with virtuous flame be bleſt ! 
Zo be thy love with mutual love repaid ! 
So may thy bones in facred ſilence reſt, 
Faſt by the reliques of ſome happier maid ! 


| Thou know'ſt how lingering on a diſtant ſhore 
Diſeaſe invidious nipt my flowery prime 


| Aud ob! what pangs my tender boſom tore, 


To think 1 ne'cr muſt view my native clime ! 


| No friend was near to raiſe my drooping head; 


No dear companion wept to fee me die; 
Lodge me within my native ſoil, I ſaid; 

There my fond parents honoured reliques lie. 
| Though now debarr'd of each domeſtic tear; 
Unkkown, forgot. I meet the fatal blow; 
There man 7 a friend ſhall grace my woeful bier, 
And many a ſigh ſhall riie, and tear ſhall _ 


; | I ſpoke, nor fate forbore his trembling ſpoil; 


Some vernal mourrer lent his careleſs aid; F 
And ſoon they bore me to my native ſoil, 


Where my fond Parents dear remains wcre 
laid. 


| Twas then the youths, from every plain and 


grove, 

Adorn'd with mournſul verſe thy Silvia's bier; 
vas then the * their votive garlancs 
| wove, 


And ſtrew d the fra grance of the youthful yer r. 


| But why, alas ! the tender ſcene diſplay ? 


Cond Damon's foot the pious path decline? 
Ah no ! *twas Damon firſt attun d his lay, 
And ſure no ſonnet was fo dear as thine. 


Thus was l hoſom'd in the peaceful grave; 

My placid ghoſt no longer wept its doom; 
When ſavave robbers every ſanction brave, | 
And with outrageous guilt detraud the tomb ! 


vey'd, 
Loſe the cheap portion of my native ſands? ? 


8 | Or, in my kingred s dear embraces laid, 


Mourn the wild ravage ol barbarian hands? 


Say, would chy breaſt no death- like torture feel, 


o lee my limbs the felou's gripe obey ? | 
To fre them gaſh'd beneath the daring ſteel ? 


| "To crowds a ſpectre, aud to dogs a prey? 
| Iſ Pzzan's ſons theſe horrid rites require, 


If healtit's fair ſcience be by thele retin {4 


Let guilty convicts, for their uſe, expire; 


Au ad let their breathleſs corle avail mankind. 


{ Yet hard it ſexms, when guilt's laſt fine is paid, 
o fee the victim's coric dehy'd repoſs ! 

Now, more ſevere ! the poor ulfcaceleſs maid 
Dreads the dire outrage of inhuman foes. 


| Where is the faith of ancient pagans fled ? 


Where the fond care the wandering manes 
claim? 


Nature, int ind ive. cries, Protect the dead, 


Ard laured bo their — and their — 5 
Alriſe 
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Ariſe, dear youth | ev'n now the danger call«; 
Ev'n now the villain ſnuſ's his wonted prey; 

Fee | ſee! I lead chee to yon ſacred wall 
Oh ! fly to chaiſe theſe human wolves away.” 
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ORN near the ſcene for Kenelm's Haus.) 
nown'd, 
I take my plaintive reed and range the grove, 
And raiſe my lay, and bid the rocks reſound 
Ihe tavagetorce of empire and of love. 


Faſt by the centre of yon” various wild, 
Whete ſpreading caks embower a Gothic fine; ; 

 Rencirida's arts a brother's youth begu:!'d; 

| Fhere nature urg'd her tendereſt pleas in vain. 


Soft o'er his birth, and o'er his infant hours, 

Th ambitious maid could every care employ ; 
Then with aſſiduous fondneſs cropt the flowers, 

To deck the cradle of the princely boy ? 


| But foon the boſom's pleaſing calm is flown; 
Love fires her breaſt; the tuitry paſſions riſe; 
: A favour” d lover ſecks che Mercian threne, 
And views her Kenelm with a rival's eyes. 


5 Now kind were fortune, ah! how juſt were fate, | 

Would fate or fortune Mercia's heir remove! 

How ſweet to revel on the couch of late ! 
Io crown at once her lover and her love! 


See garniſh'd for the chace the fraudfu! maid. 
To theſe lone hills dir: ct his devious way; 
The youth ail prone the filter goide obey'd, 

Ill-fated youth! himſeif the deſlin'd prey- 


But now, nor ſhaggy hill, nor pathleis p ain, 

- Forms the lone refuge o the ſylvan game; 

Since Lyttleton has crown'd the ſweet domain 

With ſofter pleaſures, and with fairer fame, 

| Where the rough bowman urg'd his . 
: ſeed, 

Immortal bards. a poliſh'4 race. retires 

Aud where hoarſe ſcream'd the * horn, 

= ſuccned | 

The melting graces of no vu gar lyre. 


: See Thompſon loitering near ſome limpid well, 


For Britain's ſriend the v. rdant wreath * * 


| arc | 

| or. ſtudious of revolving ſeaſons tell, 

| How peerleſs Lucia made all ſeafons fair ! 

See * „ „ from civic garlands fly, 

And in theſe groves indulge Þis tun. ful vein! 

Or from yon” ſummit, xh a guardian's cye, 

Obſerve how freedom“ s hand att res the lain 

Here Pope ! ah never «uſt that towering mind 
To his lov'd haunts, cx * ——_ return ? 

Vor. VII. | 


4 
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What art what friendſhips! oh! what fame 


| 


| 


| 


þ 


1 


1 


| 
Or ſhrink to find, how much ambition dares, 


| There not the parent ſmile is half fuucere; 


reſtgn'd ! 
In yonder glade | trace his mournful urn. 
Where is the breaſt can rage or hate retain, 
And theſe glad ſtreams and ſmiling lawns be- 
hold? 
Where is the breaft can hear che wondland ſtrain, 
And think fair freedom well exchang d for 


gold? 


„ 4 Through the ſoft ſhades d-liph: ed let me ſtray, 
Reflections ſuggeſted by his ſituation. 


While o'er my head forgotten ſuns deſcend ! 1 
Through t!.:{e dear valle ys herd my caſual ways 
Till ſetting liſe a total ſhack extend 


Here far fr m courts, and void of 2 cares 
Pl muſe how much I owe mine humbler fate: 


a ſhine in an; uiſh, and to grieve in ſtate! | 


| Can't thou O ſun! that ſpotleis throne diſcloſe, 


Where her bold arm has ief. no ſanguive ſtain? 
Where, ſhew me where, the linca! ſceptze glows. 
Pure, as the ſimple crook that rules the plain? 


Tremendous pomp ! where hate, diſ.ru.:, and 
3 . 
In kindred boſoms olve the fad tie ; 


Nor void of art the coniort's melting eye. 


[There with the friendly wiſh, the k:ndiy flame, 


No face is brighten'd, and no hoioms beat; 


___ | Youth, manhood, age, avow one ſordid aim, | 


And ev'n the bear leis lip aſſays deceit. 


| There coward rumours walk their murderous 


_.. pound; - 1 
The glance, that more chan ml blame inftills; J 


| whiſper s, that ting'd with triendſhip doubly 


wound, 
Pity that injures, and concern that ills. 


Their anger whets, but love can ne er engage; 


Careffing :rothers part but to revale ; 


| There all men {mijc, and prudcuce warns the | 


vale, 


5 To dread the fatal ſtroke of all that ſmile. 
| There all her rivals! fitter, ſon, ard ſire, 


Wirh horrid pur pole hug deſtructive arms; 
There tvit-ey'd maids in murderaus plots con- 
pie, | 
And ſcorn the gentler miſ bic\ of their charms. 
na ſervile minds one endleſa watch cadur-z 
Day. night, nor her, their auxious guard r re· 
n; z 
But la * me, kate! on flowery banks, ſecure, 
lhou, hray whole loui be, bike. ti y ack ſu- 


piu. c. 


| | Ves, may my tongue diſdain a vaſfal s care; 
| 


My lyre rcſound no proit:tute' y; 
Mere werm to merit, mor cate to wear 
1 he cap of free 9 then the crown o. © bays 


So-:th'd by the murmurs of mv — Road, 
L 5 with it not o'er gold. an res * Ty 
-ar'd by the verdure 0: my p. oak 


: tcuru the quarry, where n- tru Can grow: 
X No 
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No midnight panes the ſhepherd's peace purſue; 
His tongue, his hand, attempts no fccret 
wound ; 
He fn: s his Dela, and if ſhe be true, 
His love at once, and his anbitiou's crown d. 


E LEGI XXIV. 

He takes occaſion, from the fate of Exr- 
Av un of BaETAGN, to fuggeſt the 
imperfect pleaſures of a ſoiitary life. 

V HEN beauty mourns, by fate's injurious 

doom, 


HFlid from the chearful glance of gin eye; 
When nature's pride inglorious waits the tomb, 


_ Hard is that heart which checks the * | 


ſigh. 


| Fair E'couora ! would no gallant mind, 
The caule of love, the cauſe cf juſtice © own? 
Matchleſs thy charms, and was no life refign'd 


Or had fair fre: dom's hand unveil'd thy c arms 
Weil _—_ ſuch brows the regal gem reſign ; 
Thy radi: 


Yet Alb. awful empire yield co thine. 
0 ſh mc of Britons! in one ſullen tower 


She wet with ro al tears her daily cell; 
5 She found keen anguiſh every roſ- devour; 


They ſprung, they — they faded, and 


the y fe Ul. 


Throuch one dim lattice fring'd with ivy round, 
du cctv une a languid rad: ance threw ; 


To p int how fi r.e her angry guarc. ian frown'd. | 


To mark how faſt her wamng beauty flew. 


This age migh: bear; then ſated fancy palls, 
Nor warm y hautes what iplcudour can ſupply; 

Fond yout}: ic. flant mourns, it rigid walls 

Relirain its liſteriing ear, its curious eye. 


Believe me. * , the pretence is van! 
Th» roaſted ca' u that imonths our early days, E 


For never yet could you; hiul mi d ryſtrain 


Th' altcrnat. pant for p.eature and for praile. 5 


Ev'n me by ſhady oak or limpid ſpring, 

Euv'n me, the ſcenes of poliſh d lite allure; 
Some genus vhiſners, © Lif won the wing, = 
| Ind hard his lot tr at languiſhes obſcure. | 

What though thy iper mind admire no more 
The ſh. nig cin &ure. and the bro der'd fold. 

Can pierce like lightning through the fgur'd ore, 

And mcit to dtoſs the radiant forms of gold. 


Furs, ermins, rods. may well attract thy icorn ; | 


he futile preſents of capricious power! 
But wit, but worth, tie public ſphere adorn, 
And who but envies then the ſocial hour? 


Can virtu-, carel-f{» o her pupil's mecd, 
Forget wow * * ® ſuſtains the ſhepherd's 
5 caui'? | 
Content in ſhades to tune a lonely reed, 
Nor jola we ſound.ng pain of app'lauſe? 


| 


] 


mien migh. ſcorn the guilt of arms; 


| 


| 


5 
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| For public haunts, impell'd by Britain's weal, 
Sce Grenville quit the Mule's favourite eale; 
And ſhall not ſwains admire his noble zeal ? 
Acmiring praiſe, admiring ſtrive to pleaſe? 


Life, ſays the ſage, affords no bliſs ſincere ; 
And courts and cells in vain out hopes re new: 
But ah! where Grenville charms the liſtening 
ear, 


'T.s hard to think the chearleſs maxim true. 


The groves may ſmile, the rivers gently glide; 
Soft th-ongh the vale reſound the loneſome lay. 
Ev'n thickets yield delight, if taſte preſide; 
But can they pleale, when Lyttlcton's away? 


pure as the ſwain's the breaſt of * * * glows, 


* 


* 


Ah: were the ſhepherd s phraſe, like his, 
| retin'd | 
But, how improves the generous dictate flows 
1 'brough the clear medium of a poL.ſh'd mind. 
Happy the youths who, warm with Britain' 3 
love. 
Ber inmoſt with in * * * period's hear! 


Happy that in the radiant circle move, 
To ſee them ſparkle from their native throne ? 


Attendant orbs, 


where Lonſdale” gilds the 
hcre? | | 


White rural faith, 1 every poliſh'd art, 


Each ſricndly charm, in * * * conſpire, 


From public ſcene: all penſive muſt you part; 


All joyleſs to the greeneſt fields retire ! 
Go, plaintive youth ! no more by fount or 
ream, | 

LI. ne ſome lone halcyon, ſocial pleaſure Gn, * 


Go dare the light, enjoy its chearful beam, 


Aud hail the bright procefliun of the ſun. 


Then cover d by tay ripen'd ſhades, reſume 
The ſilent walk; no more by paſſion teſt: 


| Then ſeck thy ruſtic haunts; the dreary \ loom, | 


Wh re every art, that colours life, is lol. — 


in vair: ! the liſtening Muſe attends in vain q 
"Reſtraints in hoſtile ban s her motions wait _ 


| Yet will | grieve, and ſadden all my ſtrain, 


. „ Mule s fate. 


ELEGY RXV. 


| To Ds LIA, with ſome flowers; com- . 
Plaining how much his benevolence 
| ſuffers on account of his Indie Ber- 
tune. 


M HATEER coul FERRY 5 curious art, 


M hate er the _— and of wealth can ſhower, 


| Chelc wauld 1 give—and every gift enjoy, 


That pleasd my fair—but late 4 tne 
power. | 


Bleſt were my lot to feed the ſocial fires ! 
lo l-zrn the latent wiſhes of a friend! 


bo give the boan his native taſte admires, 


— 
— * 


Aud, fur my tranſpert, — Cpnys | 


SHENSTO 


leg too is he, whot: ever rambie ſtrays, 
Where droop the ſons of jindi-ence and care! 
His little gifts th-ir gladd-n'd eyes amaz, 


And win, at ſmall ex; ence, their fondeſt | 


prayer! | 
And oh the joy i to ſknn the conſciovs light, | 
To ſpare the modiſh bluſh : to give vntcen |. 
Like ſaowers that fall behind the veil of night, 
Yet derply tinge the ſmiling vales with green. | 
But happicſt they, who drooping realms relieve! 
W hoſe virtue cultur'd in our vales appear! 
For whoſe fad fate a thouſand ſhepherd es grieve, 
And fading fields allow the grizf fincere. 
| To call loſt worth from itz oppreſſive ſhatte ; 
To fix its equal ſphere, and ice it thine ; 
To hear it grateful own the generous aid: 
This, this is tranſport—but muſt ne er be mine. 
Faint is my bounded bliſs ; nor I refuſe 
Io0s range where daizies open, rivers roll; 
Wh le proſe or {ng he languid hours amuſe, 
And ſ..oth the ond impaticnce of my ſoul. 
| A while I'!] weave the roofs of Jaſmine bowers, | 
And urge with trivial cares the loitering 


year; | | 


Then, unlamented, preſs an early bier?! 
Of thoſe lov'd flowers the lifeleſs corſe may 

: - - 1 
Some hireling hand a fading wreath beſtow : | 


| The reſt will breathe as ſweet, will glow as 


ER fair, | OY 
As when their maſter ſmii'd to ſee them glow. : 
The ſequent morn ſhall wake the ſylvan quire ; 4 
Ihe kid agam ſhall wanton ere tis nvon ; 
Nature will ſmile, will wear her beſt attire, 
O!] let not gentle Delia ſmile ſo ſoon! 


While the rue hearſe conveys me flow away, 
And careleſs eyes my vul;;ar fate proclaim, 

Let thy kind tear my utmoſt worth o'erpay; | 

And, ſofty fighin;, vindicate my func. — 


| © Delia ! chear'd by thy ſuperior praiſe, 
l bleſs the ſilent pith the fates decree; 
Pleas d, from the lift of my inglorious days, 


| thee, | 


To raiſe the moments crown d with blifs and | 


7 
EIL EGI XXVI. 


Deſeribing the ſorrow of an ingenuous 


mind, on the melancholy eyent of a li- | 


centious amour. 


| WHY mourns my friend! why weeps his 
downcaſt eye! 


* * —_— ——— 
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Thy chearſul meadæ reprove that . welling ſi ech 
| Spring ne'er enamel'd fairer mea''s than thine, 


Art thou no: ladg'd in fortune's warm embrace? 
Wert then not form d by nature's p rtial care 
Bleſt in thy ſong, and bleſt in every grace 
That — the friend, or that cachants the 
_; 


Damon, ſaid he, thy partial proife reſtrain - 


Not Daman's friendſnip can my pe ice retore; 
Alas] his very praiſ- awakes my pain, 
And my poor wounded boſom bleeds the more. 


For oh | that nature on my birth had frown'd, 
Nr fortune fix'd me to ſome lowly cell; 


| Then had my boſom ſcap'd this fatal wound, 


Nor had I bid theſe vernal tweets, farewel. 


But led by fortune's hand, her darling child, 
My youth hg vain licentious bliſs admir'd; 


In fortune” train the ſyren flattery ſmil'd, 


And raſhly hallow'd all her queen inſpir'd. 


Of folly ſtudious, ev'n of vices vain, 

Ah vices ! gilded by the rich and gay! 
I chas'd the guileleſs daughters of the piain, 
Nor dropt the chaſe, tili Jeſſy was my prey. 


| | | i” Poor artloſs maid ! to ftain thy ſpotleſs name 
Ko | A while I'll prune my grove, protect my flow- | V IP , 


{ To ure a breaſt that feit the pur-ft fl ume, 


Expence, and art, and toil, vnited ſtrove; 


Suttcin' by virtue. but betray'd by love. 
 ScEnoi'd in the ſcience of loves m7 wiles, 

I cloath'd each feature with affected ſcurn; 
I ſpoke of jealous donbts, and fickle ſmiics, 
And, feigning, left her anxious and foriora. 
Then, while the fancy'd rage 4!a-m'd her care, 
Warren to deny, and zealous to cifprove; 
Thade my words the wonted fof.nets wear, 
And ſe zd the minute of r-turning love. 


To thee, m Damon, dare I paint the reſt! 


Will yet thy iove a candid car incline ? 
Afur'd that v:rtve, by mi>fortune preſt, 
Feels not the ſharpneſ; ol a pang like mine. 


Er:-while to flaunt it in the face of day; 
When, tcorn'd of virtue, ſtiymatiz'd by tame, 
Low at my feet deſponding Jefly lay. 
„Henry, ſhe ſaid, by thy dear form ſub.!ucd, 
See the {ad reliques of a nymph undone ! | 
I find, | find this ring ſob renew'd: 
1 ſigh in ſhades, and ficken at the fun. 


Amid the dreary gloom of right, ! cry, 


turn? 


Yet what can morn's returning ray ſupply, | 
But ſocs that triumph, ot but friends that mwurn! 


las ! no more that joyone morn appears 
Thr led the tranquil haurs of ſporleſs fame; 
For l have ſteep'd a fatter”; couch in tears. 


ſhame. | Nees 
The vocal birds that raiſe their matin Nrain, 


"I hat eye where micth, where ſan ey uſed to 


he ſportive labs, iucceale my g eulive morn; 
2 = | l At 


Nine envious moons matur'd her growing frame; 


hen will the morn's once picaſing icenes re- 


And ting'd a mother's glowing check wirh 


nn I ne — — - — 


„ „„ > 
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All ſeem to chaſe =. from the chearſul plain, Force not my tongue tb aſk its ſcanty bread; 
Ard talk of truth and innocence alone. Nor hnrl thy TJeffy to the vulgar crew; 


Not ſuch the parent's board at which I fed ! 
If th-ongh = _ ns 3 13 1 5 Not fuch the precept from his lips I drew! 
| ah” 2g, (a: - JH | Hap'y, when age has filver'd o'er my hair, 
| 1 R Malice may learn to ſcorn ſo mean a ſpoil ; 
| | he they ſay. | " | . a 
gr he? * er My. Ang Ho Sw, | 2 op _ face no 1 8 bs 
| th Me | : nd pity, welcome, to my native foil.” 
Ye flower! that well reproach a nymph ſo frail; I , RY | . 
Say, could yr with — virgin fame compare? er - ns "non A 2 
The brighteſt bud that ſcents the vernal gale Þ|_. ful he 3 . — 5 of 
Was not ſo fragant and was not fo fair. | . 5 = * life I” — "Wi 
Now the grave old alarm — | ny VVT n ; 
And all my fame's athorr' contagion Ree; | | | =P | 
Tremb!es each lip, and faulters every tongue, | [ 744. _— — 7 bark * 1 
That bids the morn propitious ſmile on me. | left her P wm" My frier d 
Thus for your ſake I ſhun each human eye; 4 Oh ! r ve cad bear to : 
l bid the ſweets o' bloomi · g _ adieuz; | have? - Sans 
To die | Janguiſh, but 1 dr-ad to die. | : 8 . | 
Left my ſad fate ſhould nouriſh pangs for you. | Brief let me be; the fatal ſtorm _ 
| Raiſe me ſrom earth; the pains of want remove. | 1 bellows rag's; neee: 
And bt me fil-nt ſeek fome friemily ſhorez e ten matt the m inden: 


| | | in! 

There only, baniſn d from the form I love, My Jeſſyfloats upon the watery plain 
My weeping virtue ſhall relapſe no more. And lee my youth's impetuou- fires decay; 

Be but my friend; I aſk no dearer name; Seek not to ſtop refl-cion's bitter tear; 


Nor could it heal my peace, or chaſe my ſhame, Frum Jeſſy floating on her water y bier l 
That pity gave, what love refus d to ſhare. | | | | 


m 


ODES, SONGS, BALLADS, ce. 7 


RURAL, ELEGANCE. 5 > He ſees his lock no more in cireles feed ; 
e VVV | Haply beneath your ravage bleed, | 
An ODE tothe late Ducheſs of Somer- | un vith o rancom e. ler lod the deed. 


be” a . Nor yet, ye ſwains, conclude 

N let, written 1750. „ That nature ſmiles for you alone; : | 
3 „„Tour bounded ſouls, and your conceptions crude, | 
Wu orient ſkies reſtore the dey, The proud, theſcIfifh boaſt difown; 
And de- drops catch the Jucid Tay 3 1 Yours be the produce of the ſoil: 


Amid the ſprightly ſcenes of morn, o may it ſtill reward your toil! 
Will aught the Muſe inſpire! — Nor — the defencelels train | 
| Oh ! Peace to yonder clamorous horn l ot clinging infants aſk ſupport in vain ? 
dat drowns the ſacred Ire? But though the various harveſt gild your pains, 
Does the mere landſcape feaſt your eye? 
Or the warm hope of diſtant gains 


Le rural thanes that o'cr the moſſy down | 
Some panting, timorous hare purſue ; | 
Does nature mean your joys alone tocrown? | > ai cad > 
d e dee | a ge Gt 

For you does echo bid the rocks reply, 88 > : 
ad urg d by rude conttraint reſound the jovial The ſource of your delight profound, 


Where Ariconium pours her gems profuſe, * 
cry ? | 5  Purpling a whole horizon round! | | K 
See from the neighbouring hill, forlorn | Arthirit ye praiſe the limpid ſtream, tis true 
The wretched ſwain your ſport ſurvey ; But though, the pebbled ſhores among, 
He finds his faithful ſences torn, | 1 It mimic no unpleaſing ſong, 55 
He funds his labour d crops a prey; The limpid fountain murmurs not for you. 


Unpleas'd | 
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Unplens' ye ſee the thickets bloom, | When deafen'd by the loud acclaim, 
Unpleas'd the ſpring her flowery robe reſume; Which genius grac'd with rank obtaing, 
Upmev's the mountain“ airy pile, | Could ſhe not more delighted hear 
The J-ppled mcad v aut a — Yon throſtle chaunt the riſing year? 
O let 2 rural conſcions Ny” Couid ſhe not ſpurn the wreaths of fame, 
For well ſhe knows. your ind ſenſe accuſe: To crop the pri1.*roſe of the plains ! 
Forth tn the ſolemn oak you bring the — Does ſhe not ſweets in each fair valley find, 
and ſpan the maſſy trunk, before you cry, Loll to => * of power, unknown to half man- 
fair. n 
Nor yet ye learn'd, nor yet ye courtly train, | Ah can ſhe covet there to ſee 
It haply from your haunts ye ſtray The ſplendid faves, the reptile race, | / 
To walle with us a ſummer's day. That oil the tongue, and bow the knee, | 
Exclude the taſte of every ſwain, That flight her merit, but adore her place ? 
Nor our uncufor'd ſenſe diſdain: Fear ha ppier. if aright deem. 
"Tis nature only gives excluſive right | Wien from gay throngs, and gilded ſpires, 
To reliſu her ſupreme delight; - To where the lonely haicyons play, 
she, where ſhe plea es kins or coy, 3 Her philoſophic ſtep retires : 
Who furniſhes the ſcene, and forms us to enjoy. I While, ſtuddious of the moral 
Then hither bri=g the fair ingenuous mind, | She, to ſome ſmooth ſequeſter'd f firearm | 
By ber auſpicr us aid refin'd; . l Likens the ſwain's ingiorious day; 
Lo! not au hedge-· row hawthorn blows,  Ple:'s "a from the flowery margin to furvey. 
Or humble hare-bell paints che plain, How cool ſerene, and clear, che ——— t glides 
Or valley winds, or fountain flows | mortar 4s | 
Vr purple he- th is ting'd in vain: O blind to truth, to virtue blind. | 
For ſuch the river daſh the foaming tides, | Who ſlight the ſweetly penſive 0 ! | 
The mountain ſweells, the dale ſubſides; On whoſe fair birth the Graces mild, - 
Ev'n thriſtleſs furze detains their wandering And every Muſe prophetic ſmil 4, | 
| fig be. | Not that the poet s boaſted * | 
= Or. on the muſic of his 8 | 1 
With what ſuſpicious fearful care Fach future age with rapture dwell; | 
| 7 he ſordid wretch ſecures his claim, The vaunted ſweets of pr iſe remove, | 
If haply ſome luxurious heir } Yet ſhall ſuch boſoms claim a part | 
| Should alienate the ficlds that wear his | . In al that glads the human heart; 
| „ Vet theſe the ſpirits, form'd to judge and 1 
| | What ſcruples leſt ſome future hirth 1 3 
| Should — a ſpan ofearth! All nature's charms immenſe, and heaven' 5 un = | 
Bonds, contraQs, ſcoffments, names unmeet | | bounded love. 
- = proſe, And oh! the tranſport, meld ally'd to ting 

The towering Muſe endures not to diſcloſe ; In ſome fair villa's peaceful bound, 

Alas! her unrevers'd decree, To catch ſoft hints from nature's tongue, | 
VMMiore comprehenſive and more free, 1 And bid Arcadia bloom arouud: | | 
| Her laviſh charter, taſte, appropriates all we ſee. 3 we * the floping hill, | 

|  } Or ſmoothe below the v-rdant mead ; | 
Seren toy cn — 2 unfold, | Whether we break the falling rill, 2M 
© When, 6p confine his tnfts he Or through meandering mazes lead ; | | | 


| ; |} Or in the horrid bramble's room 
| In nuptual ſort, with bridal gold, | Bid careleſs groups of roles bloom; 
The grave Venetian weds the ſea: 


55 = or let ſome ſhziter's lake ſerene | 
Lach laughing Mule derides the vow; 7 | 
__Ev'n Adria ſcorns the mock embrace, 1 8 Refle flowers, weeds, ans to * and brighten 


To ſome lone hermit on the mountain's brow, | _ e 
Allotted, from his natal haur, DO ſweetdiſpoſal of the rural hour! 
With ail her myrtle ſhores in dower. 2 beauties never known to c'oy! _ 2 
His breaſt to admiration prone | While worth and genius haunt the Favonr'd 
Enjoys the ſmie upon her face, | bower, | 
Enjoys triumphant every grace, | Ant every gentle breaſt partakes the joy ! | 
And finds her more his ewn. While charity at eve ſurvevs the ſwain, | 
5 5 | Enabled by theſe toi! to chear | 
Fatigu'd with form's oppreſſive laws, A train of helpleſs infants dcar, | 
When Somerltet avoids the great; | Speed whiſtling home acroſs the plain: | 
When, cioy'd with merited applauſe, | See vagrant luxury, her hand-maid grown, | 
She ſeeks the rural calm retreat; | For half her graceleſs deeds atone, | 
| Does ſhe not praiſe each molly cell, | And hails the bounteous work, and ranks it with 
| And al the truth my numbers cli? hay own. 
— way | 
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V hy brand theſe pleaſures with the name | 


Of ſoft unſocial toils, of indolence and ſhame? 
Search but the garden or the wood, 
Let yon admir d carnation own, 
Not all was meant for raiment, or for food, 
Not all for needful uſe alone; 
There while the ſeeds of future bloſſoms dwell, 
* 1 is colour'd for the ſight, perfum'd to pleaſe the 
ſmell. 
V hy knows the nightingale to fing? 
hy flows the pine's nectareous jrice ? 
V. hy ſhines with paint the linnet's wing? 
For fuſtenance alone? For uſe? 
For preſervation ? Every ſphere 
Shall bid fair pleaſure's rightſul claim appear. 
And ſure there ſeem, of human kind, 
Some born to ſhun the ſolemn atrife; 
Some for amuſive taſks deſign'd, 
To ſooth the certain ills of liſe; 
| Grace its lone vales with many a budding roſe, 
5 New founts of bliſs diſcloſe, 


Call forth refreſhing ſhades, and decorate re- | 


poſe. 


Of rural nature's blooming face, - 
Smit by the glare of rank and place, 
To courts the ſons of fancy flew; 
There long had art ordain'd a rival ſeat; 
There had ſhe lavifh'd all her care 
To form a ſcene more dazzling fair, 
And call'd them from their green retreat 
Io ſhare her proud control; 
Had given the robe with grace to flow, 
Had taught exotic gems to glow; | 
4nd, emulous of nature's power, 
Mimick' d the plume, the leaf, the flow- 
er; 
Chang d the complexion's native hue, 
Moulited each rullic limb ane w, 
And warp'd the very ſoul. | 
A while her magic firikes the novel ere, 
A while the {airy forms delight; | 
And now a loof we ſeem to ir 
On purple pininns through a purer 1 
» here all his wonderous, all is bright: 
Now landed on ſome ſpangled more 
A while each dazzled maniac ro ves 


By ſaphire lakes, through emerald groves. 


DPDaterual acres pleaſe ro more; 
1 Adieu tke ſimple, the ſincere a 
Th' habitual ſcene of hill and dale, 
The rural herds, the vernal gale, 
The tangle'd' vetch's purple bloom, 
The fragrance of the bean's perfume, 
Be theirs alone who cultivate the foil, 


toil. 


But ſoon the pagean* fades away! 

Tis nature only bears perpetual fvay. 
We picrce the counterfeit deligt-t, 
Fatigued with ſplendor's irkſome bearas, 
Fancy again demands the fight 5 
Ol native groves and wonted ſtreams, 


And drink the cup of thirſt, and eat the bread of | 
5 


[! 


— - _ 2 » ra : - 


| 


f : 
"From plains and woodlands ; from the view | 
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Pants for the ſcenes that charm'd her youtliſul 
eyes, 
Where truth maintains her court, and baniſhes 
diiyuiſe. 


Then kither oft, ye ſenators, retire, 
With nature here high converſe hoid; 
For who like Stamford | her delights admire, 
Like Stamford ſhall with ſcorn behcld 
Th' unequal bribes of pageantry ard gold; 
Beneath the Britiſh oak's majeſtic ſhade, 
Shall ſee fair truth, immortal maid, 
Friendſhip in artleſs guiſe array'd, 
Honour and moral beauty ſhine | 
With more attractive — with radlance 
moro divine. 


Ves. here alone did higheſt heaven ordain 
The lifting magazine of charms, 
Whatever wins, whatever warms, 
Whatever fancy ſeeks to ſhare 
The great, the various. and the fair, 
For ever ſhould remain ! 


Her impulſe nothing may reſtrain— _ 
Or whence the joy mid columns, towers, 
*Mid{t all the city's artful trim, | 
To rear ſome breathleſs vapid flowers 
Or ſhrubs fuliginouſly grim : 

From rooms of filken foliage vain, 

Too trace the dun far diſtant grove, 

Where, ſmit with undiſſembled pain. 
The wond-lark mourns her abſent love, 
Borne to the duſty town from native air, 
Jo mimic rural me, and ſoothe ſome — 
fair. 


But how mut faithlefs art * | 
_ Should all who taſte our joy ſincere, 
To virtue, truth, or ſcience dear, 
Forego a court zalluring pale, 
For dimpled brook and leafy grove, 
For that rich luxury of thought they love: 
Ah no, from theſe the public ſphere 9 : 
Examples ſor its giddy bands: 
From theſe impartial heaven demands 
To ſpread the flame itſelf inſpires; 
To ſift opinions mingled maſs, 
Impreſs a nation's taſte, and bid the kerung paſk. 


5 Happy, thrice happy they, 8 
| Whoſe praceful deeds have exemplary 3 5 
Round the gay precincts of a throne, 
With mild effective beams! 
Who bands of fair ideas bring, 
Zy ſolemn grot, or ſhady ſpring, 
Ĩ᷑0o join their pleaſing dreams! 
Theirs is the rural bliſs without alloy, 
They only that deſerve, e.joy 15 
Wat though nor fabled dryad haunt then 
ove. | 
Nor naiad near their fountain rove, 
Yet all embody d to the mental fight, 
A train of ſmiling virtues bright 
Shall there the wiſe retreat allow, 


Shall twine triumphant palms to deck the wan- 


_ derer's brow. 3 
_ fad 
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And thongh by Faithleſs friends alarm'd, 
Art have wich nature wag'd preſumptuous 
war; 
By Seymonr's winning influence charm'd 
In whom their gifts united ſhine, 
Noa longer ſhall their counſels jar. 
"Tis her to mediate the peace; 
Near Percy-Lodge, with awe-{truck 
mien, 
The rebel ſeeks her lawful queen, 
And h.:vock and contention ceale. 
1 ſee the rival powers combine, 
And aid each other's fair deſign ; 
Nature exalt the mound where art ſhall build; 
Art ſhape the gay alcove, while nature paints the | 
field. 


Begin, ye ſongſters of the grove! 1 

O warble forth your nohleſt lay; 

Where Somerſct vouchſafes to rove, 

Ye leverets, freely ſport and play. 

Peace to the ſtrepent horn . 
Let no harſh diſenance diſturb the _ 

No ſounds inelegant and rude 

Her ſacred ſolitudes profane 

Unlels her candour not exclude 

The lowly ſhepherd's votive ſtrain, 
Who tunes his reed amidſt his rural chear, 

Fearfui, yet not averie, that Somerſer ſhould 


ODE 1 MEMORY. 


won. | | 


ae ! celeſtial maid! 


Who glean'lt the flowercts cropt by time; 


And, ſuffering not a leaf to fade, 
Preſerv'ſt the bloſſoms of our prime; 

Bring, bring thuſe moments to my — - 

When life was new, and Leſb:a kind. 


And bring that garland to my ſight, 
Wich which my favour'd crook the ee 
And bring that wreath of roles bright 
__ Which then my feſtive temples crown'd; 
Aud to my raptur'd ear convey 
The gentle things ſhe deign d to ſay. 
And etch with care the Muſe's . 
Where Iſis rolls her ſilver tide; | 
Nor yet omit one reed or flower 
That ſhines on Cherwell's verdant fide ; 
If fo thou may'it thoſe hours prolong, 
VWVucu puliſh'd Lycon join d my ſong. Be 
The ſong it vails not to recite 
But lure, to ſoothe our youthiul dreams, 
Thoſe banks and ſtreams appear d more br.gkt 
Than other banks, than other Keeams ; 
Or, bythe ſoftening pencil ſhewn, 
Aſſume thy beauties not their own? 


And paint that ſweetly vacant ſcene, 
When, all beneath the poplar bough, 
My tpirits light, my ſoul lerene, 
I breath'd in verſe one cordial vow ; 
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That nothing ſhonld my foul inſpire 
But frieuſhip warm, and love entire. 


Dull to the ſenſe of new delight, 

On thee the drooping Muſe attends ; 
As ſom? fond lover, robb'd of ſicht, 

Ou thy expreſſive power depends; AN 
Nor won!d exchange thy glowing lines, 

To live the tord of all that ſhines. 


| But let me chaſ-: thoſe vows away | 
Which at ambition's ſnrine I madeg =» 


} Nor ever let thy {kilt difplay 


Thoſe anxious moments ill repaid : 
Oh, from my breaſt that ſeaſon raſe, 


| And bring my childhood in its place. 


Bring me the bcils, the rattle bring, 


| Aud bring the hubby i befttrode; 
| When, pleas' d in many a ſportive ring, 


Arouud the room I jovial rode: 
Ev'n let me bid my lyre adieu, 
Aud bring the whiitle that 1 blew. 


| Then will I muſe, and penlive ſay, 
Why did not theſe enjoyments laſt ; 

How tweetly waſted I the day, . 
While innecence allow'd to waſte! 

Ambicion's toils alike are vain, 


But ai! for pleaſure yield us pain. 


| 


The Pa R IN CRSS E1124vrrn, 


A 83 alluding to a ftory de 
1 when the Was Priloue. at 


of her, 
Wood dock, 13 5 54 


[LL you hear how once repiuing | 
Great Eliza captive lay? 
Each ambitious thought reſigning, 
Foe to riches, poiup, aud iway. 


| While the nymphs and iwaius delighted | 


Lript around in all ther price 3 & 
Envying joys by others thigh ea, 


: 1 Thus che roy maiden cry'd. 
= © Bred on plains, or born in valitcs, 


Who would bid thule iceues alen? 


tranger to the arts of malice, 
Who would ever courcs purſue? 

Malice never Taught to treaſure, 
Ccr:ſurec never taugiit tu bear: 

Love i is all the hephard! 3 pleu ure; 
Love is all the Ga-ulcl's care. 


| How can they of humble ſtatiou 
Vaualy blawe the powers above? | 
Or accuie the dilpeniacou 

Which allows them ali co love? 


Cove like air is widely given 

Power nor chance can theſe rellrain; 
Fruzkt, nobleſt gifts of heaven! 

Outy Purect du che pla! 
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Peers can no ſuch charms diſcover, 
All in ſtars and garters dreſt, 
As, on Sundays, does the lover 
With Lis uoſegay oa his breaſt, 
Pin- and roſes in profuſion, 
aid to fade when Chloe's near; 
Fops may uſe the ſame alluſion; 
But the ſhepherd is ſincere. 


Hark to vonder milk-maid finging 
C Chearly o'er the brimming pail ; 
 Cowflips ail around her ſpringing 
Sweetly paint the golden vale, 


Never yet did courtly maiden 
Move fo ſprigh iy. look fo fair; 
Never breaſt with j. wels laden 

DPout a ſong fo void of care. 


Would indulgent heaven had granted 
Mie fome rural damſcl's part! 

All the empire 1 had wa. ted 

Then had been my ſhepherd's heart. 


| Then, with him, o' er hills and mountains, 
Free from fetters, might I rove; 
Fearleſs taſte the cry ſtal tountains ; 
Peaceſul fleep beneath the grove. 
Nuſtics had been more forgiving; 
Partial to my virgin bloom: 
None had envy d me when living; 
None had ir iumph'd o'er my tomb. 


5 OD E to a young LA DY, 


* F 


NANCY of the VALE. 
A BALLAD 


| © Nerine Galatea ' thymo mihi dulcior Hybl® 
ba W hederi formoſior alba ! 


HE weſtern ſry was purpled o'er 
With every pleaſing ray : 
And flocks reviving felt no more 
The ſultry heats of day. 


When from an hazl-'s a: tleſs linear 


2M | Soft warbled Strephon's tongue; 


He bleſt the ſcene, he bleſt the hour, 
While Nancy 's praiſe he ſung. 


* Let fops with fickle falſchood range 
The paths of w:nton love, 

While weeping maids lament their . 
And ſadden every grove; | 


But endleſs bleflings crown the day 
[ faw fair Eſham's dale! | 
And every bieſſing find its way 
To Nancy ef the Vale. 


*Twas from Avona's banks the * 
Diffu-'d her lovely beams, 

And every ſhining glance diſplay'd 
The Naiad of the ſtreams. 


Soft as the wild-duck's tender young, 
That floats on \von's tide ; 
Bright as the water-lily, ſprung, 
| And glittering near its fide. 
| Freſh as the bordering flowers, her bloom : 
Her eye. all mild to view: 


5 Someubat too folicitious 3 her man- The little alcyon's azure plume 


ner of expreifion. 


unvev, my fair! that lucid "SITY 

Adown the ſmiling valley firay; 
Would art attempt, or fancy dream, 
Io regulate its winding way? 


So pleas'd l view thy ſhining hair 
in loole diſhevel d ringlers flow: 
5 Not all thy art, not all chy cure, 

Can there one ſingle grace bellow. 


| Survey again that verdant hill, 

With. native plants enamel'd o'er; 
Say, can the painter's utmoſt ſkill 

| lafiruct one flower to plcale us more z 


As vain it were, with artful dye, 


To change the bloom thy cheeks diſcloſe . 


And oh may Laura, ere ſhe try, 
With freſn vermilion paint the roſe. - 


Hark how the wood-lark's tuneful throat 
Can every ſtudy'd grace excel; 
Let ar: conſtrain the rambling note, 
And will ſhe, Laura, pleaſe fo well: 


Oh ever keep thy native eaſe, 

ES 4 pedantic Jaw confin'd ! 
For L. ur a's voice is form's to pleaſe, 

do Laura's words be not unkind. 


| That nature in fo lone a dell 


Was never half ſo blue. 


| I Her ſhape was like the reed ſo ſleek, 


So taper, ſtrait, and fair 
_ | Her dimpled ſmile, her bluſhiag 3 
Ho charming ſweet they were! 


Far in the winding vale retir 


This peerleſs bud I found; 


Aud ſnado wing roc k and woods ai 


To lence her beauties round. 


Should ſrom a nymph ſo ſweet; - 
Or fortune to her ſecret cell 


Conduct my wandering feet! 


| Gay lordlings ſought her for their bride, 
But ſhe would ne er incline . 


I Prove to your <quals tru:, ſhe cry * 


As I would prove to mine. 


'Tis Strephon, on the mountain's brow, 
Has won my right good will; 

To him 1 gave my plighted vow, 

With him Fil climb the hill.“ 1 

{ Struck with her charms and gentle truth, 

l claſp'd the conſtant fair; 

| To her alone | gave my youth, 

And vow my future care. 


** 
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And when this vow ſhall faithleſs prove, 
Or I thoſe charms forego; 
The ſtrcam thar ſaw our tender love, 


That ſtream ſhall ceaſe to flow. 


ODE to INDOLENCE. 1730: 


H! do for ever on he wing 
Perſiſts my wearied ſoul to roam? 
Why, ever cheated, ſtrives to bring 
Or pleaſure or contentment home ? 


Thus the poor bird, that draws nis name 


From paradiſe's honour'd groves, 


1 5 Careleſs fatigues his little frame ; 


Nor finds the reſting place ke iov.s. 


5 Lo! on the rural moſſy bed 


My limbs with carcleſs eaſe reclin d; 


Ah, geutle floth ! indulgent ſpread 


The ſame ſoſt bandage o'er my mind 


For why ſhould lingering thought invade, 


Yet every worldly proſpect cloy ? 
Lend me, ſoft ſloth, thy trieadty aid, 
And give me peacc, debarr' d ot joy. 


Lov ſt thou yon calm and ſilent flood, 


That never cbbs, that-never flows; | 
Prutect ed by the cncling wood _ 
From each tempeſtacus wind that bows ? 


An altar on its bank ſha'l rife, 
Where oft thy votary halt be found 


Whit time pile autumn lulls the 8 | 


And ſicker ing verdure fades around. 


Ye buſy race, ye fact ious train, 
That haunc ambition's guilty farine 
No more perplex the world in vain, 


But offer here your vows with mine. 


4 thou, pu ſcant queen! be kind: 
If eber | ſhar'd thy balmy power; 
If e er l ſway d my active wind 
To weav: ſor thee the rura! bower ; 


Diſcolve i in ſlzep cach anxious care; 


Ech unzailling bh remove; 
And any let me wake to hare, 
The iu erte of n aud of love. 


E E to * EALT H. 1220. 


- 0 FE ALTH, cepricieus maid 1 | 
| J Why doſt thou hun my peaceful bey: BY 
| Where l had hope to ſhare thy pov cr, 


And bleis thy 1. ting aid ? 


Since thou, alas! art floven, 
It vails nec Whether Mule or Grace, 


| Wen tem pting ſnzi! 2, frequent the Pace : 7 


375 h fur thee lone. 
"I, 


Thou wilt not deign to fave. 


1 Anud my well-known grove, 
| Where mineral fountains vainly bear 


* 


Age not forbils thy ſtay; 

Thou yet mighe i act the friendly part; 

thou yet mughe'f? rife this anguid heart; 
Why ipecd ſo ſw ft away? , 


Thau ſcoru'ſt the cify-ar; 
I breathe freſh gales oer furrow'd ground, 
Vet haſt not thou my wiſhes crown wn, 5 

O falle! O partial fair! 


I ptznge into the wave; 
Aud though with pureſt haad [ raiſe 
A rural altar to thy p aiſe. 


—_—— 


* 


The boaſted name, and titles fair, 
Why ſcorns thy foot to rove? 


Thou hear ſt the ſportſman's claim; 
Fnabling bim, with idle noite,. 


| Yo drown the Muſe's melting voice, 


And fright the timorcus game. 


11 thought thy foe ? adieu. 


Ye migu1ght lamps! ye curious tomes ! 
Mine eye ver hills and val eys roams, | 
And deals no more with you. 

Is ic che clime you flee ? | 

Yet. midli bis unremitting ſows, 

| the poor Leponian's boſom alov 83 
And ſhares bright rays from thee. 


There was. there wis a time 


did not rue the crime. 
Who then more b'eft th:n !? 


| When the glad ſchoo!-hny's ta k was done, 


And forth, with jocund 7 5 , I run 
'To freedom, and to joy ? 3 = 


| How joviol then the diy! | 
| What lice have all my labours foun !, 
thus chmbing hfe, to . around, 
That can thy iuls repay ? 


Wert thou, alas! Lat kind, 
\!thinks no frown that N weare, | 
Nor leſſen'd hopes, ror grow: ing cares, 1 | 


: I Could fink my £.24r;ul nid, 


Whats'er my ſtars include; 


| | What other breaits convert to pain, 
INMy towering uin ſuail 100n didi, 7 


Should feoru—l-:g: atitude. 


Ncpa! r this mou dering cell, 
Las viel with obj- Ms rain i at home, | 
Aud cnvying core theta rer gone, 
How pleas'd my ſou; ous well; 


; 
: 
Temp rance ſhows gurl the doole; 
Aud ranguig au in neat array, 
Enjoy her ploufilg Hr. 

nere let them ret u. kncwn. 
Tne types of 2146y & pleaung icene 
But to Freter Ve thetu bright er clcan, 


Is thi.e, ir Cn! Ae. 
| Y | + : 7. 4 


From 160z8 to room thuuid memory ihcy, 
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| When, though | ſcorn'd thy guardian care, 
| Nor made a vow, nor ſaid a prayer, 
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TOaLADY of QUALIT Y,* | The fields have loſt their lovely dye; 
K A | Yet ftill we bleſs ring day; f 
Fitting up her Library. 1738. Aſteria ſmiles—and all is gay. y | 
Hence let the muſe no more 
H! what is ſcience, what is art, I | To blame the winter's dreary gloom; 
Or what the pleaſure theſe i * Accuſe his loitering hours no more; 
e trophies, which the learn d purſue But ah ! their envious haſte deplore! 
Through eadkds fenitics roi atien! Far ſoon, from wit and friendſhip's reign, 
What can the tedious tomes beſtow, I The ſocial hearth, _ Oy wah, | 
To ſoothe the miſeries they ſhow ? | 1 go—to meet the coming year 
What, like the bliſs for him decreed, = | On age tide, ant line Gor ! 
Who tends his flock, and tunes his reed ! | | go—to feed en pleaſures flown, 
Say, wretched fancy ! thus refin'd 1 Nor find the ſpring my loſs atone ! 
From all that glads the ſimpleſt hind, | | But mid the flowery ſweets of May 
| How rare that obje@ which ſupplics | FF | 
A charm for toodiſcerning eyes | 
'The poliſh'd bard, af genius vain, 
Endures a deeper ſenſe of pain: | 
| As each invading blaſt devours | | = An Irragalas ODE afar Srexwns | 
The richeſt fruits, the faireſt flowers, Is 1749. 
fy , with irkſome waſte of time, ' | 
| The deep aſcent of knowledge climb ; . © —Mizlius, cum venerit ipſa, canemus,” | 
Then from the towering heights hey ſcale, 5 00 long a ftranger to repoſe, 
| At length from pain s abhorred couch l roſs 
— . | And wander d forth alone; 
Ter why, Aﬀeria, tell us why = To court once more the balmy breeze, 
We ſeorn the crowd, when you are nigh; | 1 
Why then does reaſon ſeem ſo fair, = * 
Why learning, then, deſerve our care? 1 Eee yet their charms were -_ 
oh . | _- Fon face 6 te ws en 
| Whocan wopleas'Gyour halves belvald, | | thaikd 2 
5 While you ſo fair a proof unfold | 5 ; 9 * ar, 
| What force the brighteſt genius draws Ion _ — — thy rays. 
Prom poliſh'd wiſdom's written laws? | | Reflected fromthe poliſh'd face 
boy undone > yay | Of yon refulgent fireams! 
| ection bids us own | Rate | 
| That bliſs with toilſome ſcience dwells, | rn 
V | And thee, in feeble firains and flow, 
5 The loitering numbers gan to flax. 
_ | © Come, gentle air! my languid limbs reſtore, | 
— 6: 
| For ſure 1 heard the tender | i 
vr « ; VISIT Le” in WIN- I ſeem d to join the plaintive cries 
: © - I Of hapleſs youths, who through the m rule grove | 
| Bo, I Bewail for ever their unfiniſh'd love: 
n fair Afteria's bifulul plains, | I To that unjoyous clime, 
9 Where ever bloom ing fancy reigns, Torn from the fight of theſe etherial ies; 
Ho pleas'd we paſs the winter's day; — Debarr d the luſtre of their Delia's eyes; 
And charm the ey'd ſpleen away! | * And baniſh'd in their prime. | | 
No linnet, ns ths leafleſs bough, I | Come, gentle air and, while the thickets bloom, 
Pours forth her note melodious now; Coney the jaſmine's breath divine; 
But all admire Afteria's tongue, | Convey the woodbine's rich perfume, 
Nor wiſh the linnet's vernal ſong. „„ — j 
No flower's emit their tranſient rays: . 
Vet ſure Afﬀeria's wit * nn _ N charms explain, 
More various tints, more g wing lines, 1 th rural pleaſure in her train, | 
And with perennial beauty ſhines. 0 greet me in her faireſt form. 
| 4 While from this lofty mount | view 
Thou rifled groves and fetter'd fireams The ſons of wealth, the vulgar crew, 
But ill befriend a poet's dreams: | Anzious for futile gains beneath me ſtray, 
Aſteria s preſence wakes the lyre; | nne 


And well ſupplies poetic fire. 


L ebe. Comes | 


| 


Ah fooliſh man | to ſeck the tuneſul maids 
On other plains, or ncar leſs verdant ſhades; 
| Searce have my ſoot-ſteps ä 


But whi'ſt 1 wander d o'cr a ſcene ſo fair, 
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Come, > gate air! and thou, celeſtial Muſe, 
Thy genial flame infuſe ; 
to lend a penſi ve boſom aid, 
And gild retirement's gloomy ſhave ; 
Enough to rear ſuch ruſtic lays 
As foes may flight, but partial friends wil rae,” 
The gentle air allow'd my claim ; 

And, more to chear my drooping frame, 
She mix'd the balm of opening flowers ; 
Such as the bee, with chemic powers, 

From Hybla's fr t hills inbales, 

Or ſcents Sabea's blooming vales. | 

But ah! + + Sia 
By preſcripts more refin'd, 
Neglect their votary's anzious moan 


were- flown. 
By flowery plain, or weodland ſhades, 
1 fondly ſought the charming maids; 
By woodland or * ＋ plain, 
I fought them, faithleſs maids! in vain} 
When lo ! in happicr hour, 
T leave behind my native mead. 
To range where zeal and friendſhip lead, 
To viſit Luxborough's honour d bower. 


ground, 
| When tounds erherial ſtrike my ear; 
At once celeſtial forms appear; 
My fugitives are found ! h 
The Muſes here attune their lyres, 
Ah partial! with unwonted fires; 
Here, hand in hand, wim ele mien, 
The fportive Graces trip the green. | 


7 


Too well at one ſurvey | trace, 
How every Muſe, and every Grace, 
Had long employ' d their re. 


Lurks not a itone enricli d with lively kein, | 


Blooms not a flower amid the vernal ſtore, 


: Falls not a plume on India's diſtant plain, 


Glows not a ſhell on Adria's rocky ſhore. 


But, torn methouht from native lands and ſcas, 
From their arrangement > freſh power to 


_ pleaſe, 


And fome had bent he i dering maze, 
_ Bevcck'd with every ſhrub that blows ; 3 
And ne entwin' d the willirg ſpray-, 
To ihie!d th illuſtrious dame's repoſe : 
Other, had grac'd the ſprightly dome, 
Aud taught the portrait where to glow ; 
Others arrang'd the curious tome; 
Or, mid the decorated ſpace, 
Aſſigu d the laurel d buſt a place. 


And given to learning 4 | the pomp of ſhow. 


And now {rom every taſk withdrawn, 
They met and friſk'd it o'er the lawn. 


Ah! woe is me, ſaid Il; 
And * * hilly circuir heard my cry, 
Have l for this with labour ſtrove, 
And laviſh'd all my little ſtore 


Y 


|} Expos'd, the ſbart- i yd pageants of a =” 


od, bow ſhould they relieve ?—The Muſes : all 


| 


Y Chang's wi-ear wing, ner one 
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To fence for you my ſhaily grove, 
And ſcollop every winding ſhore ; ' 
And fringe with evagy purple roſe, 
The ſapphire ſtream that down my valley flows ? 


Ah! lovely treacherous maids ! 
Toquit unſcen my votive ſhades, 
When pale diſeaſe, and torturing pain, 
Had torn me from the breezy plain, 
And to a reſtleſs couch confin'd, 
Who ne er your wonted taſks declin'd. 
She needs not your officious aid 

To ſwell the ſong, or 3 

By genuine fancy fir d, 

Her native genius her hand, 

And while ſhe marks the ſage — 
More lovely ſcenes her ſkill ſhall raiſe, 

Her lyre reſoun4 with nobler lays 

Than ever you inſpir'd. 

Thus I may rage and grief diſplay ; 

But vainly blame, and vainly mourn, 

Nor will a Grace or Mule return 


„ 


| To a LADY, with ſome coloured Pat- 5 


terns of Flowers, Oct. 7, 1736. 


HOUGH rude the draughts, \thongh arte | 
＋* ſeem the lines, . 
From one un{kill'd in verſe, or in deſigns; | 
Oſt has good- ature been the fool's defence, 


And honeſt meaning gilded want of ſenſe, 

W though flowers and beauty grace my 
ay. 9 

To praile one fair, another ſhall decay. 

No lily, bright g ich painted foliage, here, 


| Shall only langviſh, when Selinda's near: 


A Fate revers d no ſmiling roſe ſhall know, 
Nor with reflected luſtre doubly glow. 

Praiſes which languiſi nun apply d to you, 
Where flattering ſchemes ſcem obviouſly true. 
Yet ſure your ſex is near to flowers al d. 

Alike in ſoſtnels, and alike in pride | 


Foes to re: reat, and ever fond to ſhine, 
Both ruſh to danger, and the ſhades decline ; 


To painted flies or glittering fops a 1 
ze, 


Each clouded ſky affects their tender fame. 


In glaring Chine's man- like taſte and mien, 
| Are the trois fplendors of the Tulip cen: 
Dittant they ſtrike, inelegantly gay, 


| To the near view no pleaſing charms diſplay. 


ro iorm the nymph, a vulgir wit muſt ;oin, 
As coarſcr ſoils will moſt the flower refine. 
Ophelia's beauties let the Jaimine paint, 


| 


Too faintly ſoft, too nicely elcgaut, 


2 Around 
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Around with ſæe ning ſn Sity endued. 

7 he Paſſion- fl. wer may b: {| expreſs the Prude. 
Lite the gay Roſe, too rigid Silvia ſhines, 
While, like its guardian thorn, her virtue joins— 
Happy the nymph ! ſrom all their failures free, 
Happy the nymph! in v hom their charms agree 


Faint theſe productions, till you bid diſ- loſe, 
The Pink new ſplendors, and freſh tints the Roſe: 
And yet condemned not trivial draughts like theſe, 
Form'd to improve, and make ev'n trifles pleale. 
A power like yours minuter beauties warms, 
And yet cen blaſt the moſt aſpiriaꝝ charms: 
Thus. at the rays whence other objects ſhine, 
The taper fickeus, and its flames decline. 
V. ken by your art the pur! le violet lives, 
And the pa'e Lily ſpright'i ier charms receives: 
Garters to me 5:1 go inferior far, 
And with leis piceling luitre ſhine the ſtar. 


> 
Lt ſerious triflers, fond of wealth or fame, 
On toils like theſe beſtow ton foft a name; 
Each gentler art with wiſe indiff-rence view, 
And ſcorn one trifle, mil ions to purſue: 

More arttul l, their ſpecious ichemcs deride: 
Fond to pieaſe you, by. you in theſe employ d; 
A nobler talk, or more ſublime deſire, 
Ambition ner could form, nor pride inſpice: 


The ſweets of tranguil life and rural caſe 
Amuſe ſecurely, nor cf juſt y picaſe. | 
Where gentle pleaaſure ſhows her milder power, | 
Or blooms in fruit, or ſparkies in the flower; 
Smiles in the groves, the raptur'd poet's theme; 
Tlous in the brook, his Naiad of the ſtream; 
| Dawns, with each happicr ſtroke the pencil gives, 
And, in each liveliez wage, miting lives; 
15 heard, u hen Silvia ſtrikes the warbling firings, 
Sciinda ſpeaks, or Philomela ſings: 
Breathes with tie morn; attends, propitious maid, 
The evening rornble, and the noon day glade; 
Same viſiouary Hit ſhe cheats our view, 
Then only vigorous, when ſhe's ſcen Ike you. 
Yet nature ſome for ſpriphtlier juys delign'd, 
For brighter ſcenes, with nicer care, refin'd» - 
M ken the pay jewel radiant fircams ſupplies, 
And vivid briilants rect your brighter eyes; 
Vu hen er: fs nd pomp around the fancy oy 
Dy fortune's dazzling beautics borne au y: 
W hen theatres for you the ſcenes forego, 
And the box bows, obſequiouſly low: | 
How dull the plan which indolence has dravn, 
The moſſy grotto, or the flowery lawn! 
_ 1hough roicate ſcents in every wind exhale, 
And iy lvan warblers chorm in every gale. 


Aud whom, but thoſe who envy, all muſt love: 
By nature model 'd, by experience tauglit, 

Jo know and pity every female fault: | 
Plcas'devn to hear her fex's virtucs ſhewn, 
And blind to none's perfection but her oon: 


Whalt, bumble fair! of theſe too few the knows, | Sleep on, poor child! whilſt I withiraw, | 


Yet ov ns tuo many ſor tlie worla's repole ; 
From wit's wiki petulance f. reve'vy free, 
Vet vic in all tl. at nature can decree 


* 


2M 


1 


| «© Debitæ nymphis opite coronze.” 


ANACREONTIC. 


| 


And Hewell meads refign their flowers, 


2 
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| 


| Not like a fire, which, whiiſt it burns, alarms; 
A modeſt flame. that wently ſhines and warms: 
Whoſe mind, in every light, can charms diſplay, 
With wiſdom ſcrious, and with humour gay; 
Juſt as her eyes in each briębt poſture warm, 
And fiercely ſtrike, or anguiſhingly charm: 
Such are your horrours—mention'd to your coſt, 
Thoſe le: can hear them, who deferve them 
moſt: 
vet ah forgive the leſs inventive Muſe, 
If e er ſhe ang, a-copious theme muſt chuſe. 


| 


Written in a Flower Book of my own 


Colouring, deſigned for Lady — 
mouth. 1753 4. | 


By Fox. 
RING, Flora, bring thy treaſures here, 
he prid- ot all the blooming year ; 


And let me, thence, a garland trame, 
To crown this air, this peerleſs dame ! 


Bat ah ! ſince envious winter lours, 


Let art and fricncſhip j joint eſſay 


Diffuſe their flowerets, in her way. 


Not nature can herſelf prepore 
A worthy wreath for I. ſüla's hair, 


| Whoſe temper, like her forehead, ſmooth, 
Mh. ſe thoughts and accents form'd to looche, 


Whoſe peeling u ien, and make refin'd, 


_ Whote artiefs breaſt, and poliſh'd mind, 


| | 


! Deſcrv'd and won my Fiymeuth's ove. 


From all he rymphs of plain or grove, 


1738 


-w "ny in 2 coo vor ian POS 
The wanton Cvpid, ſpent with teil, 


5 Had ſought refreſhment from the ſhade; 


T 


And i:retch'd him on the moſſy ſoil. 


A vagrant Muſe: drew nigh, and found 


he ſubtile traitor (aſt afleep ; 


| | And is it thine to ſnore profound, 
Ol thoſe be her's the choice, whom all approve; | 


She taid, yet leave the werld to weep? | 


But huſh—from this auſpicious hour, 


©. I world, | ween, may reſt in peace; 
„ robb'a of darts, and ſtript of power, 
1 A per viſh p<tulance d; create, | 


Aud this tuy vile artillery hide 


Wh. the Caſtalion fourt ſhe ſaw, 


Aud p.urg'd his arrows in the tice. 


—— 


That magic ſount— I- judging maid ! 
Shall cauſe you foon to curſe the day 

You dar'd the ſhafts of love invade ; 
And gave his arms redoubled ſway. 


For in a ſtream fo wonderons clear, 
When angry Cupid ſearches round, 

Wil; not the radiant points appear ? 
Will not the furtive ſpoils be found ? 


Too ſoon they were; and every dart, 
ipt un the Muſe's myſtic ſpring, 
| Acquir'd new force to wound the heart; 
And taught at once to love and ſing. 


Then fare wel, ye Pierian quire; 
For who will now your altars throng ? : 
From love we learn to ſwell the lyre ; 
And echo aſks no ſweeter ſung. 


| | --- D E. Wilkins 1739 


4 Urit fre a at: imi credula mutui. Hor. 


* WAS not by RO s aid alone, 
That love uſurp'd his airy threne, 
His boaſted power diſp ay d; 
vis kindneſs that ſecures his aim. 
Tis hope that feeds the kindlin dame, 
Which beauty firſt convey d. 


In Clara's eyes, the lightn vgs view; 
Her lips with all the roſc's kue 
Have all its ſweets combin' d; 
Vet vain the bluſh, and {aint the fire, 
Till lips at once, and ey: s conſpire | 
To prove the charmer kind | 
Though wit might gil the tempting fazre, | 
With ſofteſt accent, ſwecteſt als, 5 | 
By envy's ſclf admir'd;: | 
If L-ſbia's wit betray d her ſcorn , 
In vain might every Grace adorn 
M hat every Muſe inſpir d. 


Thus airy Strephen tun'd his lyre— 
5 He ſcorn d the pangs of wild d. fire, 
Which love-fick twains endure: 
| Nefolv'd to brave the krenett dart; | 
5 bince ſrowns could never wound | his heart; 5 
nd fmiles—mutt ever cure. 


Bot ah how falſ theſ: maxims prove, 
How frail ſecurity frum love, 
Experience hourly thow's ! 
Love can ima: in' d ſmiles ſupply, 
On every charming lip and cye 
Eternal ſwerts b Rows. 


In vain we trult the ſair-one's eyes, 
In vain the ſage explores the ſkies, | 
To learn from fi:rs hs face: 
Till, led by fancy wide aſtray, 
He finds no planet ma hi» way; 
Convinc'd and W. .— too dte. 


ö 


— 
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_ 


As partial to their words we prove; 


hen boldly j join the liſts of lo e. 

W th cowering hopes ſupply'd: 
See heroes, taught by doubtſul ſhrines, 
Miſtook. their deity's deſigns; 


Ther. took the fe- ud dy- 


Taz DYING KID. 


10 3 quæ que dies miſcris mor:alibus S | 


* Prima — s 


Tear bede ws my Delia's cye, 


To think yon playful kid muſt dic; 
From cryſtal ſpring and flowery mead, 


Mut, in his prime of life, recede ! 


Frewlule, in ſportive circles round 
She few him wheel, aud ſrick — 1 bound; 
Fro:a rock to reck purſue h:s . 410 


And, on the fearful margin, play. 


Pleas'd on his various freaks to dwell, 
She ſa him climb my ruſtic cell: 


I hence eye my Lens with verdure we , 
And ſeem ell raviih'd at the fig).> 


&y *—* 3 8 


I sbe tells, with what delight he ſtood, 
| To trace his features in he flood: 
Then ikip'd aloof with quaint amaze 2 


And then drew rear again to gaze. 
She tells me how with e eager ſpee 


He flew, to bear my voca! reed; 


Ard how with critic face profound, 
_ KesEN car, dævout d the ound, 


Fil» every 1. Bakr 2 Tr 
Pes cr ves the ger.tic Delia's care; | 

nd ters bedew her tender eye. | 
Io think the playful Aid mu die.— - 


ut knows my Dei, timely wile, 


How Hon ths bam :s aa lies? 


While violence aud crait luccecd; 
| Uafair deſizu, and ructleis deed! 
7 $500 wou'd the ve his Weun: 3 d. plore; / | 


And y.cld ber purple g. t. no more; 


| Ab forn, eras f. om every grove 

_ | Were D. lia's name, and strephen's luv. 
| No more thoſe bowers mighe Strepllon e, 
1 Where tir. l he ford:y 2 402% un the 


e * ; 


Tio mere thute bus 01 MWOWETICtS fi: id, 
| Which for cy charming brows he twin 2. 


.ch wayward paſſicn ſoon would tear 


Hi, bolow, t. o io void of care; 


and, When they leit his ebbing vein, 


What, but infipid age, remain: 7 


Then mourn not the decrees of? late, 
That gave his liſe fo ſhort a date; 


Aud l will | join thy tend ereſt fi lis, 
To think that youth fo ſwilcly Bis! 


S* 
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SON G 8, 


Written chiefly between the Years 1737 
and 1742. 


SONG L 


Told my nymph, I told her true, | 
12 y fields were ſmall, my flocks were few ; 


While "Faukering accents ſpoke my fear, 
That Flavia might not prove ſincere. 


Of crops deſtroy d by vernal cold. 
And vagrant ſheep that left my fold: 
Of theſe ſhe heard, yet bore to hear; 
And is not Flavia then fincere? | 
Ho chang d by fortune's fickle wind, 
The friends | lov'd became unkind, 
| She heard, and ſhed a generous tear; 
And is not Flavia then fincere? 
How, if ſhe deign my love to bleſs, 

| My Flavia muſt not hope for dreſs; 
This too ſhe heard, and ſmil'd to hear; 
And Flavia ſure muſt be ſincere. | 
Go ſhear your flocks, ye jovial ſwains, 
Go reap the plenty of your plains; 

; Diſpoil'd of all which you revere, 

: SMES Fw — 


8 0 N 6 u. | The ee bs 


— my native bowers | 
Ere while I paſs'd the day! : 
Was ever ſcene ſo deck d with flowers? 
Mere ever flowers ſo gay? | 
| How ſweetly ſmil'd the hill, the vale 
And all the landſkip round! 
The river gliding down the dale! 
I ̃ be hill with beeches crown'd! 
But now, r 
I ſpeed to meet my dear, 
5 That hill and ſtream n 
No more, Since Daphne was my theme, 
Their wonted charms I fee: 
That verdant hill, and ſilver rea, 
| — and me. . 


s o R G m. 


E gentle nymphs and generous auger 
Y That rule o'er every Briuſh mind; 
Be ſure ye ſoothe their amorous flames, 
Be ſure your laws are not unkind. 
For hard it is to wear their bloom 
In unremitting ſighs away : 


To mourn the night's oppreflive gloom 
, 9 day. 


Le. 


I But aſk the lovely 


| That ſmile on others, ſmile on me; 
— Mine eyes from death ſhall courr repoſe, 
| | Nor ſhed a tear before they cloſe. 
|} What bliſs to me can ſeaſons bring? 


SHENSTONE'S POE MS. 


_ | And cruel 'twere a free-born ſwain, 
A Britiſh youth, a yo op 
Who, ſcornful of a tyrant's chain, 
Submits to yours, and yours alone. 
Nor 


pointed ſpear, nor links of ſteel, 
Could e er thoſe gallant minds ſubdue, 
Who beauty's wounds with pleaſure feel, 
d 


| SONG IV. TheSer-Laxx, | 


0, runefl bird, 4. de the ſkies, 
8 — 


pinions 
And there thy vocal art diſplay. 
And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 
And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong, 


; ; 


rell her, the Kunds that foucks hav car, 


| To Damon's native plains belong. 
| Tell her, in livelier plumes array d, 
| The bird from Indian groves may ſhine; 
partial maid, 2 
What are his notes compar'd to thine 2 
Then bid her treat yon witleſs beau 
And all his flaunting race with ſcorn; 


I And lend an ear to Damon's woe, 
OM . 


s o * v. 


E Ah! 6 A 
„ 


N every tree, in every plain, 
0 I trace the jovial halng in wala) 
A lickly languor veils mine eyes, 

and faſt my waning vigour flics. | 

flowery plain, nor budding tree, 


Or what the needle7s pride of ſpring? | 
The cypreſs bough, that ſuits the bier, 


0 Retains its verdure all the year. 
© i is true, my vine fo freſh and fair 
_ | Might claim a while my wonted care; 


: | My rural ſtore ſome pleaſure yield ; 


Se white a flock, ſo green a field! 

My friends, that each in kindneſs vie, 

| Might well expect one parting ſigh ; 
Might well demand one tender tear ; 

| For when was Damon unſincere? | 


| But ere I aſk once more to view 

Yon ſetting ſun his race renew, 

| Inform me, ſwains ; my friends, declare, 
Will itying Delia Join the prayers 

1 


so 


SHEN STONES PORMS. 


SON G VI. 
The Attribute of VIV Vs. 


ES; Fulvia is like Venus fair; 
Has all her bloom, and ſhape and air : 


But ſtill, to perfect every grace, 
She wants the ſmile upon her face. 


The crown majeſtic Juno wore ; | 
And Cynthia's brow the creſcent bore, 

An helmet mark'd Minerva's mien, 
But ſmiles diſtinguiſh'd beauty's queen. 
Her train was form'd of ſmiles and love 
Her chariot drawn by gen'leſt doves! 

And from her zone, the nymph may find, 
'1 is beauty's province to be kind. 

Then ſmile, my fair; and all whoſe aim 
| Aſpires to paint the Cyprian dame, 
Or bid her breathe in living lone, | 
CI a ant al 


s ON c vn. 


HE lovely Delia ſmiles again; 

"That killing frown has — 
Can ſhe forgive my jealous pain, 

I And give me back my angry vow? 

Love is an /pril's doubtful day; 

A while we ſce the tempeſt lower; 

Anon the radient heaven ſurvey. | 

And quite forget the flitting ſhower. 

| The flowers, that 
Are burnilh'd by the tranſient rains; 

The vines their wonted tendrils ſpread, 
And double verdure gildòs the plains. 
The ſprightly birds, that droop'd no leſs 

Beneath the power of rain and wind, 
In every raptur'd note, expreſs 

| 3 


1744. 


s O N vill. 


| Win bright "TA treads the green, 
In all the pride of dreſs and mien; 


Axerſe to freedom, love, and play, 
The daazling rival of the day: | 
» None other — ſtrikes mine eye, 


But when, — art. the fair 
_ ATumes a ſoft engaging air; 
Mild as the opening morn of May, 
Familiar, friendly, free, and gay; 
The ſcene improves, where'er ſhe 
More ſweetly ſmile the piuk and roſe. 
Y lovely maid! ous hear, 
Nor deem thy —— inſincere; 
| Pity a wild illufive flame, 
That varies objects ſtill the ſame; 
And let their very changes prove 
The never vary d force of love. 


- | Perhaps a 


hung their languid head, 


| SONG X. 


SONG IX. 1943 


VaLENTINE's Dar. 
TS ſaid that under diſtant 

| Nor you the fact dery; 

What firſt attracts an Indian' e 

Becomes his deity. 5 


May to the waking ſwain diſcloſe 
plant in onder grove, 
Enrich'd with fragrant power, 


| May 3 his 8 . | 


Where blooms the ſovereign flower, 


Perch'd on the cedar — 
And gay with gilded wings, e 


I Perchance, the patron of his vo, 


Some artleſe linnet, ſings. 


Then low to earth he bends; 
And owns, upon her friendly aid, 
His health, his life, depends: 
| Vain futile idols, bird or flower; 
To tempt a votary's prayer 


Should he behold my fair! 


 Yes—might the pagan's waking eyes, 


O'er Flavia's beauty ran 


= | He there would fix his - 
Nor dare, „ 


A little ſpace is given; in vain: 


And, like the train of vulgar hours, 


| | lavidious time that ſpace devours. 


Near yonder beech is Delia's way, 


l on chat | gaze the livelong day; 


| No eaſtern monarch's dazzling pride 


| | Shall draw my longing eyes aſide. 


| | The chief hat knows of ſuccaurs nich. 
And ſees his mangled legions die, 
Caſts not a more impaticut glance, 


| To lee the loitering aids advance. - 
Not more, the ſchool-boy that expires 


from his native home, requires 
o ſee ſome friend's familiar face, 


* meet a parent's * embrace 


The ſwain ſurveys her pleas'd, afratd, 


How would his humble homage en . 


1743. 


HE n ne Th 
| 4 | That, from theſe fountains, bear uy Gear, 
1742. She rods my light, and ſhuns the plain. | 

IA little ſpace, ſor me to prove | 
I My boundleſs flame, my endleſs love; 
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My doubts diſpel—it is not love 
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She comes but ah whit crowds of beaux 
In radiant bands my fair encloſe ! 

Oh ! better had'ſt thou ſhun'd the green, 
Oh, Delia ! better far unſeen, 


Methinks, by all my tender fears, 

By ail my fighs, by all my tears, 
might from torture now be free— 
Tis more than death to part with thee l 


SON G XI. 1744. 


ERHAPS it 1s not love, fad I, 
A hat mclts my foul when Flavia's nich; 
here wit and ſenſe like her's agree, 
One may be pleas'd, and yet be tree. 
The beautres of her poliſh'd mind, 
It needs no lover's eyc to find ; 


The hermit freczing in his cell, 
Might wiſh the gentle Flavia well. 


It is not love—averſc to bear 


The ſervile chain that lovers wear; 
Let, lzt me all my fears remove, 


Oh! when did wit ſo brightly ſhine 
In any form leſs fair than thiue? 
It is—it is love's ſubtle fire, | 


And 2 — lurks deſire. 
8 0 N G XII. 1744- 


| E deſert plains, and ruſhy mcers, 

5 0 And wither'd heaths, I rove; 
V here tree, nor pire, nor cot apprars, 
I paſs to mcet my love, 15 

But h my path were damaſk'd o'er 
With beauties cer ſo fine; | 
| NI buſy thoughts won fly before 
Io fixalonz—on thine. 


| No fir-crown'd hil's cou'd i ve deli . 


No pyramidz aerial height, 
Where mouldering monarchs lie. 
Unmov d, ſhoul1 ! aſtern kivgs advance; 
Could I the pageant ſre 
Splendour might catch ene fcornſul glance, 
Not Good one _ from 2 | 


—=T— 


s ON G XII. 


The Scholan' 8 Rxrarsz. | 


YY the fide of a -rove, at the ſont of a hill. 
Where whup«r'd the beech, and where mur- 
mur's the rill; 
1 vow'd to the Auf: s : my ti ne and my care, 


Since ncither could win me the ſmiles of my "YER 


Fre: . rang'd like the birds, like cha birds free l 
| ſung 
And I delia lov'd name * chap's from my 
tongue 3 


] Or what, 


But if once a ſmooth accent delighted my ear, 

1 ſhould wiſh, unawares, that my Delia might 
hear 

With faireſt ideas my boſom I ſtor'd, 

| Uluſive to none but the nymph I ador's ! 

| And the more I with ſtudy my fancy retin'd, 

The derper impreſſion ſhe made on my mind. 


So long as of nature the charms I purſue, 


I ſtill muſt my De lia's dear image renew: 


The Graces h:ve yielded with Delia to rove, 


And the Muſes are all in alliance with Love. 


„ SONG XIV. The Rosz-Bup. 


EF, Daphne, ſee, Florelio cry'd. 
And lcarn the ſad eFc&s of pride; 


I Von ſhelrer'd roſe, how ſafe conceal'd ! 


How quickly blaſted, when reveal'd ! 


The ſun with warm attractive rays 


rem ts it to wanton. in the blaze: 


IA gale ſucceeds from Eaſtern ſkies, 


And all its bluſhing radiance dies. 
| 50 vou, my fair, af charms divine, 
Will quit the plains, too fond to ſhire 


| Where ſame's tranſporting rays allure, 


| Though here more happy, more ſecure. | 


| The bred{h of ſome neglected maid 


| Shall make you ſigh you left the hade; 


A breath to beauty's bloom — 


As, to the roſe, an ea ern wind. 


| 3 he nymph reply'd—you firſt, my ſwain, 
| Covfine your ſonnets to the plain, 


One envicus tongue alike diſarms, 

| You, of your wit, me, of my charms, 
What is, unknown, the poet's ſkill ? 

unheard. the tuneful thrill? 

What, unadmir d, a charming mien, | 


1 Or whiz the rale bluſh, unſcen? 
No palace ple ſe minecyes  # | 


"2 


5 SONG XV. Wr IH - 1746. 


0 more, ye adi birds, rejoice : 


| | Of all that chear'd the plain, 


Ecko alone preſerves her voice, 


And ſhe—repeats my pain. 
| Where'er my love-fick limbs I e 


To ſhun the ruſhing wind, 


: | Its buſy murmurs feem to fay, 


% She never will be kind!“ : 


| The Naiads, o'er their frozen urns, 
In icy chains repine; <; 
And each in ſullen filence mourns 
Her :reedom loſt, like mine! 
Soon will the ſun's returning rays 
The ct earleſs froſt controul ; 
When will relenting Delia chaſe 
The winter of my ſoul? 


: 
— — |  80ONO 
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S O N G XVI. 


DAPHNE's VISIT. 


E birds! for whom I rear'd the grave, 
ich melting lay ſalute my tove; 
My Daphne with your not-s detain ; 
Or | have rear'd my grove in vain. 


Ye flowers! before her footitens riſe; 
Diſplay at ouce your brig';telt dyes; 
That ihe your opening charms may ſee : 
Or what were all your charms to me ? 


Kind Zephyr! bruſh each fragrant flower, 


And ved its odouts raun] my bower: 
3 Or never more O gentle wind. 
Shu. l, from thee, relrechment find. 


Ye e ik eber your anks I lov'd 
I &er your nativ: ſounds improv'd, 
May each ſoſt murmur foothe my lair! 
Or, oh! twill deepen my deſpair. 


And thou, my grot ! whoſe lonely bounds | 
The clancholy pine ſurrounds, 
May aphtne praiſe hy peaceful gl! 
Or thew ſhalt prove her Damon's comb. 


— 


s O N G xvi. 


Vritten in a colleAion of (EAT alian | 


Songs. 


D!EU, ye jovial 8 wh; join 
A To plunge old care in floods of wine; 
And, as your d. zzling eye. balls roll, 
D. ſcern him ſtrugglin: in the bow!. 


ot yet is hope ſo whol'y floven, 
Not vet is thought fo tædius grown, 
Fut limpid ftrcam and indy tree 

Retain, as vet, ſome ſweets for me. 


And ſee through yonder ſilent grove, 
Ste yo; der does my Daphne rove 3 
Vin pride her footſteps [ purfne, 
And bid your frantic joys adieu. 


The ſole confuſion Iadmtre, 
ls that my Daphne's eyes iufy're : 
corn the madneſs I aprov-, 

And value reaſon next to hows 5 


$ONG XVIII. 
| N HEN bright Ophelia treads the green, 
; in alt the pride of drefs and mien; 
A verſe ro ſreedum, mirt !, aud pay, 
"Che lofty rival cf 11. ay; 
Mie thinks to my epchante: Jere. 
The lilies droop. :! . ie. 
Ver VII. 


4; 


Put when, diſdaining art, the fair 
flames a "ſoft, engaging air; 

. as the opr ning morn of May, 

An.] as the feather'd warb lers pay: 
| The ferue improves wh.re'er ſhe goes, 
| *'vie ſwertly miles the pink and role. 


O iovcly maid ! propitious hear, 

Nor think thy Damon iuſincere. 

Pity my wild de luſive flame: 

| For though the flowers are {11 the ame, 
To me thy langu:ih, or mor ve, 
ud ͤplainly tell me chat 1 love. 


| 


s o R C MX. 


bi Imitated ſrom the | French. 


Es, theſe are the ſrencn doo wh Iris x 


* ſtray' d. 


| But ſhort was hes ſway for ſo lovely a maid! 


ln the bloom of her youth to a cloy der ſhe run; 


ln tle bloom of her grace too f ir fora nun! 


I-grounded, no d- abt. a devotion mult prove 
So fatal to beauty, ſo killing to love ! 


| Ves, theſe are the meaCows, the ſrubs, and the 


Pb uns; 
Once the ſcene of my pleaſures, the ſcene of my 
| pains; 8 
How many faſt moments I ſpent i in this grove! p 
How fir was my rymap!: and how fervent my 
love! 
De ſtil though, my heart! thine emotion give 
ober; : 
R. member, the ſeaſon of love is no more. 


— —— a wo ˙ oo —— —— — 


With her how I ſtray'd amid fountains and bow. | - 
ere, | 
0, loiter'd behind and collected the flowers! ! 
Then breathloſs with ardour my fair one purſurd, 
And to think with what kiudneſs my gunned he 


v.ew?d! 


— ——— 


7 But ke! fil, my ford Leart! this emotion give | 


i ocrel!l 

+ Fa'n wor! | > thou forget thou muſt love her re 
ore. | 6 | 

A PARODY. 


| v HEN firſt, Phi: 'ander, firſt 1 came 


Where Avon rools his winding ftream, _ 
The nymphs—* whiſk! the ſwaing—how * 
To fee Alleria, ern of May! 


The parſons — her praiſes ſung ! 


The ſterples, with her praiſes rung 
|  thoupht—no iht, that c'er was ſeen, 
C9214 match the ſ.ght of Bare green L— 


5 „ 
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But now, fince old Fugenio dy d 
The chief of poets, and the pride— 
Now, meaner bard3 in vain aſpire 
To raiſe their voice, to tune their tyre ! 
Their lovely ſeaſon, now, is o'er! 

Thy notes, Florelio, pleaſe no more! 
No more Aſteria's ſmiles are ſeen !\— 
Adieu !—the ſweets of Barel s-green! 


The HALCYON. 


* HY o'er the verdant banks of Ooze 
Does yonder halcyon ſpeed ſo faft ? 
"Tis all becauſe ſhe would not loſe 
Her favourite calm that will not laſt. 


The ſun with azure paints the ſkies, 
The ſtream reflects each flowery ſpray : 
And frugal of her time ſhe flies | 
To take her fill of loveand play. 


See her, when rugged Boreas hs, 

Varm in ſome rocky cell remain; 

To ſeek for p eaſure, well ſhe kno-'s, 
Would only then enhance the pain. 

Deſcend, ſhe cries, thou hated ſhower, 
Deform my limpid waves to-day, 

For I have choſe a fairer hour 

To take my fill of love and play. 

You too, my Silvia ſure will own 

Life's azure ſeaſons ſwiftly roll: G 

And when our youth our health is flown, 
To think of love but ſhocks the ſoul. 


Could Damon but deſerve thy charms, 
And thou art Damon's only theme; 
He'd fly as quick to Delia's arms, 
As yonder halcyon ſitims the ſtream. 


1 Go: dear my Luciois to me, 


So well our minds and tempers blend; | 


That ſeaſons may for ever flce, 
And ne'er divide me from my friend; 
But let the favour'd boy forbear 


To tempt with love my only fair. 


© Lycon, born when every Muſe, 
When every Grace benignavat ſmil'd, 

With all a parent's breaft could chuſe 
I 0o bleſs her lov'd, her only child: 

Tis thine, ſo richly grac'd to prove 
More noble cares, than cares of love. 


Together we from early youth IDE 
Have trod the flowery tracks of me, 
Together mus' d in ſearch of truth, 

Oer learned ſage, or bard ſublime ; : 
And well thy cultur'd br: aſt I know, 
hat wonderous treaſure it can ſhow. 


* 
a - 
— 


Come then, reſume thy chaming lyre, 
| And fing ſome patriot's worth ſublime, 
Whilſt I in fields of ſoſt deſire 

Conſume my fair and fruitleſs prime ; 
Whoſe reed aſpires but to diſplay 
{| The flame that burns me vight and day. 


Jo come ! the dryads of the woods 


Shall daily ſoothe thy ſtudious mind, 

| The blue-ey d nymphs of yonder floods 
+ hall mect and court thee to be kind 

And Fame ſits liſtening for thy lays 


To ſwell her trump with Lucio s praiſe. 


Like me, the plover fondly tries 
| To lure the ſporſmen from her neſt, 


And fluttering on with anxious cries, 


Too plain y ſhows her tortur'd breaſt : 
| 0 let him, conſcious of her care, 


3 EYE FO e FER 


| A PASTORAL ODE, 
| To the Right Hon. Sir Richard Elen. 


1 


HE morn diſpens'd a A li 
A ſullen miſt had ſtol'n from 
Each pleaſing vale and hill; 
When Damon left his humble AY | 
To guard his flocks, tu fence his — 
Or c! eck his wander ing rill. 


Though ſchool'd from fortune” » packs tO 17. 
| The fwam beneath auch lowering ſky, 


Would oft his fe- bemoan; 
That he in ſylvan Huudes, ſorlorn! 


25 | Muſt waſte his cheariefs ev'n and morn. 


Nor prais d, nor lov'd, nor known. | 
No friend to fame's obſtreperous noiſe, 


;xet to the whiſpers of her voice, 


Soft murmurine, not a fee : g 
1 he pleaſures he throu; h choice declin' * 
| Ou gloomy fogs de;, refs” 0 his mind, 
It yriev'd him to fore go 


1 him to lurk the lakes beſide, 


t 


Where coots in ruſhy dingles hide, 5 


i And moorcocks ſhun the day; 


While caitiff bitterns, undiſmay d, 


Remark the ſwain's 3 made, | 


And ſcorn to quit their prey. 


i But ſee, the radiant ſun once more 
The brightning face of heaven reſtore, 

And raiſe the doubtful dawn; 
And, more to gild his rural ſphere, 


. | At once the brighteſt train appear, 


That ever trod the lawn. 


Amazement chill'd the ſhepherd's frame, 
| To think * Bridgewater's honour'd name 
| Should grace his ruſtic cell ; N 


* The Ducheſs, married to Sir R. Lyttleton. 


That ſhe, on all whoſe motions wait 
DittinEion, title, rank. and ſtate, 
Should rove where ſhepherds dwell. 


But true it is, the generous mind, 

By candour ſway'd, by taſte refin' 'd, 
Will nought bt vice diſdain ; 

Nor will the breaſt where fancy glows 

Deem every flower a weed that blows 
Amid the deſert plain. 


Beſeems it ſuch, with honour crown'd, 
To deal its lucid beams around, 
Nor equal meed receive: 
At molt ſuch garlands from the field, 
Aa cowllips, pinks, and panſies yield, 

And rural hands can weave. | 
Yet ſtrive ye ſhepherds, ſtriv: to find, 
And weave the faireſt of the kind, 

The prime of all the ſpring ; 
I haply thus yon lovely fair 
May round their temples deign to wear 

1 he trivial wreaths ycu bring. 
O how the peaceful ha'cyons play d 
Where'er the conſcious lake betray'd 
Athenia's placid mien; 
How did the ſprightlier linnets throng, 
Where Paphia's charms requir'd the * 
Mid hazel copſes green: 
Lo, Dartmouth on thoſe ban ks reclin' 4. 
: While buſy fancy calls to mind 
The glories of his line; | 
Methinks my cottage rears its head, 
The ruin'd walls « ens thed, 

As through enchantmen:, ſhine. 


; But who the nymph that guides their way 2 


Could ever nymph. deſcend to ſtray 
From Hagley's fam'd retreat? 
Elſe, by the blooming ſe atures fair 


5 The faultleſs make, the matchleſs air, 


_ *Twere Cynthia's form compleat. 


So would ſome tuberoſe delight, 

That ſtruck the pilgrim's wandering bee 
lid lonely deſerts drear ; 

All a- at eve, the ſovercign flower 
Diſpenies round its ba my power, 
And crowns the iragraut year. 


Ah, now no more, the ſhepherd cryd, 
5 Muſt [ ambition's "charms ung, -- 
Her ſubtie force diſown 

No more of fawns or fairies dream, 
| While fancy, near each cryſtal ſtream, 
Shall paint theſe forms alone. 


By low-brow'd rock, or pathleſs mead, 
I deem'd that ſpiendour ne'cr ſnou d lead 
My dazzled eyes aſtray ; 
But who alas ! will dare — 
If beauty add, or merit blend 
s more illuſtrious ray? 
Nor is it long—O plaintive ſwain ! 
Since Guerniey ſaw without diſdain, 

V\ here, hid in woodlands green, 


— 


5 | 


41 
| Have mark d by flow gracition rife 


| 


| 


»„ꝗ— 


—ꝛ 


—— 


— _ 


1 


1 


1 
| 


[ 
| Fv'n Pitt, whoſe fervent periods roll 
Reſiillels ! through the kindlug foul 


| 
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The * of his early days, 
And once hs rival of his. praiſe 
Had ſtol'n through life unſeen, 


' Scarce faded is the vernal flow r, 


Since Stamford left his honour d bower 
To ſmile familiar here: 

O form d by nature to diſcloſe + 

How fair that courteſey which flows 
From ſocial warmth ſincere. | 

Nor yet have many moons decay'd, 


Since Pollio fought this lonely ſhade, 


Admir'd this rural maze: 
he noblcſt breaſt that virtue fires, 


The races love, the Mutc inſpires, 


Might pant for Pollio's praiſe. 


0 Say Thomſon here was known to reſt, 


For him yon vernal ſeat I creſt, 
Ah! never to return ! 


| In pl. ce of wit, and melting ftrains, 
I And ſocial mirth, it now remains 
To weep beſide his urn. | 


Come then, my Lælius, come once more, 
And fringe the melancholy ſhore 
With roſes and with bays, 


| Whale I each wayward fate acuſe, 
| That envy d his impartial Muſe 


to fin; your early praiſe. 


| | While Philo, to whoſe favour'd fight, 
1 Antiquity, with full d- light, 


Her inmeſt wealth Cifplays ; 


| | | | Beneath yon ruins moulder'd wall 


| He prais'd the ſtream lo lovely clear, 


Shall mule, aud with his freind recal 
The pcmp of ancient days, 


Here too ſhall Conway's nam appear, 


Thac ſhene the reeds among; 
Yet clearne(s could it rot diſcloſe, 
To match the rhetoric that flows 
From Conway s poliſh"4 tongue. 


Of ſenstes, chunc⸗ :1s, kings! 


r ach touut and ſhady tree ? 
Have nut theſe trees aud fountains ſeen 
he pride of Courts, the ng mien 
O. peerleſs Ayleſbury ? 5 


And Grenville, ſhe whoſe ra: Sant eyes ” 


Ihe princely piles or Stow; 
Yet prai⸗ d theſe uncmbeitiſh'd weeds, 


And {mil'd to fee the babbling flouds 
Through fſcli-worn mazes flow. 


* They were {chool-ſeilows, 
2 2 88 
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1 Though focm'd ſor courts, vouckſaf d to rore 
| Ing orious, through the ſhepherd's srove, 
And ope his ba lul ſprings. HE: 


| But what can courts diſcover more, | 
Than theiv rude haunts hive ſcen before, | 


Of every croopiag tree. 


136 


Say Dartmouth, who your banks admir d, 
Again beneath your caves rerir'd, 
Shi] grace the penſive ſhade; 
With all the om, » ith all the truth, 
With all the ſprightlin ſs of youth, 
By cool refleAion ſway d? 
Brave yet humane, ſh:11 Smith appear, 
Ye ſ1iors, though his name be dear, 
Think him not yours alone: 
Grait him in ocher ſpheres to charm, | 
The ſhepherds !r-2!ts thongh mild are warm, 
And ours are all his own. 


O Lyttleton | my honour'd gueſt, 
Could I deſcribe thy gericrous breaſt' 
hy arm, yet poiith*d rand; 
Ho public love adorns thy name, 
How fortune too conſpires with fame; 
The ſong ſhould pleaſe 3 


9 


| 


VE RSES, 


Wrinen towards the cloſe of the year | 
1748, to William Lyttletop, Eſq. 


OW blithcly paſ.'d the ſummer's day 
How bright was every flower! 
While friends arriv'd. in circles gay, 
To viſit Damon's bower! 


But now, with filent ſtep, I range 
Klong ſome lonely ſhore; 

And Damon's hower, alas the change! 
Ils gay with friends no more. 


Away to crowds and cities borne 

| In queſt of; 307 they ſteer ; 3 

_ Whilſt I, alas! am left featorm, 
To weep the parting year! 

O penſive Autumn! how I erieve 
zy forrowing face to ſee! 
When languid ſun, are taking leave 


Ad let me not, with Reavy eye, 
This dying ſcene ſurvey! 
Haſte, V inter, haſie; uſurp the ay; ; 


Complete my bower's decay. 


IIl can I bear the motley caſt 

Ton ſickning leaves retain; 
That ſpeak at once of plcaſures SY 
And bod approachiz g pain. 


At home unbieſt, I gaze around, 
My «tant ſcenes require; 

Where all in murk; v:pours drown'd 
Are hamlet, hill and ſpire. 


Though THompſan, fv-cet deſcriptive bard! 
| Injpiri. g Autumn ſung; 
Yet low ſhould we the months regard, 
hat Kopp'd his flowing or, 

Ah luck cis monch+, of all the reſt, 
| To wholc hard * ur it fell“? 

For fire he was the ge ntleſt breaſt 
That cer jung 10 well. 


* 


0 


+ 


"| vin. Gere my e fintos cnt Kd. 


_ | Ab Spring ! thou never canſt repair 


| 
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And fee, the ſwallow: row diſown 
The roo s they lov'd before; 

Each, like his tuneful genius, flown 
To glad ſome hap. icr fore. | 


The wood-nymhp eyes, with pale affripht, 


The ſportſman's frantic ded ; 
V hile hounds and horns and yeils unite 
To drown the iMulc's reed. 


Ve fields with b irhted herbage brown, 


Ye ikics yo longer blue | 
Too much we fee! irom fortune's frown, 
To bear theſe frowns from vou. 


Where is the mead's unſullied green? 
The zephyr's balmy gale ? 


| And where ſweet ſri-ndhip's cordial mien, 


That brighten'd every vaic ? 


| What though the vine diſc!oſe her tre. 
And boat her purple ſtore; | 
Not all the vineyard's rich ſupplies 
Can ſoothe our ſcrrows more. 


| He! he is gone, whoſe moral ſtrain 
Could wit and mirth refine; 


| He! he is gone, whoſe ſocial vein 


| 


| 


- - 


4 And there, his lyre ; which fate forbad | 


C | 


| 


| © here ſhall my plaintive ſong recount 


Surpaſs'd the power of wine. 


| Faſt by the ſtreams he deign'd to praiſe, 


in yon ſequeſter'd grove, 
To him a votive urn I raiſe; 
To him, and friendly love. 


1 grave your Thomſon's name; 


To found your growing fame. 


Dark themes of hopeleſs woe? 
And faſter than the drooping fount, 
Ill teach mine eyes to flow. 


There leaves, in ſpite of Autumn green, 


thali ſhade the ha'low'd ground; 


L And Spring will there agaiu be len, 


To call forth flowers around. 


But now kind ſuns will bid me ſhare, 
Once more, his ſocial hour; 


* * to Damon * 


LOVE axp MUSIC, 


HALL Love alone for ever claim 
An univerſal right to fame, 
An undiſputed way? 


Or has not muſic equa! charms 


To fiil the breaſt with ſtrange alarms, 


and make the world obey ? 


Wuäiten at Oxford, when young. 


The 
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The Thracian Bard, a: Poets tell, 
Could mitigate the Powers of heil; 

Even ?luto's nicer ear: 

His arts, no more than Love's, we find 
To © it; $ or men conſin'd. 

PD: ew b: utes in crouds to hear. 
Whatever favourite pon reign'd, 
The Pw t ſtilt hi right maintain d 

Oer al that ra.g'd the plain: 

The f rcer tyrants ould aſſuage, 
Or firs the trvarous into rage, 
Wene'er he chang d the ſtrain. 
In milder lays the Bard began? 
'Soft notes through every finger ran, 

And echoiug; harm'd the place: 
See ! f. ning lions gazr around, 

And twyht co quit their lavage ſound, 

Aff me a center grace. 


When Uymon view'! the fair-on-:'s charms, 
Her ruby lips, and ſnowy arms, 
And td ber b:auties o'er : 
V hen love ctorm'd his aukward tone, 
And made each clowniſh geſture kuown, 
It ſhew'd bat equ-l power. 


The Bard now tr ea ſpri, htlier ſound, 

When all the feacher d race around 
Perceive the varied ſtrains; 

The ſoaring lark the note purſues ; ; 

The timorous dove around him _ 
And Phi omel complains. 


An equal power of Love l ve ſeen 
Incite the a-er to ſcour the green, 
end chaſ.. his barkiny foe. 


Sometimes has Love, with greater acts. 


To challen e—nay—ſometimes—to fight 
Provok'd th enamour'd beau. 


v hen Sylvia treads the ſmiling plain, 
3 glow> the heart of every ſwain, 
; pleaſing tumults toſt! 
wW 4 rland. l s ſolemn accents roll. 
Each breaſt is fir d, each * d ſoul 
ln ſweet 1 loſt. 


Il ſhe her melting glances dart, 
Or he his dying airs impart, 
Our ſpirics ſink away. 


Enough, enough ! dear nymph, give 0 er; j 


And thou, great artiſt! urge no more 
Thy unreſiſted ſway. 


Thus Love or ſour aff-&s the mind: 
But when their various powers are join 4, 
Fly. «daring mortal. fly ! 
For when Selinda's charms appear, 
And I her tuncful accents hear 

I burn, I fainc, I die! 


COMPARI SON. 


3 5 by compariſon we kno'y 
On evcry onject to beſtoy 
Ire Proper ſhare of praite ; 


Did each alike perſection bear, 
What beauty, though diviacly fair, 
| Could admirat on raiſc ? 
midſt the lucid bards of night, 
Sec! Heſperus, ſerenely bright, | 
dorns the diſtant ſkies : 
Aut Jonguiſhes amidſt the blaze 


1 Of ſprightly 8. ls meridian rays, — 


Or Silvia's brighter eyes. 


| Wheneeer the nightingale camplains, 
like the melanchoty Araias, 


And prai'e the tuneful bird: 


But vainly might ſhe ſtrain her throat, 


| Vainly exalt each ſwelling note, 


Should Silvia 's voice be heard. 


When, on the violet's purple bed, 


Supine | reſt my weary head, 
The fragrant pillow charms : 

| Yet ſoon ſach languid bliſs 1'd fly, 
Would Silvia but rhe loſs ſupply, 


And take me to her arms. 


Tae alabad er's wonderous white, 
The marble's poliſn ſtrikes my fight, 
When Silvia is not ſeen | 
But ah | how faint that white is 
How rough appears the poliſh'd ſtone, 
Compar d with Silvias mien! 
Ihe roſe, that o'er the Cyprian plains, 


| With flowers enamel d, blooming reigns, 


With undi:puted power, 


| | Pl:c'd near her cheelks ce: 'eſtial red, 


(its purple loft, its lu.ice fled,) 
D<lights the leule no mure. 


| ODE „ CYNTHIA. 


| : ' On the approach of SonmNG. 


-þ © oi in the cowſlip's dewy cell 


he lairies make their b.. „5 | 
They hover round the cryſtal We! 
Tic tarf in circles tread, 


Tae lovely linnet now her ſong 
Jenes ſweeteſt in the wond; 

The twittering ſwallow fans along 
The azure liquid flond. 


|The morning breez* wits Flora's kiſs | 


In fragrance to the ſenſe; 


| The happy ſaepherd fe-is the TY 


And the takes no oſtence. 


- | But not the linnct's ſweeteſt f. fong 


That ever filt'd the woutd ; 
Or ewittering lwallow thay along 
Ihe azure liquid flood 


Skims ſwiftiy, bacbiag r of ( fpriag, 
Or morning's ſwe cteſt urea: ity 

Or Fiora s kits, o me car br: 

| Arcmed) for death. | 


I 


A 


138 SHENSTONE'S POEMS. 


For death—what do I fay ? Yes, death 
Muſt ſurely end my days, 

If cruel Cynthia flights my faich, 
And will not hcar my lays. 


No more with feſtive garlands bound, 
I at the wake ſhall be; 

No more my feet ſhall preſs the ground 
In dance with wonted glee; 


No more my little flock I'll keep, 
To ſome dark cave I'll fly; 

Pve nothing now to do but weep, 
To movrn my fate, and ſigh. 


Ah! Cynthia, thy Damon's cries | 
Are heard at dead of night; 

But they, alas! are doom d to rife 
Like ſmoak upon the ſight. 

| They riſe in vain, ah me! in vain 

Are ſcatter'd in the wind; 

Cynthia does not know the pain 

That rankles in my mind. 


H ſleep perhaps my eye-lids cloſe, 
_ _ *Tis but to dream of you; | 

A while I ceaſe to feel my woes, 
— Nay, think Ym happy too. 
I tkink | preſs with kiſſes pure, 

Your lovely roſy lips, 

And you're my bride, I think I'm fure, 
Till gold the mountain tips. | 


When wak'd, aghaſt I look around, 
And find my charmer flown; 
Then blecds afreſh my galling wound, 
Mu hile | am leſt alone. 
Take pity then, O gentleſt maid! 

On thy poor Damon's heart: 
| Remember what I've often faid, 
Tis you can cure my ſmart. 


IAA DAWSON, 


A Ballad, written about the time oof his 
* in che year 7³5. 


o liſten to my 5 EY 
Ye tender hearts and lovers dear; 
Nor will you ſcorn to heave a ſigh, 

Nor need you bluih to ſhed a tear. 


And thou, dear K tty, peerleſs maid, 


Do thou a penſi ve ear incline; 
For thou canſt weepat every woe; 
und pity every plaint—but mine. 252 
Young Dawſon was a gallant boy, 
A brighter never trod the plain; 
And well he lov'd one charming maid, 
And dearly was he lov'd again. 
One tender maid, ſh< lov'd him dear 
Of gentle blood the damfei came; 
And faultleſs was her beauteous form, 
And ſpotleſs was her virgin fame. 


— 


| | And, 3; kus jorth his name, cxpir'd. 


| But curſe on party” s hateful ſtrife, 
| That led the favour'd youth aftray ; 


The day the rebel clans appear d, 


O had he never ſeen that day ! 


| Their colours and their ſaſh he wore, 


And is the facet de was frand;, 
| And now he mutt that death enCure, 
V\ hich gives the brave the keeneit wound. 


|} How pale was then his true-love's cheek, 


| When Jemmy's ſentence reach'd her ear! 
For never yet did Alpine nos 
Io pale, or yet ſo chill appear. 


With faultering voice, ſhe weeping ſaid, 


| | Oh Dawſon, monarch of my heart; 


Think not thy death ſhall end our loves, 
For thou and I will never part. 


Let might ſweet mercy find a place, T 


| And bring relief to Jemmy's woes; 


| | © George, without a prayer for thee, 


My orizons ſhould never cloſe. E 


The gracious prince that gave him liſe, : 


M ould crown a never-dying flame; [- 
And every tender babe | bore | 

| Should learn to liſp the giver's name. 

i But though he ſhould be dragg'd in ſcorn 
To yonder ignominious tree; | 


| | He ſhall not want one conſtant friend 


To ſhare the cruel fates' decree. 


{ O then her mourning coach was call d, 
The ſledge mov'd flowly on before, 


| Though borne in a triumphal car, 


She had not lov'd her favourite more. 


| She folldy'd him, prepard to view 
The terrible beheſts of law; 

And the laſt ſcene of Jemmy's woes, 

| With calm and fiedfaft eye ſhe ſaw. 
Diſtorted was that blooming face, 
Which ſhe had fondly lov'd fo long; 
And flifled was that tunc ſul breath, 


; & Which in her praiſe had ſweetly 8 
And ſever'd was that beauteous neck, 


Round which her arms had fondly cev's ; : 
And mangled was that beautcous breaſt, 


© | Ou which ter love-fick head repos'd : 
I And raviſh'd was that conſtant heart, 


She did to every heart prefer ; 


: For though it could its King forget, 


* Twas true and loyal ſtill to her. 


| g Amid theſe unrelenting flames, 


She bore this conſtant heart to ſee i. 
But when twas moulder'd into duſt, 
vet, yet, ſhe cry d, I follow thee. 


My death, my death alone can ſhew 
The pure, the laſting love l bore; 
Accept, O heaven! of woes like ours, 
And let us, let us weep no more. 


] The diſmal ſcene was o'er and paſt, 
Ihe lover's mournful hearſe retir d; 
The maid drew back her languid head, 


Though 


Though juſtice ever muſt prevail, 
The tear my Kitty ſheds is due: 
| For ſeldom ſhall ſhe hear a tale 
Seſad, ſo tender, yet fo true. 


A Paſtoral BALLAD, in Four Parts. 
2743. 
* A humileſque myricz.” Viss. 


I. ABSENCE. 


ITE ſhepherds fo chearful and gay, 
Y W hoſe flocks never carelefsly roam ; 
Id Cot ydon's happen to ſtray, | 
Oh ! cail the poor wanderers home. 
Allow me to muſe and to ſigh, 
Nor talk of the change that ye find; 
Nome once was fo watchful I; | 
I have left my dear Phillis behind. 
Now l know what it is, to have ſtrove 
With the torture of doubt and deſire ; 
What it is to admire and to love, 
And to leave her we love and admire. 
Ah, lead forth my flock in the morr, 
And the damps of cach cvening repel; 
Alas! Iam faint and forlorn: 
l have bade my dear Phill:s farewel. | 


Since Phillis vouchſaf'd me a look, 
I, never once dreamt of my vine: 
May I looſe both my pipe and my d 
It l knew of a kid that was mine. 
I priz'd every hour that went by, | 
Beyond all that had pleas'd me before; 
| But now they are paſt, and ſigh; | 
And 1 grieve that I priz'd them no more. 


Eut why do 1 languiſh in vain; 

Why wander thus penſively here? 
Oh! why did | come from the plain, 
Where 1 fed on the ſmilcs of ry dear? 

They tell me, my favourite maid, 
The pride of the valley, is flown 
Alas! where with her I hav: itray'd, 
I could wander with pleaſure, alone. 


When forc'd the fair nymph to forego, 
What anguiſh I felt at my heart! 
Yet I thought—but it might not be f o— 
Toa with pain that ſhe ſaw me dpait- 
She gaz d, as I flowly withdrew ; 
My path [ could hardly diſcern; 
So ſweetly ſhe bid me ade! 
Il thought that ſhe bade me returu. 


The Pilgrim that journeys all day 

To viſit ſome far-diſtant ſhrine, 
If he bear but a relique away, 

Is happy, nor heard to repine. 

Thus widely remov'd from the fair, 
Where my vows, my dey-tion, I awe, 

Soft hope is the relique I bear, 
And my ſolace whereves er! er. 
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II. HOPE. 


| Y Hanks they are furniſh'd with bees. 
M Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep ; 
My grottos are ſhader] with trees, 
| And my hills are white over with ſheep. 
I feleom have met with a loſs, 
Such health do my fountains below; 
My fountains all borfer'd with moſs, 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 
Not a pine in my grove is there ſeen, 


But with tendrils of woodbine is bound : 
Not a beech's more beautiful gr-en, 


| But a ſweet-briar entwines it around. 


Not my fields in the prime of the year, 
More charms than my cattle unfold ; 

Not a brook that is limpid and clear, 
But it glitters with fiſhes of gold. 

one would think ſhe might like to retire 
To the bower I have labour'd to rear; 


Not a flirub that I heard her admire, 


But l haſted and planted it chere. 
O how ſudden the jciſamine ſtrove 

With the Llac to render it gay! 
Already it calls for my love, | 

To prune the wild branches away. 


From the plains, from the woodlands and groves, 


What ſtrains of wild melody flow! 


| How the nightingales warble their loves 


From thickets of roſcs that blow 


— | Ard when her bright ſorm ſhall : appear, 


Each bird ſhall harmenioully j join 


i In a concert fo ſoft and ſo clear, 


As—ſhe may not he fond to reſign. 


have found out a gift for ray fair; | 
I dave ſound where the wood-pigeons breed: 


I But let me that p.under ſorbear, 


She will ſay *'ewas a barbarous deed. 
For he ne*er could be true, ſhe aver'd, 
Who could rob a poor bird of its young ; 


And 1 lov'd her the more when | heard 


Such tendecnet> fall from her tongue. 


5 have bhrard her with ſweetneſs unfold. 


How that pity was due to—2 dove: 


| | That it ever attended the bald; 


And ſhe cali” dit the eter of love. | 


So muck [ her aecer.ts — re, e 
Let her ſpeak, and whatever fe fay, | 


| MethinksI Gord love her the more. 


| Can a hoſom ſo gentle remain 


Unmny d, when ker Curydon Gghs 1 


| Wila nymph that is fond of the plain, 


Theſc plains and this valley deipilc ? 
Dear regions of fil-nce and [lads ! 
Soft ſcenes of comentment and cafe ! 
| Where 1 could have plæaſngly ſtray'd. 

If aught, in her abience, cou'd pleaſe. 
| But where does my Phyllida gray? 


And where are her grota and her bowors? 
Are the groves and the vaileys as gay, 


1 
7 And the ihevhercs as fo tle as gur: I 
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The groves may perhaps be as fair, 
And the face of the valleys as fine; 

The ſwains may in manners compare, 
But their love is not equal to mine. 


m. SOLICITUDE. 


Wir will you ray paſſion reprove ? 
Why term it a ſolly to grieve? 
Ere I ſhew vou the charms of my love, 
She is ſairer than you can believe. 
With her mien ſhe enamours the brave; 
With her wit ſh: engages the free; 
With her modeſty pleaſes the grave ; 
She is every way pleaſing to me. 


O you that have been of her train, | 
Come and join in my atmorous ſays; 

T could lay down my life for the ſwain, 
That will fing but a ſong ia her praiſe. 
When he fings, may the rymphs of the town 
Come trooping, and liſten the while; 

Nay on him let not Phyllida frown ; 

D —ButlI cannot allow her to (mile. 
For when Paridel tries in the dance 

Any favour with Phyllis to find, 
O how, with one trivial glance, | 
Might ſhe ruin the peace of my mind! 
In ringlets he dreſſes his hair, 

And his crook is beſtudded around; 
And his pipe—oh my Phyllis beware 
Of a magic there is in the ſound. 
Tis his with mock paſſion to glow, 

*Tis his in ſmooth tales to unſold, 
„% How her face is as bright as the ſnow, 
And her boſom, be ſure, is as cold. 
How the nightingalcs labour the ſtrain, 
With the notes of his charmer to vie; 

How they vary their accents in vam, 
Repine at her triumphs, and die.“ 


To the grove or the garden he * | 
And pillages cvery ſweet ; 

Then, ſuiting the wreath to his lays 
He throws it at Phyllis's feer. 

« O Phyllis, he whiſpcrs, more fair, 
More ſweet than the jeſſamineꝭs flower! 
What are pinks in a morn, to compare? 

What is eglantine, after a ſhower? 


Then the lily no longer is white; | 
Then the roſe is depriv'd of its bloom ; 
| Then the violcts die with deſpight, 


And the wood-hines give up their perfume,” bi 


Thus glide the ſoft numbers along, 

And he fancies no ſhepherd his peer ; 

— Yet | never ſhu'd envy the ſong, 
Were not Phyllis to lend it au ear. 


_ Let his crook be with hyacinths bound, 
Jo Phyllis the trophy deſpiſe: 

Let his forehead with laurels be crown'd, 
80 they ſhine not in Fhy!!;s's eyes, 


val 
Ivy 
| 


| 


IV. DISAPPOINTMENT. 


| 


| Sheis faituleſs, and 1 am undone ; 


| The peace which from ſolitude flows, 


3 


Perhaps was void of all thought : 


Ah love every hope can inſpire: 


And th- lip of the nymph we admire 


Let reaſon inſtru you to ſnun 
[ 

| Beware how you loiter in vein 
| It *s not for me to explain 

E |! 


Au from the day that we met, 


de glance that undic my repoſe. 


| The ſweets of a dew-ſprin%!ed roſe, 


| Yet my reed ſhall reſound through the grove 


The language that flows from the neart, 
Isa en to Paridel's tongue; 

— Yet may ſhe beware of his art, 

Or ſure | muſt envy the ſong. 


E fkepherds, give ear to my lay, 
And take no more hecd of my ſheep: 
They have nothing to do but to ſtray ; 
I have nothing to do hut to weep. 
et do not my folly reprove: | 
Sh was fair—and my paſſion begun; 
She (m:Pd— and I could not but love; 
She is faithleſs—a3nd I am undone. 


Perhaps it was plain to foreſee, _- 

That a nymph fo complete would be ſought 
By a ſwain more engaging than me. | 
It haniſhes wildom the while; 


Scems for ever adorn d with a mile. 


Ye that witneſs the woes l endure „ | | ” 


What it cannot inſtruct you to cure. | \ 
mid nymphs of an higher degree; 
How fair, and how fickle, they | be. 


What ope of an end tu my woes? 
When I cannot end ure to forget 


| Yet time may diminiſh the pain: | 
The flower, and the ſhrub, and the tree, | 
Which I rear'd for her pl- -aſure in vain, 
| In time may have comfort for me. 


The ſound of a mur muring ſtream, 


Henceforth ſhall he Corydon's theme. 


_ | High tranſper:s are ſhewn to the ſight; 


ut we arc not to find them our own; _ £20 


Tate never beitow'd ſuch delight, 


As I with my Phyllis had known. 


0 ye woods. f pread your branches apace ; . | | | 
To your deepeſt receſſes I fly ; FE ps 
I woutd hide with the beaſts of the * | | 


would vaniſh from every eye. 


With the Game ſad complaint it begun; 
| How the ſmil d, and I could not but love; 
Was faithleſs, and | am undone 


_ LEVITIES 


— Full gladly pays four parts in eight 


SUENSTONT's POEMS, 


LEVITIES; 


PIECES or HUMOUR. 


3 


8 


FLIRT and PHIL ; 
A Decifion for the Ladies. : 


WIT, by learning wel! refin'd, 
beau, but of the rural kind, 
To Sylvia made pretences ; 
They both profeſs'd an equal love: 
Yet hop'd by different means to move 
Her judgment or her ſenſes. 


Young fſpright'y Flirt, of blooming mien, 

Watch'd the beſt minutes to be ſeen ; 

Went—when his his glaſs advis'd him U 
While meagre Phil of Looks enquir d; 

3 wight, for wit and parts adnur'd ; 

And witty ladies priz'd him. 


Sylvia had wir, hail ſpirits too: 
To hear the one, the other view, 
Suſpended held the ſcales : 
Her wit, her youth roo, claim'd its ſhare. 
Let none the preference declare, 


But turn * 1 
2 
STAN ZAS 


| To the memory of an agreeable Lady, 
buried in marriage to a * unde- | 
Ka, her. 5 | 


WAS always ; held and ever will, 
By ſage mankind, diſcrecter, 

| T Shs a leſſer ill, 

Than undergo a greater. 


When mortals dread diſeaſes, pain, 
And languiſhing conditions ; 1 
Who don't the leſſer ill ſuſtain 

Of phyſic aud—phyſicians ? 


5 Rather than loſe his whole eſtate, 
He that but little wile is, 


To taxes and excifcs 


Our merchants Spain has near undone 
For loſt ſhips not requitiag 
This bears our noble king to ſhun 
1] he loſs of blood — in ſighting ! 
With numerous ills, in ſingle life, 
The bachelor's attended: 
Such to avoid, le tak s a wiſe— 
And much the caſe is mented : 4 
Vor. VII. 


Poor Gratia in her twentieth year, 


Fore- ſreing future woe, 


| Choſe to attend a monkey here, 


Beſote an ape below. 
| — 
COLEMIRA. 


A Culinary Ectocun. 


— © Kee tantum Veneris quantum udioſa 2 


TIGHT's fable clouds had half the world oer - 
ſpread, | 
And ſilence reign'd and folks were gone to bed: 
When lave, which gentle fleep can ne'er inſpite, 
Had ſeated Damon by the kitchen fire. 


| Penfivehe lay, extended on the ground; 
| The little lures kept their vigils round; 


The fawning cats com) afſionare his caſe, 
And pur around, and gently lick his face: 


To all his p:ain's the fleeping curs reply, 
And with hoarſe ſnorivgs imitate a ſigh. 
Such g oomy ſcenes with 'overy' minds agree, 
And tvlitude to them is beſt ſocie: y. 


Could I (he cried) expreſs, how bright a grace 
| Adorns thy — hands, and well-waſh'd face; 


Thau wouldſt, Colemira, grant what li plore, 
And yield me love, or waſh thy face no more. 


Ah! who can ſte, and ſeeing not admire, 
Whene'er ſhe ſets the pot upon the fire! 


I Her hands out-ſhine the fire, and redder things; 
| Her eyes are blacker than the pots ſhe _ 


but ſure no cham er- damſel can compare, 
hen in meridian luſtre ſhines my fair, 

When warm'd with dinner's toil. 'n pearly rills, 
| Adown her gouCly cheek the ſweat diitills. 


| Oh! how 1 long, how ardently deſire, 


To view thoſe ro!y finyers firike the = ® 
For late, when bers to change their climes began, 
| How did ice them iU.rum the fry g-pan ! 


With her! I ſhould not envy George his queen, = 


Vhorgh fhe in royal grandeur Ceck'd be ſeen 
| While rags, juſt fever'sd from my fair one's gown, 


_ in ruſfet pomp and greaſy pride hang down. 


Ah! now it docs my drooping heart rejoice, 
When in the hal! hear thy mellow voice! | 


How wouid that voice excced the village bell; | 
_ | Would that but fins, © I like thee paſing well * 


When from the hcarth ſhe bade the pointers 30 
How ioft ! low eaſy did ler accents flow! 

** (5-t out, ſhe e 4 hen ſtraggers come ta; £09 
One ne'er can taite theſe ſnoriwg devils up.” 


Then, full of wrath, fhe kick'd earth i zy 
brute, 
A'S! Tenvy'd even that ſalute ; mM 


was ſure mi-pl.c'd—Shock Laid, or ſee d te, 
ſay, 


| He had as lief, 1 bad the kick, as they. | 
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'f the the my Tic teilovs take in hand, 
Who like the fair cx» thit mu hinge command? 
O mapy'ſt thou nc'cr by Ed. be be ſeen, 
Fer he u ouꝰd ſure d mand tlie for i queen. 


Put Could the fame this roupher aid r<ſuſe, 
And on:y genticr mull ines he of ue; 


With fiP-blown cheeks ſhe ends the doubtful 


rife, 
For ent. the infant fle me, and puffs it ita lice. 


guck arte as theſe, exile the d conpins fre, 
But n my breatt a fever Rave it pie: 
I burn ! [ burn ! O! ive thy ping oer; 
And ſwell thy checks, and pont ti lips, ro more! 


Wich all her harghty looks, the time I've ſe n, 


When this proud damiei has more hun:hle Len, 
Vhber with nice airs ſhe huiſſt t! 


e Dance round, 
And crup'd i, haulets fair 


op I. e guand. 


I. ook, with what chetming grace 
ny ing tries ! 


The artfu. 8 met robs le e ck 


So bright ſhe were the cantiviticks ſne bhond'es 


Ofc have ald —there were nomed faules. 


t tlñou my 1 ! who never wauldſt ap; rode, 


Cr — the t: nder ſtory of my love; 


Or mind how burns my ragiag brcaft —2 1 


ton 
Perhaps art dreanjng of—a breaſt of mut on 


Thus ſaid, and weßpt the fad de ſpon lng twain, 


Revcaling to the abe Wall- his pain: 


But nympl.s ae free with thoſe they ſhould de- 


ny; 
To thoſe, they love, more exqu: fie! 7 coy! 
Now chirpu:g c. ickets ruſe their tinkling” 
voice 


The lan bent fam vis l>neuid ſtreams ariſe, 
Aud ſmoke ia aa tokds . and dies. 


e 


The RAPE of the TRAP. 
A Bailad, 1737 


Pas a8 ina had ot learning, | 
The Muſes favourite city, 
Such pran'%s of late | 
Were pla; d by a rat, 
 H8—t+mpr one to be witty. 

All in a C lege ſtudy, _ 
Where books were in great plenty; 
This rat would devour 
More ſenſe in en hour. 

Than I cou'd write in twenty. 

Corporeal food, "tis granted, 

Set vas verm:n lefs rcfia'd, Sir; 
Put this. @ r2t of tafte, 
All oth rats ſurpils'd ; 


Aud he priy d wa the r of the ni d, Sir; 


what u in- 


SHENSTONE'S POEMS. 


His breakſaſt half the morning, 
He can dantly attended; 
And when the: bell rung 
For ev: ning ſung, 
Fi: Lanes ſcarce was ended! 


He fpar'd nt ev'n heroics, 

n which we poers pride us; 
nil won 4) Mike ud more 

$* x kirg \ropur s , by the 


. core, | 
! ban 


I! the werid beade i OS 
In hooks of vero erivbe, 

| Fi made :e 275.50 Aut er; 

rr cr aka 

i Wat tohim 4 

Þ Aro 1 kire: 


"theaſtra:r 


eim, bread and butter. 


But , ſome mas Kiſh yot op 
ght chance to ovei-cole Lim, 

To dhech its rage, 

| He dei a Pe 


Cf hg c to compoſe him 


0 


A trap. t. heſte and anger. | 
| Was bougbt, you nced not doubt on't 
| And, weh was the gin, 
Wer- 4 lion once gut in, 

Li- could not, I think, get cut on't, 


With cheeſe, not books, 'twas baited, 
The fact Þ:1 not belye it 
E'ncerone—!? 11 rei you that— 
Whether ſcholur or rat 
Mind books, „hen he has cther iet. 


nut mor- of tr and bait, Sir, 
hy ſhau d wut, or r 3 
Siner the ret, whe knew the Light, 
Came in the dead of Lig ut, 
And drang'd them away together: : 


Both trap and bait were vanimm'd, 

Throvgh a ſtadture in the — 
Which, thuugh lo trim | 
le now may len: 0 

Had theu—a dozen or more in. 
Then anſwer this, ye ſages! 

Nor deem a man to wrong ye, 
Had the rat which thus did ſcize on 
he trap, 1G clim to reaſon, | 

8 Than many a uli among ye? 
Dan Prior's n:ice, | own it, 
Mere vermia of condition; 

} But his rat who mercly learn d 
| What ars lone concern'd,, - 
| Was the greater politician. 


2 


— 


pe 


| That Eugland 's topſy-turvy, 

Is ecar from theſe miſhaps, Sir; 
Since ttaps we may determme, 
ill no louger take our vernun, 


But vermin + take our ere, Sir. 


> 


* By Blackmore, 


+ Written at the time of the Span depreda- 
tons. 


Let 


— — 


— e Www 


And grant that the one 


| Whether o'er Lil, craft, or m- und., 


Fierce as Camilla oer he plain 


SEIENSTO 


"In {. hs, by. rats infeſted, | | 
1 en truſt in cats to cat. hem; 

Leſt ther grow as learn'd as we, 

In our ſtudies ; where, d' pe fe, 
No mortal tits to watch 'em. 

Good luck ber idt our captains; 
Coot luck betide our cats, dir; 


May quell the Spar ſu Don, 


And the other detroy our rats, Sir. 5 
* TX. 
—CZD- 


On certain PASTOR 


O rude and tureleſs are thy 

The wear; awitence vor, 

„Fur not tht Arcadian fwntris that . Lags, 
Eut tis his hers that low. 


ALS. 


1. 74, 


— — | "* 
OG WP 


On Mr. C— of Kidderminfter's Poetry. 


II verſes, friend are Kd leriyivker *PuT, 
oy | muit own 1 u vr mraſured cu: © 
nich 


380 ED nt 


ies — 


10 he VIRTY 0503. 


ran,, curious wi his to ulm [ r 
| The form of mortal flies iv! 
Vo deem tl. l grits beyond conipare 
Which common ienſe defpif.s, 


You male your 4 17 ror tin . lies; 
Or that your prey in gardens . un 
Is urg'd throu n walks wand ales. 


Yet, in the fury of the chace, 


No Yovpe cuuld ver retard vob; - 
Blu ſt i One f rep: vt 4 1: ic”, 


Or ramt<d «coo rr ward you. 


Paved the giv tes: s raugcr; 1 


Stil cy'd the purp. s eas g Nan, 
and knew not {car not danger. 


"Tis Vou Cripent: th favourite wat 
To naturs's timy people; 
Kuiow vnat CORLCr ves they hue 


to eat, 
And v hat liqucurs to ti pl. 


A: if her Vrood of ii. e ets dJ. ce, | 


You lage aläſtance c. wer; 
Can toon emp for tn: zus l oO 
And help new to cf RgCAdeT. 
. rou proce tier pregnant l ur; 
Aud v. cu the bicu s at hn ud, 
Lxerring your reti oer, 


Precht @ mo leis laud. 5 = 
"Yet oh 


huw:'cr your towering VacW 
Above groſs objects r tes, "For 
Wiate'cr refinements you purſue, 


o fl. gut dam. na 


15 
E lan ting, 


1 260 5 ** uu rs. 3 6 F * 1e 
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A friend. who, weigh'd wich your's, muſt prize 
D:mician's idle paſnon; 

Thor wr-nght the de :th of teazing Les, 

But nc'er their preparation. 


Let Favia's cyes more deeply warm, 
Nor hus your hearts determine, 

acure's faire't lorm 

ant figh lor nature's verrain. 


And pak with ſome rep: & of beaux, 


Nr wore as tri rs treat em: 


| Tis bester learn to ftv. one's Cloarie, 


Tha Lerzqh mulls, that car cin. 


c-- . 2 


— 
Neg oC 0 


he Lztenat of COOKERY. 


| 15 Aliuſgue et idem. 
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Read mucu, and look as thou h be mcant 
Loe a2 (. uh moers. 
Ice lum to Lane an's inn repoir, 
this re lol ution =; 
He cheriiny a length; vi hair, 
Au tucesit in a bag. = 
Nor Coke nor Saikcid he rec 18, f 
But ges 11.0 we houſe 


Lad 10 an a gud: C'S raux rewards 


| Hi: Plant voter and bows. 
Adlcu, ye bobs ye bogs, give place ! 
Tal:  otiom cenie wmilcadt | 
Cant Lord tolle the ariuus Mays 
dress ne,? 
| | — 
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A BALLAD. 

« 'Trahit ſua quemque voluptas” 

ONT Lincoln to London rode forth our 
young ſquire. 


To bring down a wife, whom the ſwains might 
a'imire ; 


But, in ſpite o whatever the mortal could fay, 
I he goddeſs objected the length of the way 


To give up the opera, the park, and the ball. 


For to view the ſtag's horns in an old country 
hall; 


To have neither China nor Iudia to ſee ! 
Noi a laceman to plague in a morning—not ſhe ! 


To fotſake the dear play-houſe, Quin, Garrick, 
and (live, 


Who by dint of mere humour had kept her a- 


| live ; | 
To forego the Eull box for his loneſome abode, 


* 0 heavens ! ſhe ſhould faint, ſhe thould dic on the | 


road; 


To forego the gay faſhions and geſtvres of France, 


And leave dear Auꝑ uſte in the midit of the dance. 
Ad Hflarlequin too !—'rtwas in vain to require it; 

And ſhe wonder'd how tolles had the face to de- 
1 ſire it. 


She might yield to reſign the ſweet-ſingers of 
Ruck holt, | 

Where the citizen- matron ſeduces her cu kold; 

But Ranela gh toon would her fontſt. pe recal, 

: —_— _, 4 the _ and the — Vaur- 


town, 


has ſhe calk' d like 4 wit, and he look d like a 


; clown ; 
But the while honeſt Man deſpair'd to 
22 with a coronct trail 'd — to Tu ced. 


7. 


. 


| STENDER' Ghoſt, Vide ie Shale I 
: 4 5 with the footmen ſtuck behind.“ 
Poor »lcnder's gholt, that whimpering « cried, Ms 


ENEAT:1 a church-yard yew, 
Decay'd and worn with age, 
At duſk of eve methou ht | ipy'd 


O {wect, O {wect Anne Page : 


| Ye gentle barde | ive ear! 
Who talk af amorow 12ge, 
Who loi! the | iy, rob the roſe, 
Come icarn of mc tv wer p your woes : 
QU tut, Oiwit Aune rege! 


Why ſhows luch Kbour'd trans 
Your lormal Mluſe eng ge? 
Ineser dream d of flame or dert, 
Tha: Hr deny breait or picrc'd my heart, 


But ſigh'd, U tw.ct anne Pa e! | 


And , ou ! whoſe love-fick minds 
No med ciue can eſff::,c 

Accu e the lecch's art lo m re, 

Buc |. vr: of lende to dep ore; 
O 1iwcct, U tweet Aunc vage 


ſuccecd, 1 


A 
| | Who talk of fetters links, and chains, 
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nd ye ! whoſe ſoals are held, 


Like linne s iu a cage! 


| 4\ttend and imitate my ſtraius? 
O ſrreet, O ſweet Anne Page! 

And you who boaſt or grieve, 
What !'.rrid wars we wage ! 


101 wounds receic'd [rum many ail eye, 


Ye: mean as | do, when | ih, 
O ſweet, 0 fre:t Anne Page ! 


Hence every fond conccic 
Ot ſepherd or of ſage - 
"Tis Stender“ s voice, tis Slender's way 
F.xpreſſes ail you have to ſay, 
O ſweet, O iweet Anne Page! 


— 


v 1DIOUS. Mane. 


The I'N 

Fortune ! if my prayer of o!d 
5 Was ne'cr ſolicitous for gold, 
With better grace thou may' ſt allow 
My ſuppliant wiſh, that aſks it now. 
Yet think not, goddeſs ! ! I require it 
For the ſame end your clowns deſire it. 
In a well made effequal ftring, 
Fain would I ſee Lividio ſwing ! 


Hear him, from Tyburn's height haranguing, 


But ſuch * cur's not worth one s hanging, 


Give me, O goddeſs! ſtore of elt, 
himſelf. | 


| And he will _ the — 
To be ſure ſhe could breathe a no where elle dort in 


The Paier of an EQU IPAGE. | 


4 te ole, non habere, 


Et regem * Ole non habere. Maur. 
„dn friend, amidſt the throng, 
Whole coach it was that trail' d along : 

The gilded coach there — don't ye mind ? 


O Sir! ſays he, what | han't you ſeen it ? 2 
 *Tis Damon's coach, and Damon in it. 


| "Tis odds, methinks, ycu have forgot | 
| | Your friend, your neighbour, and—what not ! 


Your old acquair.tance Damun 12 True; 


But ſaith his equipage is new.“ 


Bleſs me, f.id l, where can it end? 
What ma nes has polleſs'd my fricnd ? 


| Fourpowder'd flaves, and thoſe the talleſt, 


Their ſlomachs doubtleſs not the n h 
Can Damon's revenue maintain 
In lace and food, ſo large a train? 

I know his lan:!—each inch of ground—j 
Tis not a mile o walk t round 

If Damon's whole eſtate can bear 

To kecp his lad aud cne-horſe chair, 

I own tis paſt my comprehenſion.” 


| 


Yes, vir, but Damon has a peufion— | 2 


a 
| 
| 
' 


He grows aimſelf the worlt of ſlaves. 
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Thus does fa'ſe 2mbition rule us. 
Thu +: mp delude, art {ally tool us; 
Ta keep a race of flickering knaves, 


— — — 


Hivr ſrom VOI T U RE. 


ET Sol his annual jomneys run 
And when the radiant taſk is done, 
Conſeſs throuzh all the Glob::, twouid pole him 
To match the charms that Celia ſhews him. 


And ſhould he hcatt he once had fecn 


As juſt a form, as bright a mien, 
Let mult it ſti'l for ever poſe him, 
By match—what Celia never ſhe him. 


INSCRIPTION, 


 - the memory | 
Of A. L. Eſquire, 

Juſtice of the peace for this county ; 
Who, in the whole courſe of his pilgrimage 
Throvgh a trifling ridiculous world, 
Maintaining his proper dignity, 


; Notwithſtandiog the ſcoffs of ill-diſpoſed ns 


And wits of the age, 
That ridiculed his behaviour, 
Or cenſured hi- breeding; 
Followi ing the dictates of nature, 
Deſiring to eaſe the aſſiicted, 55 
E. ger to ſet the priſoners at liverty, x 
Without having for his end 


the world. 

(As he was ſcen to perform them of none) 

| But the ſole relief and 3 | 

Of the party in diſtreſs; 

FHimſelf reſting eaſy | 

Wen he could render thatſo; _ 

| | Nor zriping, or pinching himlſe'f, 

Io hourd up ſuper fluitics; N 
Not coveting to keep in his pull ſſiun | 


But charita ly difuſin; g it 
To all round about hm: 
-oving the muſt torrow ful CUUNLCNANCE 
To ſmiie | 
In his preſence; 
Aways beſtowing more tl · an "he was „ed, 
Always imparting beſore he was ddelred; 
Not proceeding in this menner 
Upon every trivial ſuggett:on, | 
But che moſt mature and folemua deliberation ; 
With an incredible preſ-nce and uu. auntednels 
of mind; ; | 
With an inimitable gravity and f 
| of face; | 
Bidding loud defiance | 
To politencts and the fa hion, 
Dared let a . 


rn 


| 


. The noiſe, or report ſuch things generally cauſe in | The cares are cut—come deal again— — 


No good comes on it When one liugers— 


Juſt what yuu le. -und you deipiie, 
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TAVE you ne'er 1 my gentle fquire, 
The humours of your kitchen fire? 


Says Ned to Sol, I lead a Ipade. 
Why don't ye play the gir!'s afraid 
Play ſomething—any ching but play— 
is but to paſs the time away 
Phoo— non ſhe ſtands—biting her nails 
As though ſhe play'd for half her vai 
Sorting her cards, hagling and pick! * | 
We play for nothing. do us chicken? 


That card will do — blood never doubt rity 
It's not worth while to think about it.” 


Sal thought, and tiiought, and miſs'd her aim, 
and Ned, ne'er ſtudyiug, won the game, 


Methinks, old t:iend, *tis wondrous true, 
That verſe 1s but a game at loo. 


| White many a bard, that ſhew: ſo clearly 


He writes for his amuſement merely, 


ls knowu to ſtudy, fret and toi: ; 


und play fer nothing, all the while: 
Or praiſe at moſt, for wreaths of yore 
Ne'er ſignify d a farching more: 
Till, having vainiy toil'd to gain it, 
| He ſees your flying pen obtain it. 


Through ſragrant ſcenes the triſler roves, 


And hallow'd haunts that Phœbus lov. 8: 

| Where with ſtrange heats his boſom glows, 

And myſtic flames the God bello WS. 

_ } You now none other fame require, 
Than a good bluzing parlour fire; 


Write verfes—to defy the ſcorners, 


| ihit-houſes and chimney- corners. 


Sal ſound her deep-laid ſchemes were vain— 


I li pay the cards come next my fiuger— 
Fortune could never let Ned loo her, 


When {hy had left it whol:y to her. 


Weil, now who wins —why, Hill che bne— | 


| For Sa: has loſt another game. 


** Pve done; (ſhe mutter'd) I was fayi ing, 


| It did nor ar. ufy my play in 
What gives more d ſquic:ude, than th 8 ty my piggy: 


Some folks will win, they cannot chuſe, 


But think or not thiak—tome muit lle. 
III may have we: a game or fo | 
| But chen it was an age ago— 

5 It nc'er will be my lot agauĩu 
| 1 won it of a baby chen — 


Give me an ace of trumps and fee, 


Our Ned will beat me with a three. 
is ali by luck that tur gy are carry'd 


Hc'il ſufler tor it, When he's mat ry' d.“ 


Thus Sal, with tears in cither eye; 
Whiie vict r Ned lat titteriug by. 


i hus l, long envying your — 


| And bene to write and ſtudy icls, 


Sate down and ſcribbied in a trice, 


Lou, 
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Von, who can frame 2 tuneful ſong, 
And hum it as you ride along; 

And, tratting un the king's high-way, 
Suatch from the hedge a lprig of bay; 
Acccpt this verſe, howe'er it flows, 
From one that is your friend in proſe. 


* Þatis this wreath, ſogrcen! ſo fair! 
Which many with, aud few muſt wear? 
| W'nich {ome. men's mdotence can gain, 
And frme men's vigilsne'er obtain? 
For what muſt Sal or poet ſve, 
Ere they engage with Ned or you? 
For luck in verſe, ſor luck at loo ? 


Ah ro! tis genius gives you fame, 
Ard Ned, TOR {kill, ſecures the "_m_ 


The POET and the DUN. 1741. 


 «& Theſe are meſſengers 
* That keliogiy — me what | am.” 
Snaxs. 


Fonts a dun in the morning and raps at my 


door — 


2 1 made bold to eal.— us a tvelvemonth and 


mon 
I'm ſorry, bejieve me, to trouble you thus, ſic, 


: but Jub wouid be paid, Sir, had Job been a mur- | 


ter.“ 


| Ay friend have but patience— Ay theſe are 


your ways.“ 


I Hive pot but one ſhilling to ſerve me two 4 


Lut ir—frr ytl ce take it, and tell your attorney, 
Ii 1 lan t paid your bill, 1 ha ve Paid for your 


wuruey. 


ve 4. new thou art gone let me govern wy | 


peliton, 
and calm) cunſider—ccnf der? veration! 


laue locks, = 
An! cor.nterfcat j joy in the pangs of the pox! 


What beggar s wile's nepticw, new Qarv'd and | 


Low Leaten, 


| w Lo, wanting to eat, ſears biet Nall 5 eat= 


_— 


Vi at porter, whit turn ſpit, can deem his caſe | 


hard h 


Or what dun boaſt of patience that thinks * * 


brd 


Well, Viliceve this peor trade, for no made can 
| bc pourer, | 


Tura Iuc-Luy, or COurt'er, or pimp, or procu- 


rer; 


er eve, and relpect, and good living, amd el, ; 


Ao wn LuMe pot Lg us port f) f= K. 


The audience, | 


— 


| 1 foribble till morn, when, 


Ah!] friend, 
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| One's credit, hoxever, of courſe will grow bet- 


ter; 


| Here enters the ſootman, and bring: me a leiter. 


„ Dear fir! I r.ceived your obliging epiſtle. 
Your fame is ſccure— bi the critics go whiſtle, 
I read over with wooder the poem you {nr me; 
Ard | muſt ſpcak Four praiſes, no ſoul mall pre- 
vent me, 
eve me, cry'd out every line 
Was ſtrong, was affecting, was juſt, was divine; 
All pregnant, as gold is, with worth, weight, and 
| beaurr, 


| And to hide ſuch a genius was—far ſrom your 


duty. 

1 boreſce that the court will be hugely delighted : 
Sir Richard, for wuch a leſs genius was krighted. 

Adieu, my good friend, and for high life prepate 


. Je; 
— 11 could ſay 1 much more, but you” re modeſt, l ſpare 


ye.” 


Quite fir'd with the Nattery, I call for my payer, 
and waſte that, and health, and my time and 


my taper 


— 


with wratk no ſmall 
ore, | 
Comes my o d friend the mercer, and raps at my 
| door. | 
"tis but idle to make ſuch * 
ther. 


- Fate, ſete his ercain'd us to plague one ano 
. | | 


| 
| 


— 


* ritten at an Inn at Hzurrv. 


; 0 thee, * r freedom! I ret;re 

T Frum llattery, cards, and dice, and din: 
Nor art they found in manſions higher 

Than the low cott, or humble mn. 


'Ti- here with boundleſs power I reign 3 
And every health which f begin, 


1] Converts duil pert to bright cha: npaigne 5 
What + Shore th.t nuit put, and mult put on | 


Such freedom crowns it, at au lun, | 


| l fly from pomp. i Ay from plate! 


| fly from t.lt-heod's fpecicus grin ! 
Freedom I love, and form I hate, 
Aud chuſe my lo-1ginys at an inn. 


Here, waiter | take my ſordid ors, 5 
Whick lacquen s cl{: might hope to win; 

It buys, what coucts have not in ttore ; 

It buys me fre-gvom at an inn. 


1 Whoe'er bas travei'd liſe's dull round, 
j VWhcrc'er his tages may have deen, | 


May unh to think he fill has found 
Ihe Warzen welcomc at an inn. 


A SIALLE, 
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\ HT vilage but has ſom-time fe.n 

The clumiy hape, the frizheſul inten, 
Tremendous claws, ard ſhagged hair, 

Of that grim rute yclept a bear? 

He from his dam. the learn d A:rce, 

Received the curious form you tee ; 

Who, with her pleſtic tongue alone, 

Praduc'd a viſage—like her own— 

And thus they hint, in my lic Faibion, 
The powerſul force of <ducation * — 
Perhaps yon crowd of ſwains is viewing 
E'en now, the ſtrange explants of ruin; 5 
V. ho play his antics, roars aluud ; 

The wonder of a gaping crowd ! 

So have I known an awkward lad, 

W 1oſe birth has made a periſh glad, 
 Ferbid, for fear of ſenſe, to roam, 
Ard taught by kind mamma at home; : 
Un- gives him many a well-try'd rule, 
With ways and means—tu play th: fool. 

In ſenſe the ſame, in ſta ure higher, 

He ſhines, ore long, a rural {quuie, 
Pours forth unwitty jokes, and (wears, 
And bawls, and drinks, but chicly ares : 
His tenants of ſuperior ſenſe 

Carouz:, and laugh, at bis expence; 
Ard deem the paſtime I'm rel. ting, 
To be as pleaſant, as bear-baiting, 


The cz 


i TALE 


IJ wil you pic aſe to walk bef we? 

—No, pray Ju — you are ne tue tur. 
— Ct pon mine honour. I Il not r— * 

Sir. I 'm at home, coul, er, Hir — 

+ Excuſe me, Sir, 1 . not go ya 

WH, if 1 mult be rude, I mug 

But yet ! wiſh I cou'd evad- 1 

is ſtrangely 2 be perl unaded 

So forward, cits ! go forward, ſquires !. ! 

Nor ſeruple each, what each aimites. 

_ Life ſquares not, friends, with your proceedin,s 

It flies, while you diſplay our breeding: 

Such breeding as one's granam preaches, 

Or {ome old dancing- maſler te aches, 

DO for ſome rude tumultuous fellow, _ 
Falf crazy, or, at leaſt, half mellow, | 
To come behind you unaw:12 | 
And fairly puſh you both Feat ſtairs ! 

But death 5 at hand—let me adviſe ye, 
Go forward, friends! or he'll _ 7e. 

| Beſides, how inſincere you are ! 

Do ye not flutter, lye, forſweer, - 

And daily ch and weekly pray, 

| And all iar thiz—to lead the way? 


* Of a fond matron's education, 


LARAMS « of PRECEDENT, 
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! Such it my theme, which means to prove, 
| That though we drink, or game, or iove, 
As that or this is moſt in fathion, 
Precedence is our ruling paſſtou. 

When college- ſtudents take degrees, 
and pay the b-adle's endleis fees, 
| What moves that ſcientiſic body, 
But the firſt cutting at a gawdy? 
und whence ſuch ſhoala, in bate conditions, 
That ſtat ve and languiſh as phyticians, 


IC. atent tu trudga the ſtreets, aud ſtare 22 


he fat apothecary” s Clariot ? 
But that, in Charlot's chamber ſee 
Moliere's ©* Medicin ma gre Tai” ) 
| Che leach, Rhowe'er his fortunes vary, 
Still waiks before tli apoth<cary. 


Flavia in vain has wit and charms, 


And all that ſhines, and all that warms ; 


in vain all human race ador: her, 


Fœ— Lady Rlzr/ raaks beſore her, 


O Celia, gentle Celia! tell us, 

Tou who are veither vaio nor jcalous! 
Che ſofteſt breaſt, the miideſt mien! 

Would you not feel fome little ſpleen 

Nor bite your lip nor furl your brow, 

If Florime!, your equal now, | 

Should, ond day, gain proceden -e of ye? 

Firſt ſerv'd—though in a diſh of coffee? 

Plac'd fir, although. where yon ate found, 

Youu gan the (yes of all around? 
Nam'd firſt, though not with half the fame, 

| flat waits my charming elia's Calc? 


Hard fortune ! bare ly to iuſpire 
Our fiz'd cteem, aud fund deſice! 
| Barely vwacre” cr you go, to pre 
Ihe ſource ot uniserial %% 
| Ver be cortent, abſery ut tus, 
Honour 's he c niiio of caprice : 
And worth, howe'er you Il. ave PUr-ued it, 
Nas no no power hut to le it, 
Yeu ll ind veur genera rehutat io: BE: 


— 


| A kind of ſapr lemental ſtation. 


Poor wilt Witi all his worth, cou! a c' 2. 
II. tells us, hope to lite a pete; 


So, to ſupply ic. wrote for far. : 


An} well the wit fecar'd his mth 


Ia common patriot has a dr fr, 
I Not quite ſo i7.nocent as Switt : 


In Britain's cauſe he raves, h labcurs; 
+ B's hone, kaich Have Pac: my 
bours, | 
For patriots may fomerime deceive, 

May beg their fc. end reluct aut Have, 

To terve. them in a higher ſpl: ro; 

"and drop their Virtue, to rt 1 r. 
As Lus: ian tells us, in his fulkion. 

How ſouls put off esch earthly pailon, 


N 


kr on El, um's flowery ttraud 
| Oid Charva ſuTer'e chem to tand; 


So ere we mtet a court's carcilas. 
No doubt out fouls muſt change their « refs; . 


5 1 nd ſouis there he, who, bound that way, 


„tire tlemlelres ten ties & GY 
. 1. 
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If then tis rank which all men covet, 
And ſaints alike and finners love it; 

If place, for which our courtiers throng 

So thick, that few can get aiong ; 5 
For which ſach ſcrvile toils are ſeen, 


Who 's happier than a king ?—a queen. 
Howe'er men aim at _—_ | 
"Tis a female paſſion 
Ks nos. heaux, — all meaſure 
Are charm'd with rank's extatic pleaſure 
Sir, if your drift | rightly ſcan, 
You'd hint a beau was not a man : 
Say, women then are fond of places ; 
T wave all diſputabie caſes, - 
A man perhaps would ſomething linger, 
Were his lov'd rank to coſt—a finger; 
Or were an ear or toe the price on t. 
He might deliberate once or twice on 't: 
| alk Gataker's advice on t, 
And many, as their frame grows old, 
Would hardly purchaſe it with gold. 


But women wiſh 7 ever; 

"Tis their whole life's ſupreme en ſeavour: 
I fires their youth with jealous rage, 
And ſtrongly animates their age. 

Pcrhaps they wouid not ſell out-right, 

Or maim a limb that was in ſight ; 


Yer on worſe terms they ſom=i imes chuſe it 1 


Nor ev'n in puniſhments refule it. 


Pre- eminence in vain you cry! 

| All ficrce and pregnant with reply. 
But lend your patience, and your ear, 
An argument ſhall make it clear. 
But hold, an araument may fail, 
Beſide my title ſays, a tale. 


Where Avon rolls her winding ſtream, 
Avon, the Muſes favourite theme! 
Avon, that fills the farmers' purſes, | 
And decks with flowers both farms and verſes, 
She viſits many a fertile vale— 

Such was the ſcene of this my tale. 

For tis in Eveſham's vale, or near it, 

That folks wich laughter tell and hear it. 
The ſoil with annual plenty bleſt 

Was by young Corydon poſſeſt. 

His youth alone | lay before ye, 

As moſt material to my ſtory: 

For ſtrength and vigour too, he had 3 
. And twere not much amiſs, to add them. 


Thrice happy lout ! whoſe wide domain 
Now green with graſs, now gilt with „ 
In ruſfet robes of clover deep, 
Or thinly veil'd, and white with ſheep ; 
Now fragrant with the bean's perfume; 
Now purpled with the pulſe's bloom, 
Might well wich bright alluſion ſtore me; 
hat happier bards have been before me! 
Amongſt the various year's increaſe, 
The itripling. own'd a field of peaſe; 
Which, when at night he ceas'd his labours, 
Were haunted by ſome female — 


+ 


Each morn diſcover'd to his fight, 
' he ſhameful havock of the night : 


Traces of this they left behind them, 
But no inſtructions where to find them. 


The Devil's works are plain and evil, 
But few or none have ſeen the Devil. 


4 Old Noll, indeed, if we may credit 


The werds of Echard, who has faid it, 
Contriv'd with Satan how to ſool us; 
And bargain d ſace tu face to rule us; 


But then old Noll was one in ten, 


And fought him more than other men. 
Our ſhepherd too, with like attention, 


May meet the female fiends we mention. 


He roſe one morn at break of day, 
And near the field in ambuſh lay: 


| When Io! a brace of girls appears, 


The third, a matron much in y ars, 
Smiling, amidſt the peaſe, the ſinners 


date down to cul their future dinners; 
| And, caring little who might own them, T0 
Made free as though themſelves had ſown them. 


Tis worth a ſag-'s obſervation, 


| How love can make a jeſt of paſſion. 

| Unger had forc'd the ſwam from bed, 
| His early dues to love unpaid! 
And love, a gol that keeps a pother, 
Ind will be paid one time or other, 
Now baniſh'd anger out of door; | 
nd claim'd the debt withheld before. 
anger bid our youth revile, 
_ | Love form' d his features to a ſmile: 
Lund knowing weli twas all grimace, 


'o threaten with a ſmiling face, 


| Hein f-w words expreſs'd his mind— 


nd none would deem them much unkind. 
The amorous youth, for their offence, 


_ | Demanyed inſtaut recompence: 


That recomp-nce from each which ſhame 
Forbids a baſhful Mule to name. | 
Yet. more this ſentence to diſcover, 


*Twas what Bet * * grants her lover, 


When he, to make the ſtrumpet willing, 


| Has ſpent his fortune—to a ſhilling. 


Zach ſtood a while, as twere ſuſpended, | 


1 And loth to do, what—ench intended. 


At len: th, with ſoft pathetic ſighs, 


4 The matron, bent with age, replies: 


'Tis vain to ſtrĩve—juſtice. know | 


| And our ill ſtars, will have it fo— | 
| But let my tears your wrath aſſuage, 
And ſhew ſome deference for aye! 


I from a diſtant village came, 


** old, God knows and ſomething lame; - 
___ | Andif we yield, as yield we muſt, 
| Dilpatch my crazy body firſt. | 


Our ſhepherd, like the P' rygian ſwain, 
When circled round on Ida's plain 


With goddeſſes he ſtood tuſpended, 


And Pallas's grave ſpeech was ended, 
Own'd what ſhe aſ d might he his cut /; ; 
But | aid the — to beauty. 


eHINSTIONE'S PO}.MS, 


ODE to be pecformed by Dr. Barrrur, 
and a Chorus of Hales-oven Citizens. 


The Infrumental Part, a Viol d' Amour. 
AIR by the Doctor. 
a WAKE! I far, awake good people 
5 A und be for once alive ant gay; 
Come let 's be merry; {cir the — : 
How can = ſteep, 


Whiilt 1 do play? how can you 
CHORUS 


Par lon. O! pardon, gre .* muſi⸗ 10 
On drowſy fouls ſome pity tak 
For won .c uu hard it is our condition, 
To drink thy ber, 
Thy ftrains to hear; 
To drink, 
o hear 
And k p awake! 


SOLD hy the DocTon. 


fleey, &c. 
S of C1TIZENS. 


Hear but this Urain— twas made by Lan- b 


de , ; 
A wicht of fell. and judgment deep! 
Zoom rs they” re gone — al, bring a candie— 
No here is one, and h. alle p- 
85  DVETTYTE. 
: Dr.— How cou. they o 
Whilft 1 do play ? 
| Sal.—How could they go! IWerlite muſic. 
| 20. Mould wks * 4 


cu2ID AND PLU TUS. 


; VW. N Ceia, 1 ove '5 wa 1 

| To rich ald Con: cz firit was marry d; 
And angry Curd came to know. 

5 Hi, ſhafts nal crr'd, his bow rr: 
He figh'd, le wept, he hung his head, 
Ou the cold ground, ful fad, he laid him; 
Whe:: P:utus. there by lortune led, : 
le this deſpouding p ight furvey d bin. 


And ſure, he cry'd, you'li own at lud 

| Your boaſted power hy wine c&c PTY 

Say, wretcheil boy, now all 3 paſt, 

How litt. e ſhe your <fforts herded. 

— with ſucceſs you woul'! ſſuil. 

: Gild, Yong? ter, doub y xild your arrows: 
Little the fcather'd ſhaſts avail, 


Thou wing'd from Mamma's doves and a ſpar- 
| rows. | 


What thovgh each reed, arrow grew, 
: Where Venus bath'd herieli; depend on't. 
*T were more for uſe, ſor beauty tao, 

A diamond ſparkled at the end on't. 


Peace, Plutus, peace the boy reply'd; 
Were not my arts by yours infc led, 
I could cach other power deride, 


And rule his urcle, unmoi;fhed, 
Vor. VII. | 


x 


1 Rec 3 from 


25 ti et truth and tend<cnet; 0 ar bre 
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See ander pair! no workVy views 
Ia Chioe s ger crous hreall reſided: 
Love bade her the ſpruce valrt chuſe, 
nd ſhe by potent love Wes guided. 
For this! ſhe qr:its her gr:l-len dreams, 
In her gilt roch ro more ſhe ranges: 
Aud her rich crinfon, bricht witch gems, 
For checks impearl'd with tears, ſhe chan» 
| ges 
| 'chovgh ſrdill Celia own'd your power, 
Ihiabenst fo mouſtreus my difyrace is: 
| You g.in'd this 2ymph—that very hour 
I gain d a ſcore iu diſſerent places 


EPILOGUE to the Tragedy of Cleone. 


dun 


| 


— 


9 


— 


— 


ELL. ladies - ſo much for the tragic ſtile 
nd voy the cuſtom is to make you ſmile, 
To mak w fue —mthirks I hear you fay— 
Why, whocimn help it, ai fo it. arg» a play? 
The Cap'ain gone three years —and then to 
lame 
The ſaul iefs contudt of his virtgous dame 
My ſtar- ! —what _ belle would hink it tree- 
on, 
When thus provok'd, to gige the brute ſome rea- 
| fon ? 
Out of my hon 


—_— 


ab > izhr, forſarch bran? 


| A Nonnen Witt had 6. 3 With ali my heart 


think not, 


But t 


h thty Sir, P!! go alone! 


Order yr ur coe con & me ſaſe to on. 


Give me my j-wels, wardrobe, and my maid 

Art pray tang care my nine: money be P. an* 
Such is the lanruage of each modiſh fair; 

| Yet mc mere, not of me-{-ra growth, declare 

Thu: time has dern when mol ity and truth 

Were decm'd a idittous to the charms of youth: 


: 


J 


| When women bid their necks, and veil'd their © 


feces, 
Nor Tum d. nor rak'd, nor ſar'd at public 
* 
Nor took tur ats of Amazons for graces : . 
Then plain Jon lic virtues were the mode, 
nd wives nc'er dreamt of nin abroad 


; Ty lov'd their chil Aren, learn” d no Aaunzing 
8 airs, | 


But with the jays rot: it 'd the cares. 
hote times ure v5 — re they me. it praiſe, | 


| B 
4 


—C. 


For marriage triumph Un toe gilden n days: 


By chaſte decorum they ae tion „aid; „ 
Dy uch aud fondneſs athens then von mant ain -d. 

T is yours, ye fiir to biin thoſe days acain, 
i And form 2 n the hearts of thou: Zi tleſs meu 
Make beauty's luſtre amiahle as hri. ht. 
Ind give the fond, as well as fenſe, delight; 

Fil 17 a fontaſtic a a te, 
That ſcorns the pr. 8. the pulpit, ard the Pave. 
"ths adorn, 
de marriage chain with tranſport all be worn; 
ng virgin rais'd into a vive 
Shall double all their joys, ther cares divide; 
Alleviate grief, compoſe the jars at ſtrife, 
And four che balm that Fycerers human life. 
mY: MORAL 


| 


5 


5 The firſt alarm a, if . waves her wings 1 1 
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MORAL PIECES. 


The JUDGMENT of HERCULES. 


1 dloominę ſpring deſcends from ge- 
nia! ſkies, 
By whoſe mild influence ind ant woners riſe ; 
From whoſe loft breath i: .lviian beauties flow; 
The ſweets of Hayley, or the pride of Stowe; 
Will Lytileton the rural landikip range 
Leave noiſy fame, and not regret the change ? 

Pleas'd will he tread the gard: 1's early ſce nes, 
And learn a mor il from the rig: greens ? 
| There, warm'd alike by Sol's enuv*::ung power, 
The weed, aſpiring. emulates the flower: 
The dreoping flower, its fairer charms diſplay'd, 
Invites, from yg: iteful hands, their gener ous atd : 
Soon, if none check th? invaſive fo 's 2 
The lively luſtre cf theſe ſcenes declines ! 
tis thus the ſpring of youth, the morn of life, 
ears in our minds the rival ſeeds of {irife, 
Then paſſion riots, reaſon then contends ; 
And, on the conqueſt, every bliſs depends : 
Life. from the nice deciſion, takes its hue; 
And bleſt theſe judges who decidz lik you! 
On worth lite theirs ſhall every bliſs attend?! 
The world their favourite, and the world their 
| inend. 

There are, who, blind to chought's * 
2 ray, | 
| As fortune gives examples, urge their way : 
Nor virtues foes though they her paths decline, 


And ſcarce her friends, though with her friends | 


they j Join | 
In her's, or vice's caſual road advance 
Let ſome more nobiy tcorn the vulgar voice ; 


choice, i 
When ripen'd thought, when re. ſon horn to reign, 
Checks the wild tu' uits of the youthful vein; 
While paſlion's lavwicls tides, at their eee! 
Olide through more uſeful tracts, and bits the 
land. 
Happieſt of theſe is he whoſe macchier. mind. 
By learling ſtccugbeen d. and by taſte rclin'd, 
In virtue's chu, ˖, elan d its carlieſt powers; 
Choſe virtue 's paths, aud irew'd her paths with 
Howers. 


The fitteſt to aduen cach art ſue brings: 

Iov'd by thar priuec whom every virtue fires; 

Prais'd by that lard whom every Vue ulpires: 

| Bleft in tuneful art, th. ſlocial fl.ne; 

In all that wins, in all that merits fame : | 

Twas youth's perplexing ftage his Joubes in- 
| ſpir'd, 

When great lcid-s to a grove retir' d. | 
Through the lone windings of « devious giade, 

Refign'd to thought, wita Ii: gering ſteps he 

Eray'd; 


'Bleft with @ mind to taſt* fircerer joys: 
Arn d with a heart cach faiſe one to dcipile, 


| In deep .ttention all his ming emp 


| 


3 —— ——ů 


SsHEN STONE S 


1 


—— 1 _ 


PCEMS. 


Dulious he ſtray'd, wich waveriag thoughts poſ- 


ſeſt 


Alternate paſſions ſtru: ling ſhar'd his bre ſt; 


Fhe various arts whi.t, human cores divide, 
lay d: = 


nxious. if tame an zual bliſs ſecur'd ; 


Or filent calc with (ofter charms allur'd. 
The ſylvan choir, whoſe numbers ſwerrly flow'd, 
he fount that murmur'd, and the flowers that 


blow d; | 
The ſilver flood chat i in meauders led : 
His glittering trcams along th* enjiven'd mead; 


The loothing breeze, and all thote heauties join'd, 


| Which, hill they p eaſe, eff: :minatc the mind, 
In vain ! while diſtant on a ſummit rais'd, 


| Th imperial towers of fame attrective blaz d. 
While thus he trac'd through fan proving | 


maze. 


| The ſeparate ſweets of plcaſure'and of praiſe ; 
| | Sudceu the wind a fragrant gale convey'd, 
And now a jw'tre gain'd upon the ſhade. 


At once, before his wo::derin., eyes were ſeen 
Two female forms, of more chin mortal mien. 


Various their charms ; and in their dreſs and ſzecy 
Euch ſcem'd to vie with ſome peculiar grace, 


Thie, whoſe attire leſs clogg'd with art appear ”% 
The ſimple ſweets af innocence endear'd. 


Her ſprightly bloom, her quick ſagacious eye, 


Shew'd native merit, mix'd with modeſty. 
Her air difſa<'d a mild yet aweſul ray, 


} Seve rely fweet, and innocently gay. 
Such the chaſte image of the martial maid, 


| In art! ts fehle of virgm white array'd ! 


| She let no Hortow'd roſe her cher ks adorn," 
Her bluſhing checks, that ſham'd the purple 


non. 


| | Bier charms nor had, nor dann artful foils, 

* 74 | | 
Thwyhtleſs, the ſinners or the ſaints of chance ' She tcopn'd the toys which rend · r beauty les : 
With judgement. fix, wah zcal purſue their | 


Or ſtray'd geſtures, or well-ractis'd ſmiles. 


She prov'd th” engaging chattity of reis; 
And while ſte chote in native charms to ſhine, 


| | Ev'n thus ſhe ſeen d, * more han ſcem'd, di- 


vine. 


| Ove modeſt emerald elach'd the rob the wore, 
' And, in her hand, th' imperial ſword ſhe bore. 


i Subume her height, maja ic was her pace, 
Ane 1a:ch'd the awfol honours of her face. 


The ſhi ths _ 0 vers, that deck'd che verdant 8 


2 wrov 


| Seem'd, whos 0 the trad, with riſing luſtre EE 


cron d. 
Still her approich with f ronger influence warm'd; 


She pleas d. wie diitant 3 ; but, when near, ſhe on 


ch. rm 'd, | | 
Zo ſtrikes the gazer's eye, the filver gleam 


Tnet glitter ng quivers o'er a diſtart ſireum: 


But fcom its b-nk we ſee new beauties riſe, 
aud, in its cr al boſom trace the ſki-s. 


M itn other harms the rival viſion giow'ds 


2 And from her dreſs her tintel beauties flow'd. 
A flutterias robe her pamper'4 ſhape conceal'd, 


And ſeem'd to ſhaw the charms it buſt reveal'd, 
Its form, cuntriv'd her iauity fize to grace, 
| its hue, to give ren luſtre e hier ace. 


: Yer made ſome iuint efforts, and firt al proach d 


So glaring Graughts, with tandry lufire bright, . 
Spring to the view, and ruſh upon tac ſi, zh : 


Wirts the calm arch, wud Pays the learcher' 3 


Where bleed the many to eurich the few : 
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Her plaited hair diſyuis'd with brilliant: g!ar'd 3 Induſtrious thou ſhalt Cupid's wars maintain, 
Mer cl. eks the ruby's neighbouring Iuſtce har” z; And ever gently fight his ſoft campa.gn. 


The gawey topaz lent its gay fupplics, His Garts alone ſhalt wield, his wounds endure ! 
And every gem that ſtrik:« » lala curious eves ; V. t only ſuffer, to enjoy the cure. 
Expos d her breaſt with foreign ſoceis per-] Vie d but to me—a choir of nymphs ſhall riſe, 
fum d, And fire thy breaſt and bleſe thy raviſh'd eyes. 


And. round her brow, a r ſeate Harland bloom' d.] Their beauteaus cheeks a fairer rofe ſhall wear, 


Soft :mi'ing, b.uſhing lips copceal'd her wiles ; A brighter lily on their necks appear; 
t ah! the bluſhes ortfvl as the frailes, = | Where fondly thou thy fvour'd head ſhall reſt, 
Oit-gazing on her ſhade, th' enraptur'd fair Soft as the down that ſwells the cygnet's neſt ! 3 


Decrred the ſubſtance well deſerv'd her care: © „ hite Phi:omel in each ſoft voice complains, 
Her thaughte, to others charms malig .. iy blind, | .ifluous ſtrains : 
Venter'd 1 n that. ard were to that conſin d. | Whiltt with each accent, ſweeteit odours far 5 
And if on others eyes 2g ance were throw, And ſpicy gums round every buſom telow. 
was but to watch tha influence of her own. Not the fam'd bird Arabian clmes adm re, 
Much like her guardian. fair Cyth- 'ra's3 Queen, | Shall i in ſuch luxury of ſweets expire. 
Wh. n for her warrior ſhe rcfines her mien; At floth let war's victorious ſons exclaim; 
Or When, to bleſs her He iun faveurite's arms, ln vain! for pleaſure is my real name; | 
| Thee ina fair 1 nyt -Orates her charms. 8 | Nor cnvy thou the head with bays 0 ergrown ; 7 
Mach like her pupil, Egypt's ſportive dame, No, ſeck thou roſes to adorn thy own : 
er areis cxpreflive, and her air the fame, For well each opening ſceuc, that claims * | 
When her gay bark o'er fiiver Cydnos roll'd, | care, 


And all th' emblazon'd ſtreamers wav'd in . Suits and deſerves the beaugeous crown I wear. 
Such it50e the viſion, nor turbore to move 


Let others prune the vine; the genial bo- 
| | Shall crown thy table, aud berge thr fol. 
Let vulgar han explore the brill:ant n. me, 
So the gay produce gitzer ſtill un thing. 
Indulg nt Bacchus loads his labouring tree, 


The fond contagiuus airs os lawlefs love. 

ch wantor: eyc deludin» glances ar'd, 
An amorous dimples on each chuck cenſpir'd. 
Litelefs her gait, and flow, with ſceming pain, 
Ste dragg'd her loitering tnbs along the plain; 


| me. 


the ſwain. For my lov'd train, Apollo! 5 piercing beum 


Fen 


fore flowly ch arms a Raphael's hafter air, of Oy y cauſe conſenting gods emplay* d, 


Nor init thole gouls, their bieſſiugs Uncnzay 41 
For thee the poplar %all its amber drain; 


Y 
Wrap's i in a vieasd 8 hs roc * | For :e, in clouded beauty, fpring the caue ; 

4 

1 

|. 

| 


vey'd Some coll iy rr ute every clime mal! pey ; 
The various charms of each attractive 1114: Seme charming treaſre every wind conveys  _ 
Alternate each he view d, and each àdmir d, bach object round ſome pleaſing scene hall | 
And found, alternate, varying ilame- ;nlpir'd. | _ yield; | 
Quick o'er their fort ms his eyes with pleelare | Art but thy dame, white pature decxs thy bell: 


ran, Of Cermth's order mau the fhructuie riſc ; 


When ſhe, who firſt app: oach'd kim b. ſt began, | The Hiring turrets glitter through the Renz | 


7 by cottly robe ſhall glow with Tyrian rays ; 
I rale all lparkir, ad thy car ſnh ll baze; 
9 Ver thou, whatever pomp the ſun dipiay, 

| Sitalt ou the amorous night excecds the day. 


« Hither, dear boy, circa th W | 
ayes; - 
"7: is kere the Jove'y vale of pie aſvre Hes. | 
Vehare no more, to me thy | ute rehgn; 


Each (weet which nature can dig ut is mine, . Wlieu niciting flutes, W : 
For me the nyniph divert ſiũes her power, _ 3 leres 


Springs in a tree, or blaoins in 2 tower; 1 
To picaſe my car, ſhe tunes the Lonet's trains ; Or, in tit lonian dance, ſome favourit- mid 


| To pleaſe my eye, with lities paints the pl.uins ; S 7 mproves the flame her khr x eyes convey'd; 


To form my couch, in moſſy; bed ſhe gruss; | ; kink, canſt thou quit a lou ing Deli $ arm, 
To gratify my ſn: ell. perfumes the . ; Jo fecd on virtue s vifionaty charms ; 
Reveals the fair, the fertile ſcene you tee, | Or ſlicht the joys which wit and yourd engage, 

| And ſwclls the vegetable worid, for we. | | | For the faint honour of a frozen ſage ? | 
| Let the gull'd fool the toils cf war purſue, | uo 0 find dull eavy ev'n tha hope A 


| And, where you toil'd tor glory, reap diſgrace? 


Where chance from courage claims the boaſted 0 think that beauty waits on thy decree, 
rize : And thy lov d lovelictt charmer pl̃ads with me. 


Where, thor ch Me give, * n eſt de- She, v hoſe ſaſt: mile, or Kea: ler x-ance ta move, | 


NC. | You vow'd thu . ud cxtremiti t Le; 
| 4b 4 | | is 


And, gnarding, gives. its cluttering [weets te 


Darts chroush the paliive gicle, and frames the | 


= 
{ 
i 


Wake tie way loves, and cite the young deſires ; - 


= 
* r 
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In whoſe endearments years, like m ments, ew; 
For whoſe cadearments mi liaus ſcem'd too few ; 
She, ſhe ir: plores; ſhe bids ther ſeize the prime, 
And tread with her the f1- wery tract of time 
Nor thus her love'y bocm of life beſtow 
On ſome cold lover, or inſultiog oc | 
Think, if again? that tenou:. thou conſt rebel, 
Where love y:t dwelt, and reaſon ſeem'd to dwell; 
What ftrony perfyaſi arms her ſofter babs! 
What ſull conviction ſparklis in her eyes! 


Sce nature ſmiles, and birds fulute the ſnatle, 
Where breathing jaſmin ſcreens the ſleeping maid: 
And ſuck her ch:-rms. as to the vain moy prove, 
Ambition ſecks more humble; joys than love ! 

There buſy toil ſhai! ne'er in vade thy reign, 
Nor ſciences perplex thy lahouring brain: 
Or none, but what with equal ſweets invite; 
Nor other arts, but to prolong delight: 
Sometimes thy ſan} prune ber tender wing, 
Te praiſc a per dant. or to grece a ring; 
To fix the drefs that ſuits each varying mien; 


To ſhew where beſt th: cluſtering gems are ſeen; | 


_ Tofizh ſoſt Nraias along the vocal grove, 

And tell the charms the ſweet elſecls of love ! 
Nor fear to find a coy diſdainful Muſe; | 
Nor think tle ſiſter weill their aid reſuſe | 
Coo! grots, and tiakling riilz, or ſilent ſhades, 
Soft ſcenes of leiſure! iuit th' barmonious maids, 
And al! the wiſe, ard all the grave decree 
Some of that ſacred train aily'd to me. 


But if more ip. cious eaſe thy wiſhes claim, 
And thy breaf pew wit': Faint defire of furney 
Some {o!ter ſcicnce ſhnall thy thoughts an. ue, 
And learn iH s name a ſolemn four? diſfule: 

To thee all nature's envious Rotes bring, 
Explain the beautie⸗ of an inſects v ing 3 : 
The plant, which rature, lets Ciffuſc! J king, 
Has to few climes with partial care conſin d: 
The ſhell ſhe ſcatiers with more carclet> air, 
And. in her frolicke, ſerms ferremety fr; 
Ihe worth that dazz ies in the tulip . eius, , 
r lurke bercath a pebb.c's various veins. | 


Sirep” $ d;wny god. averſe to war's alarms, 
Shall o'er thy head diſfuſe his ſofteſt charms; 
Ero anxious thought thy dear repoſe aſſul, 

Or care, my molt deuru ive ſoe, preve:l, 
Tie watery nymniis ſiall tune the vocal valcs, 
And gentle zephyrs harmonize their gales, 
For thy repoſc inform, with rival joy, 


Their frreems to murmur, an! their winds: to ſ. Zh. * 


Thus ſhalt thon ſpend the Fwenly flowing day, 
Ti loſt in bLfs tliuu breath'ſt thy ſou! aw? ys; 
Till the t Elyſian bowers of joy repair, 

Nor find my cherming iceues excel d there“ 


She ceas'd; and on a lily bank reclin'd, 
Her flowing rche wey'e wanton with the wird: 
One tender hand Fer dErooping h ad ſuſtains; 
One paints, exprefl ve. to the flowery plains. 
Soon the ſod youth perceiv'd her influence roll, 
Decp in his breaſt, to melt Lis many foul. 
At when Favonius Joins the ſolur blaze, | 
And each fair fabric of the froſt decays. 


— 


And with each bre-z0 
| Let gay Poumon+ ſtig!.: EL 
Ant chufe tr £5: ch fruits. the favom's gr Gu. 4, 
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He ſigh'd, he gaz d, fo ſreetly mii d the dame; 
| Yer, 6 Zheng. gazing f-em't] ro ſcorn his flame, 
And, eft as virtue caught his won tering eye, 

\ crim ſan bluſh con- lemu'd the riſing ligh. 
vas ſuch the ling: ring | rojan's ſhame hetray'd 
wh en Maia + fon the frown ef Jove diſplai'd; 


prove, 

For the ſoit re iyn of Dido, and of love. 
Thus ill with arduous oJory love cullpiresy 

| Soft tende: flames with hold unpetuous fires! 


And virtue, zcalous fair! thafz doubts improv'd. 
* Fly. fly, fond youth the too —— 
mani, 
Nor err, by Tuch fantaſtic ſcenes betray d. 
| Tkorph in my path the rugged thorn be ſeen, 
And the dry turf diſcloſe à tainter green; 
Though no gay r.:fe or flowery proddudt ſh.ie, 


| The b: irren lurface fill conceals the mine. 


[ach thorn that threatens, ev'n the weed that 
rows 

ln virtue's path, ſuſ erior ſweets beſtows— 

Vet ſhould thote boaſted, ſpecious toys allure, 

Whence could ford ſloth the flattering gifts pro- 
cur c? 

The v-rious wealth that tempts thy fond deſire, 

Tie I alone her greateſt for, acquire. 

from old ocean rob the treafur's. ſtore ; 

through each reꝑ ion, latent gms explore; 


| "Twas | the rupged brilliant firſt reveal'd, 


By numerous ſtrata det p in carth conceal'd, 


I'ris lite turfaco yet refine, and ſhow 


* — 


Tie maleft gem's intrinſic charms to glow. 


4 Ner iwe!'s the grape, or 1 'Tcs its feeble tree 


Without the firm {uprort- of indufiry. 


It |" Belts Ja tune th' harmonious gale, 
eternal ſvrects exhale; 
ihe plains around, 


"Fo, biefs he fertije vale ſhould virtue cealc, 


I | > Nor woily 1 ro », nen flow cry. law ns could Phaſe: 7 


Nor gay Po: nu 's luci. us grits evail, 
1 he cut d huimomou, or the ſpicy gale. 


Se f: thou von 55 in area Lu pomp 8 | 


43 Vnefe ryeged cliff Ecilorm tht <2curciing IK ice? 25 
is w Vence i'hebus all their moly ure 


7 : befe ſic!. 


Crains 


| And. too profuſely ſond, diſrobes the in? 


Venen | veuchtate to tread the barren foil, 
Thee rocks fetm lively, and thoſe deicrts ſmil-. 
Ihe ferm the Biicwy't, ww (very ſcene with cale 
Iran ofers its charms, anc every ſcene can ple aſe. 
When I have en th denn Taille. wilds appear'd ; 
And thc lone wind rer with my preſence char d; 
Thoſe chfie th+ exi.e ns with p.caiure view's 

nd call d the deſert bliſeſul ſolitude! 


Nur I atone to fuck extend my care 
| Fair-bioon-ir;g health ſurveys Fer altars there. 


| 


Brown ex<rciie wi.l lead tice wh re ſhe retyns, 


Soon, to his breaſt, the {fi haranguc convey's | 
Reſolvcs tov partial to the ſpecious maid, 


And with reflected luitre grid the plains. 
| Mick 


hen weulth. fame, empire, could no ** 


Some hov. ring doubt his ansious boſom mov'd, 


+ __ But grant we flat the ſcene herſelf has drawn, ES 
| 5 mofty grotto, and the flowery lawn; We 


— 


— ͤů 
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| with he r, in flower cf yeuth, and beauty“ price, ' Or active worth the! Lee war Wen : 


lier effsprivg, calm contert aud peace, relide. | Peace r- au 1er olive ſor iuduſtrion- Lroves; 

One ready offering fruits each neighkn ring ſluine; ' For earth, urculur 'd, yelds its En ſupplics: 

£84 al obey their laws, Vl. „ pred iir mine or Jie aven, its ſhowers without a lic ie. 
But health averſe ſrom flock s fauvoth region | Ser far bete ſuch groveimng » fcer.ts Gf arne, 

flies; | As lu! T PR ret! guz via * Uumbering dune. 

And, in * abſ-r.ce, pleaſure drop and Cics. | ler fricrd:, fr un all the toils of fu ue ſecure, 

Her bri, ant companicous, n. irth, delieht, repoſe, | Klas! in, 2lorious, gre iter toils endure. 

Emile whicre ſhe miles, and ficken wh k me » GEB. | : Doom'd all to moura, who in her caule engage 


A galaxy of powers! whole ſorms appear | A youth eorrvate, aud a P-itiiu} age; 
For ever he2:+ecous, and ſur ever near. | A ſickly fp mals, if n flics ; 3 
| Nor will ſof: meer ta flath.'s requ- ft i:ctine, | An, if ſe: lin er, irpotcutly viſe! | 
| He from her couckes flies ut Lid to inne. A thuuphticfs t:cin, who pamper d, Deck, and 
Vain is the ſparklirg bowl, the warbliop rata, 2 
Th' incentive ſong, tlic bene d viand vaink Þvite old sge, 2 1 revel you away ; 5 
| __ Where ſhe icle nt cl. reigns without control, tom lf“ Lf vizuur move the loud of care, 


And checks each gay excurſion of the t: Anil ity q late it where they tall cau bear. 
__Uamov'd, theugh heauty, deck'd in all its Sw. Whcu toten 14d, G:feas'd, for avi they iy, 
Grace the rick couch ard ſpread the ſult acms: M bat Kd refit. 2-n ma' the mind ſupply ? 


4 
| 
| 


Til; joyleſs induterce ſup geſts deter; | Whey, wich lol Lealth, what ſhould the Joſs al- 
Or craps are ſought to furniſh hanguil fires: I - Fa 
Such languid fires zs on the vitals Prey, | Fence, pruce is lt: u comfort! fs decay! 
| Barren of bl; „but ſertile of dee cay. bare to my t: 1cuds, V. hw youth, bas nen pleaſure 
As artful Jic ats. apply'd to thirſty lands, 1 Lie 8 
Produce no flowers, a bat debeſe rhe ins. A deeith's Gim c auties fate h. are heir ee, 
Put let lar Erallli her hearing finiles intpalt, | Virough Ceata's Cark villa floncry tracts are 
How facct is nature, how fap-etHhuu att ! ſcen. 


*Fis ſhe the ſountain's ready draught commons, T iyfcan han, and wrOVes lor ever green. 
And, ſmeoths the flinty couch w hich fortune Nude, li Ker tl. ir lives a reflue at glance they caſt, 
And when my hero {rom his toils retires, "| Fher'e 1s t*.< I hoon ho dan praiſe the paſt. 
_ Fills his gay boſom with unuſuil fires, | Lite Ev its bis for theſe, when paſt i its bloom, 
And, while co check, tht unh. nunded ; joy r. pre ve, | An vaithe rd rules works 2 late periume. 
555 Aids and reſinea tne genuin ſve: et- OL ove. h | Serc 1. e. ez! fal. com 1 ac d en rage, 
Nis faireſt proſpet riſiug tropics flame; Ii cm they ; he into the ore & age 5 he 
His ſwectell muſic is te voice of faineg = | 1 Or the ride v. 5 E leſs de i'd than casd; 


Pleaſures to fl th unknoun! ſue rover 3 More vu wan r 11 , al 2 we:ifen'd than . 
Ilow fair the proſpect, or how ſweet thy fund (ad. 


| | | ' Fort bh Cnr e. 15 e ine run. . 
See fame's gay f.ructure from yon ſuninl n age, ft range ruft tego 


4 e n f. an; 85 75 31 hg C3. 1, 
charms, i Ky hs hn "x bo RAS. af” "ma 
3 Tul! E 0 Gerten Rs eau: 
And fires the manly breat to arts or arm; 333 6 ys ; | 4 
; * ns fert 1 int bs £:-& tet CE [1 re 
Nor dread the ſicep aſcent, by M hic! you 112 E 162! we Ue towers (IL fare wil cuvi 
 .. & iO 4. FS. $5.6 LIES CL tle WL. CHVIOUS 
From preveling vaſes. co towers which reach tie fy Fi | K 
ö XS 
| cies. EO | 3 1 
5 | „ Ueltans kit, Rl is etent ane. | 
J.ove, fame, efteem.. "tis labour mu 7 acre "i Ct, hurt ru 25-4542 haf: olfeful towers 
Le fonlicy e Feprev;x of a rind fre! | Ib per . 8 tl. K. 2 AK: nt exports, 
To ix the frie::d, your {eyvice mud be Prom, x 0 I 


Cru feier i, Wi: 9524 . Ly — EA 4 7 dre LY 
hie „ 'N miſo +. GT =” cet. C4 bee. 

he turns lt del. lernen n K. an fs 5 ee, 
| An.! all thc Oc 21 Yu Fu) 28 


alt, cre n, tv'e your merit, 17's their own. | 
{hit wer, ding Oreuce 3 Gur Tocrrait muy ad- 
mite 


| 1. i Ates. | 
| That mme tal E=rds man ry 12165 r yeu their Ivre, 1 v 1 * 1nd 35 8 ait! ter ing pit. wave 
That bouks M.. J s. * caius n Your : ( (5 5 d 11 i a. "OUT. oo» Mrs z A int Dye; , | y 
| nam, 1 vd tl. us i: n Vit fe charmin viſions pl-cfe | b 
Such, fuch rc wards' tis til dene can * ! i Vee writ low wlory, and the be of "x l 
oy 5 Ard the forue column whic h di - ys ta via 4 42902 * 4 TIRES * 1:04]: Rate to pe, ( 
The conqucrur's n. me, dip ays the conq it too. oak Lop o 1 ic des and angus h after mine. : 
| | "Twas ſtow exper icnce, tediuus mil ref! taught | nur L's er fu res, nov jet the world exelaim. [ 
| Ail that cer nobiy pole, or bravely ſounbht. |) ly Moi, WAA Was thy glory, prev's thy 
* i was ſhe the patriot, fic the bard ren P). Mine. SAR | my 
In arts that ſet ve, protect, or ple; rat auL ind. ih cn nt no Aline infant ad ions ſir'd; k 
- Not the vain viiuvs of innciive fc 00's 3 Let ian crown what nfancy infip'd. | | 
| Not fancy's maxims, net Gpinion's rule, | let enero toll ren ird wil E. thy days, 
Fer forni' che man whole gencrous warmth ex- I tolo thy prime, apt eter.lz: thy pruiſc. | 
tcr.ds | . be be canoit that charins th! atteflin g age, - 
T enrich his country, or te {cr ve hir friends. o Lech tms ſhall generous hearts engage ; ; | | 


r.d 
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And with that myrtle ſhall thy Brine be crown'd, 
With which, alive, thy gracefu brows were 
9 bound: 
Till time ſhall bid thy virtues freely bloom, 
And raiſe a temple where it found a tomb. 
Then in their feaſts thy name ſhall Grecians 


join ; 

Shall pour the ſparkling juice to Jove's and thine, 
Thing, ws us d in war, ſhall raiſc their native fire ; 
Thine, us d in peace, their mutual faith inſpire. 


* through want of fight, may | 


And ſpleen, 8 induſiry, defame; 

And that, the honours given, with wonder view, 
And this, in ſecret ſadneſs, own them due : 
Contempt and envy were by fate defign'd 
The rival tyrants which divide mankind ; 

Contempt, which none, but who deſerve, can | 


bear ; 
While envy's wounds the ſmiles of fame v pair. 
For know, the generous thine exploits ſhall fire, 
'Thine age þ _ it ſuits thee to require. 
Lov'd by the gods, and, till their ſeats I ſhew, 
Lov'd by the good their images below.” 


| Ceaſe, lovely maid, fair daughter of the cies! | 
My guide | my queen, th" extatic youth replies. 

In thee I trace a form deſign'd for ſway ; 
| — nn may court, and kings with pride 

| obey, 

And, by thy bright immortal friends 1 ſwear, 
Thy Fair idea ſhall no toils impair. 

Lead me! O lead me where whole hoſts tus 
Thy form depreciate, and thy friends oppoſe ! 

Welcome all tuils th' inequal fates decree, 
While toils endear thy faithful charge to thee. 
Such be my cares, to b ind th' oppreflive hand, 

And cruſh the fetters of an injur'd land; 

Fo ſee the monſter's noxious life reſign = - 
Aud tyrants quell'd, the monſters of mankind ! 
Nature ſhall imile to view the vanquilh'd brood, 
And none, but envy, riot unſubdued. 

In cloiſter d ſtate let Telfifh ſages dwell, 

Proud that their heart is narrow a> their cell 
And boaſt their lazy labyrinth of rules, 
Far leſs the friends of virtue, than the fools: 

Let ſuch in vain thy favouring ſmiles pretend; : 

For he is thine, who proves his country's friend. 

Thus when my life well-ſpent the good enjoy, 

And the mean envious labour to deſtroy; 
When, ſtrongly lur'd by fame's contiguous marine, 
I yet devote my choicer vows to thine ; 2 
IK all my oils thy promis'd favour claim, 
0 lead thy favourite through the gates of fame! 


He ceas'd his vows, and, with diſdainſul air, 

i He turn'd to blaſt the late exulting fair. | 
But vaniſh'd, fled to ſome more friendly ſhore, 
The-conſcious phantom's beauty pleas d no more: 
Convinc' d, her ſpurious charms of dreſs and face 

*Claim'd a quick conqueſt, or a ſure diſgrace. 
Fantaſtic Power! whole tranſient charms allur 'd, 
While error's miſt the reaſoning mind obſcur'd : 
Not ſuch the victreſs, virtue's conſtant queen, 

ndur' d the teſt of truth, and dar'd be ſeen. 

Her brightning form and features ſeem' d to own, 


—— her intereſt, to be knen: 
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| And when his longing view the fair declin'd 
Left a full image of her charms bell ind. 
Thus reigns the moon, with furtive ſplendour 
crown'd, 


V hile glooms oppreſs us, and thick ſhades ſur- 
round. 


Languid and faint the mimic flames decay, 

And all the ſickening ſplendor fades away. 

The PROGRESS of TASTE. 
RE * 


| The FATE of DELICACY. 


A POEM on the Temper and Studies of the / Av. 
|  TwoR; and how p reat a Misfortune it is, for a 
Man of ſmall Lftate to have much TASTE. 


PART the FIRST. | 


ERHAPS ſome cloud eclips'd the day, 
V hen thus | tun'd my penſive lay. | 

© The ſhip is launch'd—we catch the gale— 

On life's extended ocean fail : 

For happineſs our courſe we bend, 


| Our ardent cry, our general end! 


| et, ah ! the ſcenes which tempt our care 
| Are like the forms diſpers'd in air, 
Still dancing near diforder'd eyes; 


And weakeſt his, who beſt defcrics ! 


Yet let me not tiny birth-right barter, 
| (For wiſhing is the poet's charter; 
All baris have leave to wiſh what's wanted, 


8 Though few el er found their wiſhes granted. 


Extenſive field; where pocts pride them 
In ſinging all that is de Keef eh 5 

For humble eaſe, ye powers ! I pray; 
| That plain warm fuit for ev was! 
And pleaſure, and brocade beſtow ; 


1 To flaunt it—once a month, or ſo. 


The firſt for conſtant wear we want; 
The firſt, ye powers! for ever grant; . 
But conſtant. wear the laſt beſpatters, 5 
And turns the tiſſue into tatters. | 


Where'er my vagrant courſe [ beud, 
Let me ſecure one faithful iriend. 
Let me, in public ſcenes, reqreſt | 
| A friend of wit and taſte, well drefs'd ; 
And, if I mult not hope tuch favour, 
A friend of wit and taſte, however. 
Alas! that wiſdom ever ſhnns 
To congregate her ſcatter'd ſona; 8 
Whoſe nervous forces well combin'd 
Would win the field, and ſway king.” 
The fool will ſqueeze, from morn to night, 
To fix his follies fuil in fight ; 
The note be ſtrikes, the plume he ſhows, 
Attract whole flights of lops and beaux; | 
| And kindred-fools, who ne er had known him, 
" moon's at the & iche z 3 end own him; 


But let the ſource of light its beams difplay, 
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b 1 firoll all unregarded by : 
This wards the jokes of every kind, 
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But ill-ſtarr'd ſenſe, nor gay nor loud, 
Steals ſoft on tip-toe through the crowd: 
Conveys his meagre form between; 

And flides, like pervious air, unſcen : 
Contracts his known tenuity, 


| As though ' twere ev'n a crime, to be: 


Nor ev'n permits his eycs to ſtray, 

And win acquaintance in their way. 
In company, fo m-an his air, 

You ſcarce are conſcious he is there, 


Till from ſome nook, like ſharpen'd ſteel, 


Occurs his face's thin profile, 
Still ſeeming, from the gazer's eye, 


Like Venus, newly bath'd, to fly. 


Yet, while reluctant he diſplays 

His real gems before the blaze, 

The fool hath, in its centre, plac'd 
His tawdry lock of painted paſte, 
Diſus'd to ſpeak, he tries his ſkill ; 
Speak« coldly, and ſucceeds but in; 8 
His penſi ve manner, dulneſs deem 4 


His modeſty. reſ:rve eſteem'd; 
His wit unknown, his learning vain, 


He wins not one of all the train. 
And thoſe who mutually known, 

In fr:endſhip's faireſt liſt had ſhone, | 
Leſs prone, than pebbles, to unite, 


Retire to ſhades from public ſight ; 
Grow ſavage, quit their ſocial nature; 


And ſtarve, to ſtudy mutual fatire. 
But friends, and favourites, to chagrin ren. 


| Allufions theſe of weaker ferce, 

And apter till the ſtalking-hortc ! 
O let me wander all unſeen, 

Beneath the ſanct ion of his mien ! 


As likes ſoft, as roſes fair! 


Empty as air-pumps drain'd of air! 
Wich ſteady eye and peace remark 
1 he ſpeckled flock that haunts the park *; 
Level my pen with wondrous heed 
| At follies flocking there to feed : 
| And, as my ſattire burſts amain, | 
See, feather'd foppery ſtrew the plain. 
f But when I ſeek my rural grove, 
| And ſhare the peaceſul haunts I love, 
Let none of this unhallow'd train 
| = ſweet ſequeſter'd paths proſane, 
t may ſome poliſh'd virtuous friend, 
| E the ſoft · winding vales deſcend ; 
And love with me inglorious things. 


And ſcorn with me the pomp of kings, 


. And check me, when my boſom bu, na 


For ſtatues, paintings, coins, and urns. 


For I in Damon's. prayer could join, | 
And Damon's wiſh might now be mine — 
But all diſpers'd! the wiſh, the prayer, 

Are — to mix 1 common air. 


N PART "TUE © SECOND. 


Find counties, countries, ſeas between _ >$== 


Meet once a year, then part, and then 


Retiring, with to meet a; ain. 


Sick of the thought, let me provide, 5 


Zome human form to grace my ſide; 


At hand, where er | ſhape my 8 ; 


An uſeful, pliant, ſtalking-horſe 


No geſture free from ſome grimace 


No ſeam, without ics ſhare of Jace ; 


But, mark'd with gold or ſilver Gaben 


Hint where his coat was piec'd together. | 
His legs be lengthen'd, t adviſe, | 
And ftackings rol!'d abridge his thighs. 85 
What thou h Vandyck had other rules, 
What had Vandyck to do with fools? 
Be nothing wanting, but his mind ; 
Before, a ſolitaire; behind, 
A twiſted ribbon, like the wack. 
Which nature gives an aſs's buck. 
Silent as mi night ' pity twere 
His wiſdom's lender wealth to ſhare ! 4 
And, whilſt ja flocks our tancies ſtray, 
To wiſh the 


man's lamb away. 
This form attracting every ce 


As an umbrella ſun or wind; 

Or. like a ſponge, abſorbs the les, 
Aud pettiienti 4ſumes of malice; 
Or, like a ſplendid ſhicld, is fit 

To ſcreen the temp'ar's random wit ; 
Or what ſome ge'itler cits let fall, 

Os ab che qualh the lezden Lol, 


o. happy once was e g lot, 
While yet romantic ſchemes were not 
Er e yet he ſent his weakly eyes, | 


To plan frail caſtles in the ſkies ; 


Forſaking pleatures cheap and common, 

To court a blaze, fill flitting ſrom one. 
Ah happy Damon thrice and more, 

Had taſte ne'er touch'd thy tranquil ſhore i | 
Oh! days ! when to a girdle ty'd 

Ihe couples jingle at h. s ſi dle; 

And Damon ſwore he would not barter 

The ſporttman's girdle, for a garter? 


Whoever came to kill an hour, 


| Found eaſy Damon in their power; 


Pure ſocial nature all his guide, 


- bs Damen had not a grain of pride.” 


He wiſh d not to elude the ſnares 


7 | Which knavery plans, and craft prepares; = 
| And win their univerſal ſmiles: 
= | For who are chearſul, who at eaſe, 


But rather wealth to crown their wiles: 


But they who cheat us as they pleaſe ? 
He winked at many 2 groſs deſign, 


| The new-fallen calf might countermine 


Thus every fool al:ow'd his merit; 

„es! Damon ad a generous ſpirit 1” 
A coxcomb's jeſt, however vile, 

Was ſure, at leaſt, of Damon's ſmile : 


That coxconib ne'er denied him ſenſe 5; 


For why, it prov'd his own pretence ; 
All own'd, were modeſty away, 


| Dimon could * as much as they. 
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When wine and folly cxme in ſeaſon, 
Damon nt er trove to fave his reaſun; 
Obnoxious to tie mad uproar: 
A ſpy upon a hoſtile ſhore ! 
*Twas this his company endear'd : 
* Mirth never cane till he appc ar'd: 
His lodgings—every drawer could (how che; 
The flave was kick d, who did not know them, 
Thrs Damon, Sudiens of bis eaſe, 


And pleaſing all, whom rirth could pleaſe; » 


De fy'd the worl l, like idle Colley, 
To ſhew a ſofter word than ſoliy. 
Since wiſdom's gorgon-ſhicld was known 
To ſtare the gazer into ſtone ; 
He choſe to truſt in folly's charm, 
To keep his breaſt alive and warm, 
At length grave learning's ſober train 
| Remark'd the triſler with Gif. ain; 
The fons of taſte contemn'd his ways, 
And rank'd him with the brutes that graze; 
While they to « obler heights aſpir d. 
And grew below d, eſteem'd, adwir'd. 
Hence with our youth, not void of ſpirit, 
His old companions loſt their merit: 
Aud every kind well-natur'd fot 
Seem'd a dull play, without a plot; 
Where every yawning guelt agree, 
The willing creature ſtrives to plcaſe : 
But temper never could am uſe; 
It barely led us to excul: ; ; 
Tas true, converſing they aver'd, 
All they had ſeen, or feit cr heard: | 
A alents of weig zbt! for wights like theſe, 
Ihe law might chuſe for witnelT 5: 
t ſure th” atteſting dry narration 
ſuits a judge of converſation, 
„What were their freedoms ? mere excuſes 
To vent ili-manners, blows, and bruiſes. 
Vet freedom, gallant freedom ! hailiag, 
At form, at farm. ir ce ſlant railing, 
Would they examine each offence, 
Its latent cauſe, its known pretence, 
5 PunQilio ne'er was known to breed them, 
0 ſure as fond prolific freedom. 
Their courage! but a loaded gun; 
Machine the wiſe wenid wiſh to ſaun ; : 
Its guard unſa e, its lock an ill one, 
Where accident might fire and kill one. 
In ſhort, diſguſted out of meaſure, 


Through much contempt, and dender plcaſure, 


lis ſenſe of dignity returns; 

His native pride his boſom burns; 

He ſeeks reſpect - but how to gain +8 

Wit, ſocial mirth, cculd neer obtain it; 
And laughter, where it reigns uncheck'd, 

Diſcards and di ſũpates re! pect. 

The man who bravely bows, enjoy it; 
But ſkaking hands, at once, d&&citroys it. 
Peccarious plant, which, freſh and gay, 
Shrinks at the touch, and fades uway! 
Come then, relerve! yet from thy train 

Baniſh contempt, and curſt diſdain. 
Teach me, he cry d thy magic act, 

To act the decent diſtzut pax: 


* Pciſtcrous mirth. 
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To huſband well my complaifance, 
Nor let ev'n wit tuo for advance; 
But Mule calm reaſon for my theme, 
la thete her royal realms fupreme ; 
| And o'er her charms, with caution ſhown, 
| Be ſtill a graceful nmbrage thrown ; 
And each abrupter period crown'd, 
With nods. and winks, and ſmiles Nn 
Till, reſcued from the crowd beneath, 
No more with pain to move or breathe, 
I r.ſe wich head elate, to ſhzre 
| Silubrious draughts of purer air. 
Reſpect is won by grave pretence 
Ard ſence, ſurer ev'n than ſenſe — 
"Tis hence the ſacred zranveur ſprings 

| Cf Faſtern— and of other kings 
Or hence this awe to virtue due, 
| While virtue's diſtant as Peru? 
The ſheathleſs ford the guard diſplays, 
Which round en its its dazzling rays: 
The ſtately fort, the turrets tall, 
| Portcullis'd gate, and battled wall, 

Leſs ſcreens the body, than controls, 

And w:rds contempt from royal fouls. 

The crowns they wear but checks the eye, 

Before it fondly pierce to dig; 
That dazzled crouds may be employ'd 

| Around the I riace of—the void. 
O! "us the ſtateſman s craſt profound 
Jo ſcatter his amuſc ments round! 
To tempt us from the conſcious breaſt, 
Were full-edy'd crimes enjoy their neſt. 
Nor av es us every worth revral'd 
30 deeply, as each vice concea!'d. | 
The lor. ly log, diſpatch'd of yore, 
| That the frog people might adore, 
With guards to keep them at a ditinc e. 
| Had relyn'd, nor wanted wit's aſſiſtance: 
| Nav—hui addrefſes from his nation, 


* 


1 In praiſe of * 


——_— 


PART Tug n | 


Hr 1 fires of aw were o'er, 
And fame and ſinery pleas'd no more ; 
Pradu dive of that general itare,, 
Which cool relledtion ili can bear! 5 
Aud, crow«s commencing mere vexations 


I Retirement ſent its invitation. 


Romantic ſcenes of pengant hills, 
In. verdaut va'es, and falling rilis, 
un: moſſy banks, the ſi ads adorn, 


| Where aon. imple ſwain, was born, 


The Dryads rear'd a thady grove; 
Where ſuch 2s thinl:, and ſuch as love, 
X&lay ſafely ſich their ſu:nmer's day: 
Or muſe their ſilent hours away. 
| The reads tik'd the climate well; 
And tauglit the level plain to ſwell. 
In verdant mounds, irom whence the eye 
ATi ighe al their larz: r werks deſery. 


$ 
3 

| 

: 

ö 


— — — — 


There her cam dic at 
Disact., ſtri e why lilkening ar: 
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The Natads pour'd their urns aroun . l. 
Frem nodding rocks v'er val. s profound. 
They fem d ii eit ſtreams to p caſc the view, 
2 nab Ac them wind, as lerponts da: 
A. hv ng ſhewn them where to Tray, 
Th < - iit | pebbies in their wiy 

rele 7 ncy, all-fagicious nail, 


Mr ar ther fovernt tall fury-- d 


Sh. > LIL aud fail” d: all« 4 ft woul: 1 lt ad 
O ©: Dwunon's foor o'cr hr | and mea; 
There, with dr pt vs fin; ger, trace 


Ihe genuine heautics of the place; 
And & hu h. «ll its i. M- had ſhewn, 


Preſcribe un; re veme nts af her on. 


« 3cey-mtcr hill, ſo xrevn, ſo round, 
Its brow u th En Ee "I ches cruwn'u 1 
would weil become tiiy gent e care 


To 6aife a dume to Venus there : | 
: Pieac'd Hulu the nymph tiiy zeal furv-yy 


And Venus, n thei ar ns. re pay. 

Tas ſuch a ſnade, an ſuch a n»ok, 

In ſuch a vale, nea” ſu h a rook; 

From uch a rocky fi gment :prinping; 
Thu: am d \ pv o che, ro fi x in. | 
” Here let an alt ur wrought with art 

Eg. thy tan ful pa ron', heart | 
Ho charming there .o muſe and warble 


B neath his bu® o reathing marble ! 


Wich laurel wreath and manic lyre, 
1 hat crown a poet's vaſt de tire. 
Then, near it, fcoop the vaulted cell 


Where awſic's charmin maids may dwell; 

Pran e to in lulge thy tender paſſinn, 

en: make thee many an aſſignation. 
Deep w tte rove's obſcure retreat 


Be vlc“ xlinerva's ficred feat ; 
There t her wut urcets riſe, 

(lor wifdom flies from vulgar eyes :) 
galt thou hear 


And wiv wou ſhun the pleaſing hide, 


2 To la © Mera for his nuightuuy ? 


In ſkier, o hirm'd cach wild luggeſtion, 


Its truth w little call'd in queſtion : 


And Danon rant he law the fawns, 


And Nymphe, diſtinaly, ſkim the lawns; | 


Now trac'd aid the trees, and then 
Loft in the circling ſhaces again. 


V ich cer enn their lover 5 | 
And Cupil—p.ntinz—and porſuing— 
_ Fancy, encharting fair, he cry d. 
Be thou my gucdess ' thou my guide 
For thy b. ight viftens | delpiſe 


What focs may thiuic, or friends adviſe, 
Ihe feignu'd concern, when toiks f 


Exp nce, time, ſtucy, caſt away: 


The real ſpicen, wich which they ee: 
Ipiraſe my te. f, and follow thee. = 
Thus glow'. F is breaft by fancy warm dz 


And thus the fairy landſſcip charm' d. 


Bur moſt he Lop d his conitant care 
Might win the favour of the ſair; 


And, wandering late through youder ghade, 
He us the f. . d- ſign betray d. 


Verl V. I. * The Muſes 


— 4 


41 
| Did Pall s in his counſeols ſhare ? N 2 


* Yedovcs! for whom I rear'd the grove, 

With melting lays ſalute my love! 
My Delia wich your notes detain, 
Or | .ve rear'd the grove in vain ! 
Ye fluwers' wich early ſpring ſupplies, 
D.ſplay at once your brighteſt ayes! 

Thar: ſue your opening charms may ſee; 
r what were eiſc your charms to me? 
Kin.i Z-phyr! *rulſh cach fragrant flower, 
nd ſh: its od ure round ray bower ; 

Or ne er ag n, gentle win 11 | 
Shell I, in thee r freſhment fiad. 
Ye n if e er your banks I lov'd, 
lf c'er your native ſouuds unprov'd- 

May each ſoft murmur ſoothe my fair; 
Or. oh, twill Coepcu my deſpair! 
8. fare. ye wiliows you b- ſeen 

Arrzy'd in liv lieſt robes cf green; 
Or i will ter your flighted bougha, 


— 


und iet the fade arunnd my 8 
und chou, my grot! whole ionely bounds 


he mel wcholy pie ſurrounds! 


: | May ſhe admitre the peaceful gloom, 
Or thou ſhalt prove her lo er's tomb.“ 


Aud now the lofty dom<s were rear d; 


Loud laugh d the '{quires, th- rabble ſtai d. | 
| * Se. ueighbours, what our Damon 's doing? ; 
| 1 think tome folks are fond of ruin! 


law his ſh. p at random ftrag— 


5 | but he has thrown his crook away— 
And build ſuch huts, as in foul! weather, 


Are fir for ſheep nor ſhepherd neither.“ 


' Wheunce came the ſober ſwain 064 3 


Why, P.œhus pur it in his head. 
| Phoebus befriends hi n, we arc told; 


| and Phœbus c ins bright tons of * | 


' . were prudent not to be fo vai! on't, 


| i thiniic he'li never touch a grain on't. 


Aud i, from Phœbhus, aud lus Mule, 


| Mere earthy lazin:f. enſucs; 


is plain, tot auglit that | can (ay, 
The Devil niſpites, as weil as they. 

Su they— ile fonts of grofſer kind, 
L: is weeung what our bard deſign'd, 
lipuce tis —— to real evil; 


"Chit in theſe haunts he met the De = 


He owu'd, though cheir advice was vain, | 
lt ſuiicd wiyhts wie trod the plain: 


| ror dulneis— though he might abhor t. 


in them he made allowance for it. 
Nor wonder'd, if, beholding mottos, 


1} Ard urns, and dom es, aud ce le, and cotton, 


Folks, little dreaming of the Muſes, 


| Were piagu'd to "ucts their proper u.cs. 
But did the Muſcs haunt his cell? 


Or in bis dome did Venus dwell? 


1 he Delian God reward Eis prayer ? 


| Or cid his zeal engage cha fur ? 


hau all the ſlructures hone coraptent ; = 
Not muck convenicut, won ious acat ; 

\ corn d wita giivung, painting, planting, 
nd ths fair gue; aloue were waning; z 
Ah, me! twas Damon's own conf«llios) 


| Came poverty aud took Nen. 
| 


Ce  B4RD 
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PART rar FOURTH. 


HY droops my Damon, whi'iſt he roves 
7 hrough ornamented meas and groves ? 
Wer vale, obeliſks, and ſpires, 
Which every critic eye admires ? 
*Tis poverty, deteſted maid, 
Sole renant of their ample ſhade ! 
»Tis ſhe, het robs him of his eaſe ; 
And bids their very charms diſpleaſe. 
But now, by fancy, long controul'd, 
And with the ſons of taſte enroil'd, 
He deem'd it ſhameful to commence 
Firſt miniſter to common ſenſe: 
Far more elated to purine | 
The loweſt taſk of d- ar vertü. 
And now behold his lofty ſoul, 
That whilom flew from pole to pole, 
Settle on ſome elaborate lower; 
And, like a bee the ſwee's devour ! 
Now, of a roſe enamour'd, prove 
71 he wild ſolicitudes of love 
Now, in a lily's cup enſhrin'd, 
Forego the commerce of mankind ! 
As in theſe toils he wore away 
The calm remainder of his day; 
_ Conducting ſun, and ſhade, and ſhower, 
As molt might glad the new-born flower, 
So fate ordain'd before his eye 
Starts up the long-ſought butterfly ! 
While, fluttering round, her plumes unfold 
Celeſtial crimſon, dropt wich gold. 
Adieu, ye bands of flowrets fair! 
The living beauty claims his are, 
For this he ſtri or bolt, nor chain, 
Could Damon's warm purſuit reſtrain. 
dee him o'er hill, moraſs, or mound, 
Where er the ſpeckled game is found, 
Tough bent with age, with zeal purſue; 
And totter towards the prey in view. 
Nor rock, nor ſtream, his ſteps retard, 
intent upon the bleſt reward! | 
One vaſſal fly repays the chace ! 
 Awing, a film, reward the race ! 
_ Rewards him, though diſeaſe attend, | 
Aud in a fatal fur'eit end. 
Bo fierce Camilla ſkimm'4 the plain, 
Smit with the purple's pleaſing ſtain, 
Fhe ey'd intent the glittering ſiranger, | 
And knew, alas! nor fear, nor ot 
_ Till deep within her parting heart, 
__ Malicious fate impell'd the dart! 5 
How ſtudious he what favourite food 
Regale dame nature's tiny brood ? | 
What junkets fat the filmy poeple ! 
4nd what liqueurs they chuſe to * 


Behold him, at ſome criſe, preſcribe, 

And raiſ. wiln drugs the fickening tribe ! 

Or haply, when their ſpirits fau'ter, ; 

Sprinkling my Lord of Cloyne's tar-water. 
When nature's brood of inſects dies, 

See how he pimps for amorous flies! 

See him the timely ſuccour Ind her, 

And helps the wanton to engender | 


To fix the worſt coquette alive. 
| | Havelong purſued the ſaithleſs dame; 
| | And date her frown, and flight her ſraile. 


With radiatic purpie edg'd around, 


And few, but with regret, aſſume 


Ah! ler not me by fancy ſteer, 


We ſhure her 


A train of pleaſing — ſucceed ? 
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Or ſee him guard their pregnant hour; 
Exert his loft o>ſtretic power: 


And, lending each his lenient hand, 
With neve- born grubs enrich the land! 
*O ins! what poet's loftieſt lays 


| Can match thy L-bours, and thy praiſe, 


Immortal ſage ! by fate decreed 
To guard the mach's illuſtrious breed; 
Till fluttering ſwarms on ſwarms ariſe, 
And all our wardrobes teem with flies 
And muſt we praiſe this taſte for toys? 


I Admire it then in girls and boys, 
Ye youths of fifteen years, or more, 


Reſign your moths—the ſeaſon's o'er. 


| * Vis time more ſocial joys to prove; 
| 'Twere now vour nobler taſk—to love. 


Let * *® oy eyes more deeply warm ; 

Nor lighting nature's faireſt form, 

The bias of your fouls determine | 

Towards the mean love of nature's verw in, 
But, ah! how wonderous few have knows, 


I To give each ſtage of life its own! 


His the pretexta's utmoſt bound, 


To pleaſe the child ; whoſe glowing dyes 
Too long delight maturer eyes, 


The plain wrought labours of the loom. 


When life's autumnal clouds appear; 
Nor ev'n in learning's iong delays 


I Conſume my faireſt, fruicleſs days; | 
I Like him, who ſhould in armour ſpend 


The ſums that armour ſhould defend. 

A while. in p:caſure's myrtle - bo wer, 
ſmiles, and bleſs her power ; 
But find at laſt, we vainly ſtrive 


O you ! that with aſſiduous flame 
For ſake her ſoft abudes a while, 


Ner ſcorn, whatever wits may ſay, 
The foot-path road, the king's high- way. | 
No more the ſcrupulous charmer teize. OE: 
But ſeek the roofs of honeit caſe; 

I he rival ſair, no more purſued, 


1 Shall there with forward pace intrude; x. 


Shall there her every art eſſay, „ | | 


To win you to her lighted ſway ; 
_ | And grant your ſcorn a glance more foie 
I Than Cer ſhe gave your fondeſt prayer. 


But would you happineſs purſue ? 


| Partake both eaſe and pleaſure too 

Would you, through all your days, diſpenſe 
The joys of reaſon, and of lenſe? 
Or give to life the moſt ou can, 


Let ſocial virtue ſhape the pian. 
For does not to the virtuous deed 


* Alluding to RE and butterflies delineated 


by Benjamin Wilks, Sec his very — 
—— 
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Or, like the ſweets of wild deſire, 
114 ſocial pleaſures ever tire? 

Yet midit the groupe be ſome preferr'd, 
Be ſome abhorr d—for Damon err'd : 
And ſuch there are—of fair addicſs— 
As 't were unſocial to carcis. 

O learn by reaſon's equal rule 
To ſhun the praiſe of knave, or fool ! 
Then, though you deem it bettcr . 
To goin ſome ruſtic ſquires good will 
And fouls, however mean or vile, 

L.ike features, brighten by « ſmile ; 
Yet reaſon holds it for a crime, 
Ilie trivial breaſt ſhould ſhare thy time: 
And virtue, with reluctant cyes, 
 Bcholds this human facritice . 

| Throngh deep reſerve, and air ere, 
Migaken Damon won re pet; 
But could the ſpecious hcnage paſs, 
| With any creature, but an a's? 
I confcious, they who fear'd the ſkin, 
Would ſcorn the ſluggiſh brute wichin. 


What awe-ltruck ſlaves the towers encloſe, 


Where Perſian monarchs eat and doze 
What proſtrate reverence all agree, 
To pay a prince they never ſee ! 
Mere vaſſals cf a royal throne ! 
The ſophi's virtues mult be ſhewn, 
To make the reverence his own. 

As for Thalia —wonldſt thou make her 
Thy bride without a portion ?—take her, 
She will with duteous care attend, 

And all thy dvreous heurs bef © "FR | 
Will fell thy joys, will hare thy 2 3 


With thee rejaice, with thee c 2 r 


Wil fmeorh thy pillow, plcat thy bowers; ; 
And bind thy aching head with flowers. 
But be this previous maxim known, 

Tf thou eantt feed en love alone; 

7, hleſt with her, thou canſt ſuſtain 

Contempt, and poverty, and pin: 

U fo—then rifle all her graces— 

And fruitful be your fond embraces. 
Too ſoon, by caitiff {plecn inſpir d, 

Sage D. mon to his orove- retir 4. 

The pach difclaim d by ſober rcalon ; 
Rotir: ment claims a later fealong 
Ere active youth and warm defires 
Have quite withdrawn their lingering fires. 
With te warm boſom, ill agree, 
Or limpid fircam, or ſd ady tree. 
Love lurks within the roſy bower, 
And claims tbe ipeculative hour ; 
Ambition finds kis caim retreat. 
And bids his pulle too fiercely bens! 
F.v'n ſocial f. iendſhip duns his ear, 
And cites him to the public ſphere, 

Does he reſiſt their genuine force ? 5 
His tespe er takes ſome froward courſe; 
Ill puiHon, miſdirectea, ſi hs 
For weeds, or ſhells, or grubs, or flies! 


Far happieſt he, whole early days 
spent in the ſocial paths of pra le, 
Leave, fairly printed on his mind, 

A trein of virt ous deces behind : ; 


—_— * 
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| Frem this rich fund, the memory draws 
The laſting mecd of ſeli-applauſe. 
Such f.ir ideas lend their aid 
To people their ſequeſter'd ſhade. 
Such are the najads, nymphs, and fauns, 
That haunt his floods, or chear his lawns. 
If, where his devious ramble trays, 
He virtue's radiant forma ſurveys ; 
She ſeems no longer now to wear 
| The rigid n.ien, the frown ſevere * ; 
To ſhew him her remote abode ; 
| To point the rocky arduous road: 
Tur from each flower, his Eelds allow, 


* 


5 the twines a garland for his brow. 


' OECONOMT, 
| A Rhapſody, addreſied to young Poets. 


6 \nſanis; omnes gelidis quzcuncue lacernis 
3 . Naſones Virgilioſque vide 


Maur. 


_ 


_ PART Tux FIRST. 


ires | 
| This monitory lay, the ſtrain b hw; 55 
| Nor think ſome miſer vents his ſapient ſaw, 
Or ſome dull cit, unſeeling of the charms 


| Like you loath the groveling progeny, 
Whuſc wily arts, by creeping | time matur d, 


To lord it there in gorgeous uſeleſſneſs, | 
And ſpurn ſucceſ-leſs worth that pines below? 
Sce the rich chur! , amid the ſocial ſons 


: Of wine aud wit. regaling! hark he joins 


la the free jeſt delighted, ſeems to ew 
A m-liorated heart! he iaughs! he ſings! 
Songs of gay import, madrigals of lee, 


| Aud drunken anthems ſet a apape the board. | 


like Dees, in the pay, benign and mild. : 


| And penring {erth benevolence of foul, 


Til Micio worders : or, in fhake'pear's line 


bt repcrous Silence; drowning Shallow $ voice, 


1 ſt=r:ling Failtafl. and his mad comprers. | 
He own's tis prudence, ev:r and anon, 


| "Co ſmonth his c:rcful brow ! to let his purſe ; 


Ope to a ſixpenc's diameter! 
He likes our ways; he own the ways of wit ; 


Are ways of pleaſauuce, and deſerve regard. 


true we are dainty good ſociety, 


Aut what are thou? alas! conſider well, | 
| Tleu bane of ſocial plezſure, know thyſelf. | 
I Thy fell approach, like ſome invaſive damp 4 

Breati'd through the pores of earth from Stygian. 


caves, 


Deſtray the lamp of mirth ; the lamp which we 
it flamens boaſt to gart: we know nor how 


But at thy Gght tie fading flame aſfumes 
A ghaſtly blue, an in a ſtench expires. 
5 5 Cc 2 


i All -ing tothe, — in 


"46 tabict. 


o you, ye bardsl whoſe laviſh breaſt re- 


That tempt profuſion, ſings; while friendly zeal, 
To rvardirom fat! is the tribe he loves, 


| lufpires tie meaneſt of the Muſes? tran 1 


Advance them high on power's tyrannic throne: 


True, 


9 
K 
0 
: 
' 


166 SNENTON 


True, thou ſeem it chang'd; all ſainted, all en- 
ſx y d 


The trembling tears that charge thy melting eyes 


Say thou are honeit, and of gentle Lind, 
But all is falſe! an intermitting ſigh 
Condemns each hour, each moment giv'n to 
ſmiles, 
And deems theſe only loft, thou doſt not loſe. 
Fv'n for a demi groat, this open'd ſou", 
This boon companioo. this elaf ic bre.ſt | 
Revibrates quick; and ſends the tuneful tongue 
To laviſh muſic on the rugged walls 
Of ſome dark dungeon Hence thou catiff, fly 
Touch not my glaſs, nor drain my acre bowl, 
Monſter ingrate ! beneath one common ſky 
Why ſhouldſt thou breathe ? bene. th one common 
| roof 
Thou ne er ſha't harbour; nor my little hoat 
Receive a ſoul with crimes to preſs it down. 
Goto thy hats, thou recreant! hour'y go 
And, gazing there bþ'd them he wit. he mirth, 
Be converſation. Not a 'ac: that ſmiles 
Admit thy preſence! nut a ſou! that glows 
With ſocial purport. bid or ev'n or morn 
Inveſt thee happy! but when life dec'ines. 
May thy ſure heire t>n tittering round thy bed, 
And, uſhering in their f; voutites, burſt thy Jocks. 
And fill their lampe with eld; till want and 
care 
With j joy epart, © and cry, © We aſſe no more.” 
Ah never never may th' harmonious wind 
Endure the wor!idly! poets ever void 
Of puile. diſtrut lis, ſcorn the tr-aſur'd old. 
And ſpurn the miter, ſpurn his doi "ty. | 
Balanc'd with friendthip, in the poet's eye 
The rival fcale of intereſt k cks the beam, 
"Than ightning ſwiſter From his cav-rn'd fore 
The fordid ſoul, with ſel'-»pplauſe, remarks 
Abe kind propenſity, remarks and ſmiles 
And hies with impiuus he ſi c tw ſp cad the ſcare. 
Him we deride, and in our comic ſe nes | 
Conte mn the r iggard form Molicre has Crawn. 
We loath with juſtice ; but alas the pain 
Io bow the kuce beſore this calf of old ; | 
 Impiore hi- envious aid. and meet his frown ! 
But tis not Gomez, 'tis no he whoſe hcart 
Is cruſted o'er with droſs. whole calle us ming 
Is ſenſeleſs as his gold, the fl. gh d Rluie 
Intenſely loaths Tir fure Lo (qual tak 
To paryon him. who laviſhes hie wea.th 
on racer, fox-honnd, hawk er {panic}, all 
Bat human merit; who with gold Abys 
Al., but the nut! ſt pit aſus e, to retove 
N want of genius, and its legiles 1. FS . 


But you, ye titled vor hs, wl.ofe nobler 2“ al 

| Wou!d burulh o'er your coronets With lame; 3 

_ Wholiſtca picas'd when poet tunes his Jay ; 
Permit kim not. in dit ant folitudes, 

10 pine, to gulf, aut the fleeting hours 

Of active youth! then virtue pants fur praiſe 

That ſcaten unadorn d, the carcleſs bard 

Quits jour worn thiciho!d, and Like heneſt Gay 

Cuntemus the 1 gyare boon ye time ſo ill. 

Your favonrs then, Ike rreplies given the tomb, 

Th' cufrenchis's ſpirit loaring not perceives, 


| By fraw-ifu! miniters 


| The perjur'd minivan. H 


| S-t, let, cont rack 
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ume; 
And add ſtrange Wildon to the turs of power. | 
Aa- 
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Or ſ:orns perceiv'd ; and cxerrates the finile 
Which bale his vigorous loom, to tr:achcrous 
hopes 
* nd ſcrvile cares a prey, expire in vun 
Two lawlk fs powers, engac“ by mutual | hate 

in endleſe war, beneath the'r flaps enroll 
Fhe vaſſal world. Thi; ava ice nam'd, 
Chat luxury ; tis true their partial f. iends 
| \ſiga them ſofter names; ufurpers both: 
Far ſh.re by dint of arms the legal throne 

{ paſt economy ; yet hoth betray d 
The niegar chief. 
Lifen.ng to waut all f ichl.fs, and pri par d 

o juin cach moment in his ri al“ train, 


His conduct models by the need! [+ fe. Cs 


he fleve inſpires; white luxury a chief 
Of ampleſt faith, to plenry's rul reſigns 
tis whole campaign. 

ſ-unds | 
Engroſs his ear; tis vlenty's ſmiling frm 
Moves flill before his eyes. Liſcretion ftriv's, 
But ſtrives in Vin, to b nith from the throne 
tecur: of trutt, 
With latent malice to the ho'tile camp 


Veys. 7 

Ye towering winds, ye ſublimated fou's 1 
N careicf, of you” fortune, {1 an gn, 
acquit, with calier mien 
han ſops take inuſſ whoſe cc mt care 
| Your green ſilk purſe envroies caly plea,'d, 


: | Fo fee gold ſporkte t! "oy 4 h the fuble fold- - 
; Lov ely. 


| Amid the verduron- prove: ! who fondly op 


as when ti” i] eſve rin frumtgc mil: d 
Spent tuus harveſts ! harvetts NV th: var! 
Mio ſcatter wealth, as though the radiant crop 
(Clitter'd en every b. ugh ; and every bough 

Live that the Vrojun gather's!, once avus'd 
Were by a fplencid ſucceſi -r ſupyly'd | 
 Initant, ip mrancous! nken to my i- ys 

For is not fools, whate'er proverbial nds 
tlave long decreed ti at quit with gr at ft caſe. 
Che treaſur 4 pod. Oi wort's in ed * 
0 gold tenacious, their torp- ct foul 
Cicuches their coin. and v kat eis ral Fre 
Shad folve the fro: y ke; an! bid it flow ? 8 

"Its gen us, fency, that to wild cxpence 

| ef treaſute ! ſtimulates the Gul * 
Friofe, with a jous car, and ſa-al art, 


Improve the vibons * ur; ; the the mile 


Ot Cluc teuten; theſe the glare of dress 
the vhttering c:arrt gild ancw, 


| thai he, amid the race of men, 
Should wiel. ey lnec ai prtite denn, 

And vaizly cont the pirature it procures !. 

| | When ſar cy vivid ſpark mp is the foul 

To ſcorn quoridian freues, to :purn the l. 3 
Of vuigar minds whit nollruin ſhail compoſe 
its fatal tenfion ? in what lovely vale. | 
Of balmy medicine's various ticld, aſpires 

Tue bleit rcſrigerant ? Vain, ah vain the hope 
Of future peace, this orgaſm uncont' ol'd! 


 Impatient, hence, ef all the frugal mind 


— — ä 5 Requires ; — 


"Vis plent- s Aattering 


Day, night, aud hour, his monurch's wealth con- 


.4 tt , 1 0: oo bt 2 


+.) — 
+ 
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"Bree, 


KR fi ct how f. , ho charm's ta 
Ot datrap or of « 


— —— ere — — 


To pur ti tent; hun the f.tus decree, 
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Of penny; walk nice pteci off igurn 


. a 


Fenner; te ent, to drink, to f ep to fl! 
cm with gold, the ſprightiy br-at dem inds 
„ane raptu e: lik, 2 if Sa 10d 
„1 47 e of ju y. 
b ain ? 'philoſ hy requires 
1 * _ crown its utmoſi p* aver 
A 12.4 have cell the püömple feece, 

„„ tend, an“ the chryſtal “ram. 

„uc! igidy rr warens ber train | 

n conte. ermeat. Fatte alune requires 
en! De; and niehts. „nd hours, 
ky ran fin gt calls aloud 

Fer ca vt . mim dant bawte of joy, 
Fiversof r (hr. gal, :p "nt  f-4% of ns! 
Li without ſhore ! 


Va. * 
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mbit v of fae.is! 


ud vet, mat Tine ra join her Nn 
U. „leaſure' pur hae, P. be unture ; 5 
An! ot. wk th von tay » e. 
I-vimnbeervence, fim graerlels mark, 
Ku. e ran an cn ae, ſhall, foon or late, 


Rar k- hem, „en, the Vicious tide 
Gas bon 1 rc i. mit wants de. if, 
Amid , bloom ot LY The fcanty ſcream 
SI. „ iter ien ts chante], frems to vis 
den, bat hoald the fed.y power 
V. in-. ron p Y 115 won 07.21 
Oer the rouh rok row mn his ſlow ſtreanys 
Did the ti gs of the bonſtive rin! 

noi ah te merk the dubious path 
ee pnets murk d in vain 4 
er: ſoit Har terv ;ooth the vivid {roaſt 
Wil dreams 78 1 „ tune nur al! * ku on t me, 
liſteniug car 
king. her ies enjer'd! 
Co Heer Well, whot meagre imer pied 
The ercat Mannion firs uf tube fu eng, 
And prototype a of! that fbar deiunlime, 5 
Ind et dul cares hose; whit griefs impell'd 
Fic modcit har of | rnd Lins reien, 


Tow) with trars hes ME a nt De 
An | mourn » laud the pet 1 to ride, 1 run, 
* o end to zive. 


'0 want, to [44 undo. 
Nu #:ow; d teil 41 Cawlu, + pentive mul 

B je d in vin? tov c eue is My the me! 
ch of your boaft. d Face row even reward | 
Li“ 71 Prticr, when th. bi: za Chats, : 
the jr of wits pern d the inn; hely pave, 


3 Ars 4 ph: int o'er his tor af? by '% vn not hep „ 


The pact's paratire 3 ut Kart alone 


Pe, et 41d rich 
„ echte nd 


tis ſu te ͤiſm extre n . 
dvommroa eli n! n his ame, 


In every ner ve and bre o h, font 


t want, 
ard t de conf 
Nur yet d {prir to hun tier r ripe 


Tu. 7 la: nt {. cds 21d pr wn U . 


A dliar's value. 


Foremott it the fee 
Ihun nirksth' „xpence of ca h vo ving rar, 
„lar, in attentin. When the ul“ of PR wiaty | 


Or honours faiſe idea, tremors thy wal 

To Civ he trug try, aft ure TH ine Heart 

vr'> nar 1 is veridhable coin 

Is ro vai. ore. It is thy my pro, 

Mitt rs nule 173, but it mit a :671e 

Cuſranchiſe es. Le % 03:6, u. e Gt like vor!, 


u d the cla 


, 
| Nor, Frere 


—— 


| Reqnres the pruner s fl. tu; 
N ; 5. Dar iy veg” tatey: . Hr 1h he ſpace 
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Dis thee 3 . 1. 7 Ft? erf of ay? 

with a rea- [ ti e nlenger form, 

See with fenp-ladles d vile cornand ze. 
Ot ! thaw ga viel aunt! whoſe mien 

Purrow'd with age and care the wiſe adore, 

ae wis conrenn tr forving ill thy ſtores 


| To clear thy friend» at laſt } why with the cit, 


Or booklaſs churl. with each ig1wble name, 
Each earthly nature, deign'ſt thou to reſide? 
And. ſhunning all who by thy avonrs crown'd 
Might glad the world, to ſeek ſome vugar mind 
Inſpiring pride, and ſe'fith ſhapes of ill! * 

Why with the old, infir », and impotent. 
And childlets, love © dwell : yet leave the breaſt 
youth unwar'd, wnyuided, uninform d? 

Of youth, to whom thy monitory voice 

cre doubly kind? for Jure to youthful ever 
f 1 w thort ſoc er it prove) the road of lite 

* ppt.2rs protracted ; fair on either ſide 
Vhe love the Graces play, on Fortune 's child 
| Profuruly lniling; well might you ſſay 
Ude truga! plan, the lucrative emp'oy. | 
 Synree of their favour ali the live-long day, 

Pur fare :f[:nts not. Age alone contracts 

e meagre pahn, tocknch the tempting bane. 

Of 1 bs peace, the plirrering feeds of care! 
C tat the Muſe's voice might Heres the ear 


pd „ ONIIIY 


* 


Ot generons yonth ! for youth arſerves her * 


You oath '$1tair virtue's {ca'on, virtue then 


the frequent lage 


ice robh'd of warmth its 3 trunk dit "lay 
„ 7 Þ winger 2 oral reigi ; O lovely fanrce 


| = f gen erons Fartgles, » outh : ! when Op: nung minds 


\re tronen ast. l t lucid as air 
a5 eherme Irtt Zin Kid, as Nimines ray, | 
OO as ns, aud javith oe the iperng 
vet l. apleſ „ate of 1:52! his carbon youth | 
3 ittelf; his aue de fronds mankind 
Nr, tem it Graves teen ro] op yrors abrad: 
% Eitial bias. . of, 3 cxterifive page 5 
V. e: toes it but unit oi Tp ont d pro's : B | 
- td iatrigtt, fei nds, 
enurvate lame, 
and other? 6nd, whote purri ! name exhales 
A ma fone 11M Het hilly V Ml ai. | 
Wun kim, e | lou, 3 


ſhroul, 


24e :th 1's ray, 


—— 


the 


| O- honouring the rave Wen Fre: i 1% 251. = 


Oy mort Arnie „ 10% in fortunes beams 
A . At i wor erty at the rears they ih- d. 

dec who ſhall five by tame profiuc Fram 
Ta Io glow ing bro, where 8. C th Foun con- 
| ſpicrs EE 

» fwerten unn ry | 7 The Sad At 62 | 

, yt praceed thou. h by tl. fainteſt gl-am 
e inipir'd, tu warn 54. train the loves. 


| PART rue SECOND. 
7 *i ſome a Th f;oton, when the: miſty ſhower 


FF . 
2 () ur- 92 > ty: 15 and a ul I1% all the * Y 7 
en (0014: efs d. * the i.. u rurove nor IT N 


a 3tes the orth to :port hy drawing Mule ; 
Ser the dui! hour, ner wth repret alen 
4 FOI} 7 IC ACE Sue nor uc nor ch 
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ed raſh intemperance, he diſcreetly pair'd 
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Aecepts the tribute of à joyleſs day; 
_ She ſmiles well pleas'd, when wit and mirth re · 
cede, 

And not a Grace, ani] not a Muſe will hear. 

Then, from majeſtic Maro's awſul firain, 
Or towering Homer, let thine eye deſcend 
To trace, with patient induſtry, the page 
Of income and expence. .\ng ch! beware 
Thy breaſt ſelf- Nattery, place no courtly ſmile, 
No golden promiſe of your jaithicfs Muſe, | 
Nor latent mine which fortune's haad may ſhew, 
Amid thy ſolid ſtore. The ſyrcn's ſong 
Wrecks not the liſtening ſailor, half ſo ſure. 

See by what avenues, what devious paths, 
The foot of want deteſted, ſteals along, 
And bars each fatal paſs. Some few ſhort hours 
Of punctual care, the refuſe of thy year 
On frugal Abenden empley d, ſhall give the Muſe 
To ſing intrepid many a chearful a 
ut if too ſoon before the tepid gales 

Thy reſolution melt; and ardent vows, 
In wary hours prelerr'd, or dye forgot, 
Or ſcem's the forc'd effect of hazy ſkies; 
Then, ere ſurprize, by whoſe impetuous rage 
The may fort, wih which thy gentler breaſt 

I not compare, is won, the ſong proceeds. ; 

Eno too by nature's undiminiſh d law, 
Throughout her realms obey'd, the various parts 
Of deep creation, atoms, ſyſems, all! 
Attra& and are attracted: nor prevails the — 
Alone in matter; ſoul a'ike with 'oul 
Aſpires to join; nor yet in ſouls alone, 

In each idea it in bibco, is found + 
The kind propenſity. And when they meet, 
Aud grow familiar, various rhough their tribe, 
| Their tempers various, vow perpetual faith: 


! 


more 
© Ty chaos yield the ſway, amid the wreck 
Their union ſhoul.l ſur vive; ; with Roman warmth, 
By ſacred hoſpitable Jaws endear'd 
Should cach idea recollect its friend. | 
| Here then we fix; on this perennial baſe 
Erect thy ſ. ſety. and defy thy ſturm. 
_ Let foft profuſion's fair idea join 
Her hand with poverty; nur here deſiſt. 
Till, c'er the pg: oup that forms their various train 
- Thou bng loud Iyneneats. Letthe pride 
O. outward ſew in laſting leagucs combine 
With ſhame ihrrad-bare; the gay vermillion face 


With ſaliow hunger; the licentiou- jy, 
Vith mean, dependancc; evn the dear delight 
Of ſcu'prure, palnc, intaglios, Docks, and comms, 
Iny breaft, ſagacious prudence! mall connect 

With filth and beggary ; nor diſdain to link 
With black inſolvency. Thy foul alarm'd 
Shall ſnun the ſyren's voice; nor boldly dare 

To bid the ſoft enn hantreſ- ſhare thy breaſt, 
With ſuch a train of horrid fiexds conjoin d. 

Nor think, ye ſordid race! ye or IN 

minds; 
I frame the ſony for you! for you, the Muſe 
Could other rulcs in part; the friendly ſtrain, 
For gentler bluſſo;ns planu d, to yours Nou, pro” 
4 he juice of lurid acoaite, exccced 


| Of annua payment, or thy 


— 


— 
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Whatever Colchos bore; and in your breaft 
Compaflion, love, and friendſhip, all deſtzoy ! 
It greatly ſhall avail, if c'er thy ſtores. 
Increaſe apace, by periodic days 
patron's hoon, 
The Jean reward of groſs unbounded praiſe ! 
It much avails, to ſeize the preſent hour, 
And, undeliberating, call around 
Thy hungry creditors; their horrid rage 
When once appeas d, the ſmall remaining ſtore 
Shall rife in weight tenfold, luſtre riſe, 
As gold improv d by many 12 eſſay. 
is thus the ſrugal hufoandman direct 
| His narrow ſi ream, if, o'er its wonted banks 
By ſudden rains impell'd, it proudly ſwell ; 
His timely hand through better tracts conveys 
Ihe quick decreafing tide; ere borne along 
Or through the wild moraſs, or cultur d field, 
| Or bladed graſs mature, or barren ſauds, 
It flow deſtructive, or it flow in vain! 


| But happieſt he who ſanQifies expence 
| By preſent pay! who ſubjects not his fame 


To traJeſmens varicts, nor bequeaths his name, 
His honour'd name, to deck the vulzar page 


[Of baſe mechanic, ſordid, unſincere ! | 
| There haply, while thy Muſe ſublimely ſoars 


Beyond this earthly ſphere, in heaven's abodes, 
And dreams of nactar and ambroſial ſweets, 
Thy growing debt ſteals unregarded o'er 


| The punctual r:cord; till nor Phoebus ſelf, 


Nor ſage Minerva's art, can aught avail 
To ſoothe the ruthleſs dun's deteſted rage. 
Frantic and fell, with many a curſe profane 


| He leads the gentle Muſe ; then hurls thee Gown 


To want, remorſe, captivity, and ſhame. 


Fach public place, the; littering haunts of men, 
That, ſuould the wor &'s disjoiuted frame once | | 


With horrour fly. Why loitcr near thy bane ?— 
Why fondly linger on a hoſtile ſhore, 


| Dilarm'd, defenceleſs ? why require to tread 


The precipice ? ? or why alas to breathe | 
A moment's ſpace, where every breeze is death ? 


| Death to thy future peace? Away, collect 


Thy diſſi pated mind; contract thy train 


| | Or wile ideas o'er the flowery fields 
| Of ſhew d. ffus d, and ſpeed to ſafer climcs. 
Occonomy preſents her glaſo, accep* 


rhe fairhfui mirrour ; powerful diſcloſe 

A thouſand forms, unicen by carciels eyes, 
That plot thy late. Lemptation, in a robe 
Of Tyrian dye, with every ſweet perſum'd, 


1 Beſcts thy ſenſe ; extort.on foll ows cloſe 


Her wanton ſtep, and ruin brings the rear. 


I Thefe ard the reit hall her myſterious glaſs 


| Embody to thy view; like Venus kind, 


| That urg d the fall of 1! lum, the dilpiay'd, 

He not imprudent, at the ſight declin'd 

Ih unequal conf.&, and derred to raiſe 

The Trojan welfare on tome happier ſhore. 

Fur here to drain thy ſu elling purfe await. 

A thouſan arts, a thuuluid traude attend, 

The coud-wrought canes, the gorgeous ſrl 
boxes, 

e twinkling jevicls, and the gold etwee, 


| " « With all its big: inhabitants, ſhall waſ'© 98 


| When to her laho: mier in, the vengeful powers | 


Pump to deject, and beauty to diſpleaſe. 


SHENSTONE'S pok us. 


© [ts meſt ing ſtores, and in the dreary void 
Leave not a doit behind. Ere yet exhauſt 
Its flimſy folds offend thy per ſive eye, 
Away ! emboſom'd deep in diſtant ſhades, 
Nor {cen nor ſecing, thou mayſt vent thy ſcorn 
Of lace, embroidery, purple, gems, and gold! 
There of the farded 44 and eftenc'd beau, 
Ferocious with a ftoic's frown diſcloſe 
Thy manly ſcorn, averſe to tinſel pomp ; 
And fluent thine harangue. But can thy ſoul 
Deny thy limbs the radiant grace of dreſs, 
Where dreſs is merit ! where thy graver friend 
Shall wiſh thee burniſh'd! where the ſprightly 
fair 

Demand embelliſhment ! ev'n Delia's eye, 
As in a garden, roves, of hues alone 
Irquirent, curious? Fly the curſt domain; 
Theſe are the realms of luxury and ſhew ; 
No claſſic foil: away! the bloomy ſpring 
Attracts thee hence; the waniny autumn warns , 
Fly to thy native ſhades, and dread ev'n there, 
Left buſy fancy tempt thy narrow ſtate 
Beyond its bounds. Obſerve Florelio's mien. 
Why treads my friend with melanchoiy ſtep 

_ That beautecus lawn? why penſive ſtrays his eye 

O'er ſtatues, grottos, urns, by critic art 

Proportion'd fair? or from his Jofty dome, 


Bright glittering through the grove, returns. his 


eye 
Unpleas' A diſconſolate ? And is it ove, 
Diſaitrous love, that robs the finiſh'd ſcenes 
Of all their beauty ? centering all in her 
His ſoul adores ? or from a blacker cauſe | 
Springs this remorſeful gloom ? is confcious guilt 
Ihe latent ſource of more than ove's d pb. %,j 
It cannot be within that poliſh'd brealt 
| Where ſcience dwells, that yore Hovid barhour 
„ 
No! ds the fad ſurvey of oreſent wane, | 
Aud palt profuſion ! Loft to him the ſweets 
Of yon pavillion, fraught with every charm 
For other eyes; or, it remaining. proofs 
O criminal expence ! ſweet interchange 


Of river, valiey. mountain, won, s, and p-. !ains 1 | 


How gladſome once he rang'd your native turf, 
Your {imple ſcenes, how raptur'd ! ere expence 
Had laviſn d thouſand ornaments, and taught | 
Convenience to perplex him, art to pail, 


Oh ! ſor a ſoul to all the glare cf wealth, 
| To fortune's wide exhauſtleſs treaſury, 
Nobly ſuperior | but let cantion guide 

The coy diſpoſal of the wealth we ſcorn, 
And prudence be our almoncr ! Alas! 


The piigrim wandering o'er ſome diftant clime, | Of great Elizu's reign, but now the ſnare. 


Sworn {ve oi avarics ! not diſidains to learn 
Its coin's imputed worth; the deſtinꝰd means 
To ſmooth his paſſage to the favour'd ſhrine. 
Ahh let not us, who tread this ſlranger- world, 

I. et none who ſojourn on the reaims of life, 

Forget the land is mercenaty, nor walte 

His tare, ere landed on no venal ſhore. 


Let never bard conſult Palladio's rules; 
I. et n-ver bard, O Burlington! ſurvey 


thy learned art, in Chiſwick's come Allez 4; 


; } An aged culhion hides ! 
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| Dangerous incent ve! nor with lingering eye 
Survey the window Venice calls her own. 


Better for him, with no ingrateful Muſe, 


To fing a requiem to that gentle foul 
Who plann'd the ſky-light ; which to laviſh bat ds 
Conveys alone the pure etherial ray. | 
For garrets him, and ſqualid walls await, 

Unleſs, preſageful, from this friendly ſtrain, 
He bean advice, and ſhun the ſcribbler s doom. 


| PART THE THIRD. 


* 


| | ET once again, and to thy doubtful fate 


The trembling Muſe 2 thee. Ers 
| contempt, 
or want's empuvilon'd arrow, ridicule, 
| Trznsfix thy weak unguarded breaſt, behold! 
- The phet's roofs, the careleſs poet's, his 
Who ſcorns advice, ſhall cloſe my ſerious lay. 
| When Gulliver, now great, now little deem'd, 
The play-thing of compariſon, arriv'd _ 
| Where learned boſoms their aerial ſchemes 
Projected, ſtudious of the public weal , 
Mid theſe, one ſubclcr artiſt he deſcry 4, 
i Who cheriſh'd in his duſty tenement 
} The ſpider's web, injurious to ſupplant 
Fair Albion's fleeces | Never, never may 
Our monarchs on ſuch fatal purpoſe ſmile, 
| And irritate Minerva's begyar d ſons 


The Nielkſnam weavers! Here in every nook 


| Their wefts they ſpun : here revel' d uncontroul'd, 
| And, like the flags from Weſtminſter's high rol 
' Dependent, here their fluttering textures wav'd. 
Such, ſo adorn'd, the cell f mean ta ſing! 

Cell ever ſqualid ! where the ſneerſul maid 
vil not fatigue her hand ] broom never on 

That comes to all! o'er haf quieſcent walls 


|} Arachne's un:noleſted care has drawn 


Currains ſubſuſk. aud ſave th'expence of art. 
Survey thoſe walls. in fady texture clad, 

Where wand. ting ſuails in many 8 fliniſy pech. 

Free, unreſtrain d, their various journeys ck; 

 Pcregriaations ltrarige, and labyrinths 

Contus'd, ind xtricable ! fuch the ciue 

Of Cretan Ariadne mer explain'd ! 

| Hooks! angles! crook; ! and involutions wild ! 


I Mean time, thus Glver'd with meanders yay, 
in mimic pride the ſnal-wreuphe tiſſue * 


Perchance of tabby, or of karateen, 


Not il expreſni ve! ſuch the power of ſnails. 


Behold the chair, whoſe fractur'd ſeat infirm | 


replete with duit 
The foi y'td velvet ; pleaſing to the eye 


Of weary gueſt that on the fpecious bed 
| 8:ts down conſuling. Ah! difeſtrous wight! 
in evil hour and raſuly doſt thou trutt 


5 j Ihe fraudful couch! for, though in velvet cad, 
| Thy tated thigh ſhall kiſs the duſty floor. 


Tuc traveller thus, that o'er Hibernian plains 

Flath ſhay'd his way; on beds profuſe of flowers, 

| Cowtip, or primroſe, or the circular ey: 
Of dailic 5 d.crecs to baik — 
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And ſce! deligherd, dn he drops, ſecure 
Of ſweet refre!hment, cats without annoy, 
Or luſcious noon-day np Ah mch der iv'd. 
ATuch ſuſſering pilerim then nor huon-day nap, 
Nor ſweet repole ſhall find; the falle niuras 
In quivering undulatione yes beneath 
Thy buiden, in the miry guiph enclos d! 
Aud who would truſt appearance? caſt thine eye 
Where mid machines of betero gen ous ſurm 
His coat depends; aias! his duty cout, 
Eldeſt of things ! and napleſe, as an hath 
Of final exicut by fleecy myriad. xrez d. 
Not diſferen: have IIecu in D vault 
Diſplay'd, à coffin ; on each ſah e file 
The texture unimo;cled terms eitire. 
re when touch'd it g. ides to duſt away! 
Aud leaves the wurderu;y {wail to gape, or 
ſtare, | | ; | 
And with expreſſive ſhrug, and piteous ſigh, 
Declare the fatal fo: ce ut rolling years, | 
Or dire extent of frail mortality | 
This aged veſture, ſcorn of gazing heaur, 
And formal cics, (themſelves too 1ap!y fcorn'd) 
Bot h on its ſlec ve and on its ſkirt, retains 
Full many a pin wide ſparkling: for, if ecr 
Their well-known creſt met his delighted cye, 
Though rapt in thought, commercing with the 


Y 


— 


. 

; He, gently ſtooping, ſcorn'd not to upraiſe, 
And on each flceve, as conſcious of their uſe, 
| Indenting fix them; nor when rm'd with het, 
The cure of rents an d lep arations dire, | 
And chatms enormous, did he view diſmay d 
Hedge, bramble, thicket, buſh portening f fate 
To breeches, coat, and hoſe ! had «lly wight 
Of vulgar kill, the tender textu; e owu'd; 
But gave his mind to form a fonnet quaint 
Ol Silvia's ſhoe-ſtring, or of Chioe's tau, 
Or ſweetly ſachio:. d "tp of Cclia's ear. 
Alas by frequent uie decays the force 
Of mortal art! the refractory robe 
Eludes the taylor'sart, efudcs his own; 
How potent once, in union quaint corjoin'd ! 
Sce near his bed his bed too fa'f-ly cail'd 
The place of reſt, while it a B.rd {iiftains ; 
| Pale. mcagre, Muſe-rid wight! who read, in 
| vain 
f Narcotic volumes o'er kis candlleſtick, 

Radiant wachine, when irom the plat c band 
f Mulub:cr, the mayor o. Birminghaui, 
Ihe engine: :flucd ; now alas diſguis d | 
By many 2 munQuous tide, that wancerivg down 1 
Its files congeal . what he perhaps, cfavs 
With hu:: our ferc'd, and ili-dſſembleu nile, 
Idly to liken to the puplar's trunk 

M hen v'ss its bark the luci amber, wound 

In many a pleating tod, incrulis che tree. 
Or ſuits him more the Winter's candy'd thorn, 
When from cach branch, 

VE froX 

Pervaſi vc, radiant iſ: fete depend ? 

How thall | ling the varicu> 1.1 that waits 

The careful fopeteer ? or who can paint 
The ſhits cnhoru.ous, that in ve: he forms 


— 


. 


I Enwraoe. ſecure: 


auncul d the ws of 4 


| OR, 5 
The EFFECTS of OUPEEKSTITION. 


rs por us. 


j 


o war with tuin? anzicus to conccal 


Wants ell appcarance, of the real ill 


Nur fue, uhr tcarful. Ruin uwifor:f:cu 
lnvades his thattels 3 ruin will invace; 5 


Will claim hi- whole invention to repair, 


Nor, of th: gift, tor tunciul ends detign'd, 
Allow ONE part to decurate his ſong. 

While ridicule, with ever pointing hand 
Conſcious of every ſhift, of every ſliitt 
Indicative, his inmoſt plot betrays, 

Points to the nook, waick he his ſtudy calls 
Fompous and vain ! [ for thus he mix ht cilcem 
His cheſt, a wardrobe; purſe a trealury : 


And ſhews, ty crown her fait Jiſplay, himT-] , 


One whom the powers above, in place of health, 
And wonted vigont; of paternal cor, 
Or little farm; of bag, or icrip, or ft:.Mﬀ, 


| Cup, Gila, fpoun, plate, or world y u cnſi!, 


A poet fram' I; yet fram' d not to repine, 
And wilh the cobler' s loftieſt ſite his own; 


Nor, partial as they ſeem, upbraid the /ates, 
| Who to the humblcr mechan Im, join'd 
 Guyds fo ſuperior, fuch exalted bliſs! 


See with what ſeeming eaſe, what labour'd peace, 

| tle, h. yu hypocrite * reſines nis nal, | 

kli chief amatement! then how frign 'd, how 
fore'd 

That care-defving former, which waplies | 

His debts di! harg'd, and he of half a crown 


| fn full p . on, uncuntetted righit 


And property! Let ah! whoc'cr this wight 
Idmiring vicv, il lach ther: be, diſtruſt 
Fac viin, pret-uce ; the ſmiles that harbour gricf 
As lurk» the ſ.rp-nt deep ia flowers unwreath'd. 
ene d. be frugal; or with pruclent rage 
Thy pen demoliſh; chuſe the truſt:er Mail, 
And bl:fs thotz labours which che choice in- 
ſpir'd. 


nut if tod view'ſt a vulgar mind, a w: right 


Oi common ſenſe, who ſecks no brig cht et name, 


| Him envy, tim admire, him, ſh thy brea!t, 


Preicunt of future dignities, laluce | 
SheriiF, or mayor in comſorta le furs | 
nor yet the | urcat's crown 


In theught exclude him ! He perchance ſhall riſe 
To no er hei hts than forc 


hit can decrec | 
| Wien, fir d with wrath, for his in — diſ- 
play'd. SON 


| In many au idle ſong Saturnian Jove 
 Vow'd fure deſtruction to the tun-fu' race; 
| Appcas'd by .uppliant Phoebus, ** Bards, he ſaid, 


Fleucetorth of plenty, wealth, and pomp de bar d. 
Bur fed by frugal cares, might wear th by 


| Sccure of thunder.“ — Low the D-lian bow'd, 


Aor at th invidious favour dar d renine. 


a — 


The KUINED ABBEY; 


T leng h fair peace with olive crown'd re- 
gains 


Her lawful throne, and to the ſacred haunts 


Jo patch hu paneleſs window; to — 


His batter'd tre-pot, ill-xct-utive vale, ! 


Of woud or fouut the fri, chred Muſe returns. 
| Happy 


=o 


i 
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Happy the Bard, whe, from his native hills, | 
Foft n:uſing on 2 ſommerẽꝰ's eve, ſurveys 
His azure ſtream, with penſile woods enclos'd ! 
Or o'er the glaſſy ſurface, with his friend, 
Or faithful fair, through bordering wiliows green 
Waſts his ſmall frigates. Fearleſs he of ſhouts, 
Or taunts, the rhetoric of the watery crew 
Tha ape confuliun from the realms they rule! 
PFearleſs of theſe; who ſhare: the gentler voice 
Of peace ind muſie; birds of fuceteſt ſong 
Attune from native boughs their various lay, 
And chear he foreit; birds of brighter plume 
Wich buſy pinion ſkim the glittering wave, 
And tempt the ſun ; ambitious ro uplay 


Their ſevera! merit, while the voc il flute, 


Or number d verſe, by female voice endear'd, 
Crowns is delight, and moilifi-s tuc ſcene. 
Il iolitude his wandering ſt-ps invite | 

To ſome more deep teceſs 1 for hours there are, 

When gay, when ſocial minds to frieuditip's 
„„, eo. | | 

Or beauty's charm, her wild abodes prefer); 
How pleas'd he treads her ven-rable fhades, 

Her ſolemn - ourts! the centre of the prove ! 
The root-built cave, by far-cextznded rocks 
Around embo!cm d, how it ſoothes the foul! 
If ſcoopꝰd at Frft by ſu erſtitious hands 

Tne rugged cell rectiv'd alone the ſnoals 

Of bigot minds, religion dwells not here, 
Vet virtue plcas'd, at intervals, retices: 

Vet her: may wiſdom, as ihe walks the maze, 
Some ſerious truths collect, the rules of ite, 
And ſerious truths of mighticr weight than gold 
T aſk not wealth; but let me hoard with care, 
With frugal canning, with a niggard's art, 

A few fix'd principles; in ear:y life, 
Fre indolente impede the ſearch, explor'd. 
Then, like old Latimer, when age impuirs | 
My judgment's eye, when quibbling ſchools at- 

tack Pd | e 
My grounded hope, or ſihtler wits deride, 
Wiif' I not bluſh to un the vain debate, 

And this mine: anſwer : 
r: „„ is | 
© My mind yet. vigorous, and my fou! entire; 
* thus will I think averſe to liſten more 
*© To intricate diſcuſſion, prone to ſtray. 
Perhaps my reaſon may but i!! defeud | 
My ſettled faith ; my wind, with ag: impair'd, 
Too ſure its own intirmitics de elite. | 
But am arm'd by caution, ftudious youth, 
And early foreſight ; now the wincs may riſe, 
The tempeſt whiſtle, and the billows roar ; 


Shatter'd by time and ſtorms, but while it ſhuus 

Th' inequal conflict, and dectines the deep, 

Sees the ſtrong veiſel fluctuate lefs fecure.” _ 
Thus while he ſtrays, a thouſand rural ſcenes 

Suggeſt inſtruction, and inftruftiny pleaſe. 

Aud fee betwixt the grove's extended arms 

An a bbey's rude remains attract thy view, 

Gilt by the mid-day fun : with lingering flep 

Produce thine axe, for, aiming to deſtroy 

* branch, or ſhade, for never {hal thy breaſt 


Ot Britiſh annals ? if a foe expir d, 


Thus, twas thus I | 


_— 


My pinnace rides in port, deſpoil'd and worn. 


Too long deliberate) with timorous hand 
Remove th" obſtruaiive hough ; nor yet refuſe, 
Thaugh fighing, to deſtroy that favourite pine, 
Rais'd by thine hand, in its luxuriant prime 
Of beauty fair, that ſcreens the vaſt remains. 
Aggricv'd but conſtant as the Roman ſire, 

The rigid Mankus, when his conquering fon 


| Bled by a parent's voice; the crucl meed 


Ot virtuous ardour, timeleſsly Gifplay'd; 


Gleam utobſtructed : thither oft thine eye 
Shall ſweetly wander; thence returning, f 
With penſive ſcenes thy philoſaphic mind. 
| Theſe were thy haunts, thy opulent abodes, 
O ſuperſtition ! hence the dire difcaſe, 1 
(Balanc'd with which the fam'd Athenian peſt 
Were a ſhort heac-ach, were the trivial pain 
Of tranſient indigeſtion) ſeia d mankind. 


Warm' d our chill air, unloaded with the threats 
Of tyraat Rome; but futile ail, till ſhe, 
Rome's abler legate, magnify'd their power, 


| And in a thouſa d horrid furms atrir'd. 


Where then was truth to ſanctiſy the page 

| he perjur'd monk ſuborn'd infernal ſhrieks, 
And fiends to ſnatch at the departing ſoul 

Wich helliſh emulation. If a fricud, 

High o'er his roof exvitant angels tune 

Their golden lyres, and wait him to the ſkies, 
What then were vows, were oaths, wer: P'i. h- 
5 ted faith ? | LSE 18 

The fovereign's juſt, the ſubject's loyal pact, 


* 


| To cheriſh mutual good, annull'd and vain 
By Roman magic. grew an idle ſcrol! 


Ere the frail ſanction of the wax was *»11d. 
Wich thee, * Plartayenet ir:m civil broils 
The land a while reſpir d, and all was peace. 

' 'Tnen Becket roſe, and, impotent of mind. 
Frum reeal courts with lawleſs fury march'd 
The church's blood-ſtain'd convidts, and forgave ; 


temn, 5 
Ind with unhallow'd croſie: bruis'd the crown. 
Yet yielded not ſupmely tame a price 


— 


Of fair ambition. Long his regal foul 

Firm and erect the pee viſu priett exil'd, 
And brav'd the fury of ;evengeful Rome. 

In 24a ! let one faint malady diffuſe | 
The pre y logs: which ſuperſtition loves, 
And fee him, dwindled to à recreant grooms, 


—— 


Wes Cœur-de-hon beſt with whiter days ? 
Here the cowl'd zealots with united cries 
Urg'd the: cruſade ; and fee, of halt his ſtores 


| Defpoii'd the wretch, whvfe wiler boſom cl. o 


To bleſs his friends, his race, his native land. 
Of ten fair ſuns that ruil'd their annual race, 
Not one beheld him on his vacant throne; 
Waile haughty | Longchamp, mid his {: rery* 
be . Henry IT. 


2D + Richard I. 


t Biſhop of Ely, Lord Chancellor. 


O Fieury's virtues; leatu' d, courageous, wiſe, 


Rein the proye palfrey whillt the prielt aſcends 5 
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Nor ccaſe till through the gloomy road, the pile 


I. ne time ſhe rag d, and ſcarce a ſouthern gale 


Rid murderous prieſts the fovercign frown con- 
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Of wanton vaſſals, ſpoil'd his fairhful realm, 
Battling in foreign fie ids, collecting wide 
A laurel harveit for a pillag d land. 
Oh dear - bought trophics! when a prince de- 
ſerts 
His drooping realm, to pluck the harren ſprays ! 
When faithleſs John uſurp'd the ſully'd crown, 
What ample tyranny ! the groaning land 
Deem'd earth, deem'd heaven its for . 
years : 
Our helpleſs fathers in deſpair obey'd 
The papal interdict; and who obey'd, 
The ſovereign piunder'd. 0 ivglorious days 
When the French tyrant, by the ſutile grant 
Of papal reſcript, claim'd Britannia's throne, 
And durft invade ; be ſuch inglorious days 
Or hence forgot, or not recall'd in vain! 
Scarce had the tortur'd ear dejected heard 
Rome's loud anathema, but hewtleſs, dead 
To every purpoſe, men nor wiſh'd to live, 
Nor dar'd to die. The poor laborious hind 
Heard — curſe, and from his — 
Fell the neglected crook that rui'd the plain. 
Thence journeying home, in every cloud he ſces 


A vengeſul angel, in whoſe waving ſcroll 


He reads damnation ; ſees its ſable train 
Of grim attendants, penci d by deſpair ! 

The weary pilgrim from remater chimes 
By painfu] ſteps arriv'd ; his home, his friends, 
His offspring left to laviſh on the fhrine 
Of ſome far-honour'd faint his coftly ſtores, 
Inverts his ſootſtep; ſickeus at the fight 
Of the barr d ſant, and ſilent ſheds his tear. 
The wretch whoſe hope by ſtern oppreſſion chas'd 
From cvery earthly bliſs, ſtill as it ſaw 


"Triumphant wrong, took wing, and flew to hea- | 


| _ 
And reſted there, n now mourn'd his refuge loſt | 
Ard wonted peace. Ihe facred ſane was barr d, 


And the lone altzr, where the mourners throng'd | 


To ſupplicate remiſſion, ſinok'd no more; 
While the green weed luxuriant round uproſe. 
Some from the death-bed, whoſe delirious faith 
Through every ſtage of life to Rome's decrecs 
Obſcquious, humbly hop'd to dic in peace, 
Now ſaw the ghaſtly king approach, begirt 
In tenfold terror: ; now expiring heard | 
The laſt loud clarion ſound, and heaven's decree 
With unremitting vengeance bar the ſkies. 
Nor light the grief by ſuperſtition weigh'd, 
That their diſnoncur'd c: rſe, ſhut from the verge 
Of hallow d earth or tutclary fane, 
_ Muſt fleep with brutes their vaſſ.ls, en the field; 

Unneath ſome path, in marle unexorcis'd ! | 
No ſolemn bell extort a neighbour's tc: r! 


No tongue of prieſt pronounce thei: ſoul ſecure! | nous art 


Nor ſondeſt friend aſſure their peace obtain'd} 

The prieſt! alas, fo boundleſs was the ill! 
He, like the flock he piilaged, pin'd forlorn 

The vivid vermeil fled hie fady cheek, 

And his big paunch, diſtended with the ſpoils 
Of half his flock; emaciate, groan'd beneath 

Superior pride, and mightier luſt of power 


RES earn whoſe meagre | 


fix tedious | 
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| Tol to the midnight lamp his holy beads 
With nice preciſion, {-it the deeper wound 
As his guil'd foul rever'd the conclave more. 


RO — — - 

| Birth, honour, virtue, enemy. and friend, 
Sunk helpleſs in the dreary gulph involv'd; 
And one capricious curſe envelop'd all! 
Were kings ſecure ? in towering ſtations 
In flattery nurs'd, inur'd to fcurn mankind, 
Or view diminiſh" d ſrom their ſite fudlime ; 
As whena ſhepherd, from the lofty brow 


| Of ſome proud cliff, ſurveys his lefſening flock 


In ſnowy groups diffuſive ſcud the vale. 

A while the furi-us menace John return'd, 
And breath'd defiance loud Alas! tco ſoon 
Allegiance ſickening ſaw its ſovereign yield, 
An angry prey to {cruples not his own. 

The loyal ſoldier girt around with ſtrength, 


| 


_— 


| Who fole from mirth and wine his blooming 


| years, 
And ſciz'd the ſaulchion, reſolute to guard 
{ His ſovereign's right, impaiſy'd at the news; 
Finds the firm bins of his ſo!:l revers'd 
For foul dclertion; drops the lifted ſteel, 
And quits fame's no leſt har zeſt, to expire 
The death of Monks, of ſurfeit, and of ſloth! 
At length fatigued with wrong, the ſer vile 
n 
Drain'd from his land its ſmall remaining ſtores 
o buy r: miſſiun. But could theſe obtain? 
No! r. ſolute in wrongs the prieſts obd ad; 
Till crawling bale to Rome deputed flave, 
His fame, his people and his crown, he gave. 
Mean monarch : flighted, brav'd, abhorr's be- 
fore ! 
And now, appeas'd by delevated ſway, 
The wily pontiff fcoras uot to recall | 
His interdictions. Now the ſacred doors 
Admit repentant multitudes, prepar'd 
To buy deceit ; admit obſ: quious tribes 
Of ſatraps! princes! crawling to the ſhrine 
of fainted villainy ! the pompous tomb 
'D:2z'ing with gems and gold, or in a cloud 
Of incenſe wreath d, amidit a droopi'g land 
That figh'd for bread! is thus the Indian clove 
Diſplays its verdant leaf. its crimſon flower, 


| And ſheds its odours; while the flocks around 


| Hungry and faint the barren ſands explore 
In vain! nor plant nor herb endears the ſoil; 


| Draiu'd and exiauſt to ſwell its thirſty pores | 8 


And furniſh luxury.— Vet in vain 

Britannia flrove; and whether artſul Rome 
Careſe'd or curs'd her, ſuperitition * 5 
And blinded, fetter'd. and deſpoil'd the land. 
At length ſome murderous monk, with poiſo- 


Expell'd the life his brethern rubb'd of peace. 
Nor yet ſurccas'd with John's diſaſtrous reign 
Pontiſic ſury! Engliſh wealth exhauſt. 


| The ſequent reign * beheid the beggar d ſhore 
1 Grim with Italian uſur-rs; prepur d. 


11 lend, for riping unexampi; d hire, 
To lend what Ronic might pill:ge uncontrol'd. 
For 


Henry III. who cancelled the Magna Charta. 


b 


Whom did the ruin ſpare? for wealth, r 


The demon vaniſh'd as he ſpread the day. 
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For now with more exten ſive havoc rag'd 
Relentleſs Gregory, with a thouſand arts, 
And each rapacicus, born to drain the world! 
Nor ſhall the Muſe repeat, how oft he blew 
Th: croiſe's trumpet ; then ſor ſums of gold 
Annull'd the vow, and bade the falſe al rm 
Swell the groſs hoards of Henry, or his own. 
Nor ſhall ſhe tell. how pontiſſs dar'd repeal 
The beſt of charters ! dar'd abſolve the tye 
Of Britith kings by legal oath reſtrain'd. 
Nor can ſhe dwell on argoſies of gold 
Fr:m Albion's realm to fer>;le thores convey' d, 


Wrung from her ſons, and ſpłeded by her k nge! 


Oh irkſome day! when wicked thrones combine 
W. th papal craft, to yull their native land! 
Such was our fate while Rome's dirt ctor taught 
Of ſrbjecta, born to be their monarch's prey, 
To toi: for manks, for gluttony to toil 
For vac. nt glüttony; extortion, raud, 

For avarice, envy, pride, revenge, and ſhame ! 


O duQtine breath d from Stygian caves ! exhal'd | 


From inmoſt Erebus!— Such Henry“ reign ! 
Urging his loyal realm's reluctant hand | 


Io wield the peaceful ſword by John ere while | 


Forc'd from his ſcabbard; and with burniſn'd 
8 lance _ | | 
Effay the favage cure, domeſtic war! | 
And now ſome nobler fpirics chas'd the miſt 
Of general darkneſs. Grofted * now adorned 
The mit-ed wreath he wore, with rcaſon's ſword 
Stagg ring deluſion's frauds; at lengrn beneath 
Rome's int-rdift expiring calm, refien'd 
No vulgar ſoul, that dor'd to heaven apycal ! 
But ah his ferti'c glebe, this fair domain, 

H:d wel: nigh ceded, to the flothſni hands 
Of monk bid ous; ere Edward's care 
Tke iaviſh hand of death bed ſe r reftrain'd. 
Yec was lie clear of ſuperſtition's taint? | 
He tov. miſdeer fu! of his whol-ſeme law, 
Ev'n he. expiring. eve his treafur'd gold 
10 fatten monks on 3alem's diſtant ſoil! 

Yes, the third Edward's breaft, to papal ſway 
$9 little prone, and ficrce in honorr's cauſe, 
Could inperttition quell! before the towers =» 
Ol haggard Parts, at the thu«.ger's voice 
He drops the ſwore, and ſigus ignoble peace! 
But Aill che nicht by Rom:ifa art diffus'd 

Co ects her clouds, and with flow peace recedes, 

When by ſoft Bourdzun's braver queen approv'd, 
id Wickliff roſe : anc while the bigot power 
E midſt her native darkneſs fruik'd ſecure, 


80 ſrom his boſora C2cus breath'd of old | 

The pitchy cloud, and in a night of ſmoke 

Sccure a while his recreant life ſuſtain'd ; 

Tin fant'd Alcides, o'er his ſubtleſt wiles 

Vidorious, cacar'd the ravag'd nations round. 

Hail honour'd Wickliff! enterprizing ſage! 

An Epicurus in the caule of truth ! CA 

For 'tis not radiant furs, the juvial hours 

Ol youthful ſpring, an ether all ſerene, 

Nor all the verdure of Carapania's vales, 

Can chaſe religious glovm ! *Tis reafon, thought, 
The light, the radiance that pervades the foul, 


* Biſhop of Lincoln, called Mallzus Romanerum. 


„ 


} 


| Could baniſh mercy an 
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And ſheds its beams on heav'rs myſterious ſway ! 


As yet this light but glunmer'd, aud again 
Error prevai d; while kings by force uprus'd 
Let looſe the rage of bigots on their foes, 


And ſeek affection by the dreadful boon 


_— rnd. 


Of licens'd murder. Fy'n the kindett prince, 
The melt tende breaſt, the royal Hal ! 
All unrelenting heard the Loilards cry 
Bort from the centre of remor ſeleſe flames; 
Their ſhricks endur' d Oh ſlain to m.rtia! praiſe? 
Wheu Cobham, generous as the noble peer 
That wears his honours, pay'd the fatal price 
Of virtue blcominy ere the ſtornis were laid! 
"Twas thus alternate. truth s pr: carious lawe 
De cay'd or flouriſh'd. With :;malivnent eye 
[ he pwutiff fow Briturnia's golden fleece, 
Once ell his own, inveſt his worthier ſous! 


j 


* 


I Her verdaut valicys, and her fertile plains, 
} Yellow with grain, abjure his hateful ſway ! 


Eſfay'd his utmolt art, and inly own'd 

No labours bore proportion to the prize. | 
So when the tempter view'd, with envious eye 

The firſt fair pattern of the female frame, 

All nature's beauties in one form difp'ay'd, 

And centering there, in wild amaze he flood 3 


| Then only envying heaven's creative hand : 


Will'd to his gloomy reign his envious arts 


{ Might win this prize, and doul-led every ſuare. 


And vain were reaſon. courage, learning, all, 
Till power accede : till! udor's wild caprice 
Smile on their cauſe; Tudor, whoſe tyrant reign 
With mental freedom crow:'d the beſt of kings 


| Might eavious view, and i} pr-for their own | 


Then Wolſey rofe, by nature form'd to ſeek 


| Anbrion's trophies, by addreſs to win, 


| Py tener to enjoy—whole humbler birth 


eus he the gay fernes of pomp to dazzle more. 


Then from its 


towering height wich horrid 
ſound _ . | 


4 Ru ſh'd the proud abbey. Then the vaulted rooſs, 


Torn from their walls, diſclos'd the wanton ſcene = 
Of morkith chaſtity ! Each angry friar 1 
Crawl! d from his bedded ſtrumpet! muttering low 

An incſſectual curſe, The pervious nooks : 


I 1 hat. ages paſt, convey d he vuiſcful prieſt 


lo play icuie image on the gapi g crowd, 
Imbibe the novel day-light; and expoſe 
Obvious the ſraudful enginery of Rome. 

As theugh this opening carth to nether realms. 


Should flaſh meridian day. the hooded race 


Shudder abaſh d to find their cheats dilpiay'd : 


I And. conſcious of their guilt. and ple asd to wave 


Its fearſul meed, reſign'u their fair domain. 
Nor yet ſupine, nor void of rage, retir d 


| The pelt gigantic; whoſe revengefu! ſtroke 8 | 
| ting'd the red auna's of R laria's reign. 


| When from the dendereſt breaſt each wayw 


ard 
prieſt = MEL | 
d in. plant a Send! 

| When cruelty the funeral pyre uprear'd, 

| and bound religien there, and fir'd the baſe! 
When the fame blaze, which on cach toitur'd 


1 
Fed with luxuriant rege, in every face 
243. 


Triumphant 
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Triumphant faith appear d. and ſmiling hope. 
O bleſt Eliza! from thy piercing beam 
Forth flew this kated fiend, the child of Rome; 
Driven to the verge of Albion, linger'd there, 
Then with her James receding, caſt behind 
One angry frown, and ſought more ſervile climes. 
Henceforth they ply d the long- continued tiik 
Of righteous havock, covering diſtant fields _ 
With the wrought remnants df the ſhatter'd pile. 
While through the land the muſing pilgrim tees 
A tract of brighter green, and in the midit 
A a mouldering wall, with ivy crowe'd; 
Or Gothic turret, pride of ancient days! | 
Now but of uſe to grace a rural ſcene; 
To hound ont viſtas, and to glad the fons 

Ol George's reign, reſcrv'd tor fairer tiraes! 


LOVE and HONOUR. 

« Sed neque Medorum ſylvæ, ditiſſima terra 
Nec pulcher Ganges, aique auro turbidus Hæ- 
mus, | 
* Laudibus Angligentim certent : non Badra, 


nec Indi. 3 
* Totague thuriſeris Panchaia pinguis arenis,” 


* 


Her tawny citron and her orange-groves, 
Theſe let Iberia boaſt; but if in vaim, 
To win the ſtranger plaut's diffuſive (mile, 
The Briton labours, yet our native minds, 
Our conſtant boſoms. theſe, the dazzled world 
May view with envy ; theſe, Iberian gates 
Survey with fixt eſteem and fond drfire. 
Hapleſs Elvira! thy diſaſtrous fate 

May well this truth explain; nor ill adorn 
The Britiſh lyre: then chiefly, if the Muſe, 
Nor vain, nor partial, from the ſimple guiſe 
Ot antient record catch the penſive lay: 
And in leſs groveling accents give to fame. 
Flvira ! lovelieſt maid ! th Iberian realm 
Could boaſt no purer breaſt, no ſprightlier mind, 
No race more ſplendent, and no form ſo Fair. by 
Such was the chance of war, this peerleſs maid 
In life's |: xuriant bloom, entich'd the ſpoil 
Of Britiſh vidtors,- victory's nobleſt pride 
She, ſhe alone, amid the wailful train 

Of captive maids, aſſign d to Henry's care; 
Lord of her life, her fortune, and her fame; 
He, generous youth, with no penurious 
The tedious moments that uujoyous roll 
Where freedon's cheariul radiance ſuines no more, 
Iſſay d to ſoften ; conſcious of the pang 
That beauty feels, to waſte its fleeting hours 
In ſonte dim fort, by foreigu rule ret rain'd, 
Far from the huunts ol nien, or eye of day! 

Sometimes, to cheat her hoſ@m of its car 

Her kind protector nvmb--r'd ver the tails 
Nimſelf had worn: the frowns of angry ſeas, 
Or hoſtile rage, or faithleſs friend. mere fell 
Than ſtorm or fog: if hapiy ſhe might find 
Her car es diminiſh'd ; truiticſs fond c Bay ! 
New to ber lovely hand, waz modeſt a We 


1 


| The Britith hoſt. Around the ſmiling youths oo 
| CalPs to their native iccnhes, with willing haſte 
| 


I Arange, bl-ak, forlorn | @ deſert woke and wild. 
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| The tender lute he gave: ſhe not averſe 

Nor deſtitute of fill, with willing hand | 

| Cal d forth angelic ſtrains; th- tacred debt 
Of gratitude, ſhe ſaid ; whoſe juſt commands 
Still might h:x hand with equal pcid- obey ! 
Nur to the melting ſounds the nyraph refus'd 
Her vocal art; harmonivus, as the ſtrain 

| Of ſome impti on'd lark. who, daily chear'd 
By guardian cares. re pays them with a ſong, 
Nar drops, nor dcems ſweet liberty reſign' d. 
| the ſong, not artleſs, had the fram'd to paint 
Diſaſtrous paſſion; ho, hy tyrant laws 
Ot idiot cuſtom ſway d, ſome luſt- ey d fair 
Lone d only one: nor dar'd that love reveal! 


| How the foft anguiſh baviſh'd irom her check 


he damaſk rote fuii-blown ; a ſever came; 
And from her boſom forc'd the plaintive tale. 


| Then, twift as light, he fought the love-lorn 
| But vain y ſought her; corn by ſwiſter fate 
io join the tenants of the myrtle ſhade, 


Love's mournful victims on the plains below, 
Sometimes as fanty tpoke the pleaſing taſk, 
She taught her artful ncedle to difplay | 
The various pride of ſpring : then ſwift upſprung 
I hickets of myrtle, eglantine, and roſe : | 

There might you ſee, on geutle toils intent, 


— 


A train of buſy loves; ſome pluck the flower, 


Some twime the 

mae | 
Around a vacant warrior caſt the wreath. 1 
"T was paint, twas life! and ſure to piercing eyes 


garland, ſome with grave gri- 


_ | The warriors's face depitur'd Herry's mien. 


Now had the generous chief with joy perus'd 
The royal fcruil, which to their native home 
heir ancient rights, uninjur'd, unredeem'd, 
Reſtor d the captiveg. Forth with rapid hafte 
10 glad his fair Etvira's car, he ſprung; = 
Fir'd by the blifs ke panted to convey; 
Fut Er'd in vain ah! what was his amaze, 
His fond diſtrefs, when o'er ber pallid face 
Deje Sion reign'd, and from her lifeleſs hand 
| Lown dropt the myrtle's fair unfiniſh'd flower 
Speechlets ſhe ſtood; at length with accents fa't.c, 
Well may my native ſhore, ſhe ſaid, reſound 
| * Thy monarch's praife ; and ere Elvira prove 
« Of thine forgetſul, flowers ſhall ceaſe to feel 
| ** The fofter:ng breeze, and nature change her 
laws. „ 5 . 
And now the grateſul edi& wide alarm'd 


Their fleet unmoor, impatient of the love 
Trat wed's cach boiom to its native foil, 
The patriot paſhon ſtrong in every clime, 
How juſtly tkeirs, who tind no foreign ſweets 
To diſſipate their loves, or match their own. 


Not fo Elvira | ſhe, diſaſtrous maid, : 
| Was yo captive ! power nor chance could 


The ſubtle bands; ſhe lov'd her generous foe. 
She, where her Henry dwelt, her Henry tmil'd, 
Could term her native ſhore ; her native thore 
By him deſerted, ſome unfriendly ſtrand, 


The 
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The fleet careen d, the wind propitious fill'd 
The ſwelling fails, the 1 tranſports wav ' d 
heir pennants gay, and halcyon's azure wing 
— Rieke rand. x ſkimm'd the placid main. 
On her lone couch in tears Elvira lay, 
And chid th officious wind, the tempting ſea, 
And wiſh'd a ſtorm as mercileſs, as tore 
Her labourind boſom. Fondly now ſhe ſtrove 
To baniſh paſſion ; now the vaſtal days, 
he captive moments, that ſo ſmoothly paſt 
By many an art recall'd; now from her lute 
With trembling fingers call'd the favourite ſounds 
Which Henry deign'd to 
With mimic chains of ſilken fillets wove 
To paint her captive ſtate; if any fraud 
Might to her love the ſcenes prolong, 
And with the dear idea feaſt the foul, 
But no the chief returned : prepared to launch 
On ocean's willing breaſt, and bid adiew 
To his fair priſoner. She, foon as ſhe heard 
His hated errand, now no mere concral'd | 
The raging flame; but, with a fpreading bluſh 
And riſing ſigh, the latent pang diſclos d. 
Ve generous youth! I ſce thy boſom glow 
With virtuous tranſport, that the taſk is thine 
To ſolve my chains, and to my weeping friends, 
And every longing relative, reſtore | 
A ſoft-ey d maid, a mild offenceleſs prey! 
But know, my ſoldier, never youthful mind, 
Torn from the laviſh joys of wild expence 
| By him he loath'd, and in a dungeon bound 


To languiſh out his bloom, could catch the pins | 


This i.!-ſtar'd freedom gives my tortur'd mind. 

What cal 1 freedom? is it that theſe limbs, 

From rigid bolts ſecure, may wander far 

From: him 1 love? Alas ! ere 1 may boaſt 

That facred bleſſing, forme ſuperior power 

To mortal kings, to ſublunary thrones, 

Mluſt looſe my paſſion, muſt unchaiu my ſoul. 

Ev'n that] loath; all liberty | loath! 5 

But moſt the joyleſs privilege to gaze ga 
With cold indifference, where delert is love, 

True, I was born an alien to thoſe eyes 

i atk alone to pleaſe ; my fortune's crime! 
And ah! this flatter'd form by dreſs endear d 

To 5pwaih eyes, by drels may thine offend, 
Whiltt !, i:-fared maid! ordain'd to ftrive 

Wich cuſtom's load, beneath its weight expire. 
Yet Herry's beauties knew in foreign garb 

To vanquillu me; his ſorm, howe'er diſguis' d, 

To me were ſatal! no fantaſtic robe _ 

That e er caprice invented, cum wore, 

Or folly ſmil'd on, could eclipie thy charms. 

Perhaps by birth decreed, by fortune plac d 

Thy country's foe, Elvira's wirmeſlt ptea 

Seems but the ſubtler accent trand inſpires; 

My teadercit glances, but the ſpecious flowers 

That ſhade the viper while ſlie plots her wound. 

And can the trembling candidate of love 

Awake thy fears? and can a female breaſt 

By ties of grateful duty bound, euſnare ? 

is there no brighter mien. no ſciter ſmile 

For love to wear, to dark deceit unknown ? 

Heaven ſearch my foul, and if through all its cells 


praiſe and now eſcay d 


To paint the genius of thy native ſhore. 


1 


{ Your fau- built veil::ls touch'd th' therian there 
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Full on my fenceleſs head its phial'd wrath 
May fate exhauſt; and for my happieſt hour 
Exalt the vengeaace I prepare for thee! 

Ah me! nor Henry's, nor his country's foe, 


| 


| On thee I guz'd, aud reaſon ſoon diſpell d 


Dim error's gloom, and to thy favout d ule 
Aſſigu'd its total merit, unreftrain'd. 

Oh! lovely region to the candid eye! 

"T'was there my fancy ſaw the Virtues dwell, 

The Loves, the Graces play; and bleſt the ſoil 

That nurtur'd thee ! for ſure the Virtues form'd 
Thy wa—_ breaſt; the Loves, the Graces, 
| plann” | 

Thy ſhape!y limbs. Relation, birth, efſay'd 
Their partial power ia vain : again I gaz d, 

| And Albioa's iſle appear d. amidſt a tract 

Of ſavage waſtes, the darling of the ſkies! 

And thou by nature form'd, by fate ailign'd, 


N 


*Tis true, with flowers, wich many a dazzling 
ſcene 5 

Of burniſh'd plants, to lure a female eye, 

Iberia plows: but ah F the gema! ſun, 

| That gilde the lemon's fruit, or ſcents the 

On Spaniſh minds, a nation's nobler hoaſt ! 

Beats forth ungentie influences. There 


wer, 


Sits jealouſy enchron'd, and at each ray 
Exultaat lights his low conſuming fires. 
| Not ſuch thy charming region; long before 


My ſweet experience taught me to decide 
Of Evgliſh worth, the found had pleas'd mine 
Is there that ſavage coaſt, that rude ſojourn, 
Stravger to Britiſh worth? the worth which forms 


| The kind-| friends; the mott tremendous foer ; 
| Firſt, beſt ſupports of liberty and love! _ 
No. let ſubjected India, while ſhe throws 


Ober Spaniſh deeds the veil, your praiſe reſound. . 


* Long 4 ] heard, ot ere in ſtory read 


Of Engliſh fame, my bias'd partial breaſt 
Wiih'd them fucc<fs, and, happieſt ſhe, | cry'd, 


_ | Of woman happiett ſhe, who ſhares the love, 
the fame, the virtues, ol an Englith lord! 


And pow what ſh.ll I ſay ? bleſt be the hour 


Bicſt did 1 fay the time? if | may bleſs 


| That lov'd event, let Henry's ſmiles declare. 


Our hearts and cities won, will Henry's youth 

| Forego its nobler conque:{t ? will he flight 
he ſoſt endearments of the lovelicr ſpoil ? 
And yet Iberia s ſons, with every vow , 


Oft laſting faith, have ſworn theſe humble charms 


Were not excell'd; the lource of ali their pains, 
| And love her juſt dc” rt, who ſues for love; 


I But ſuꝭs to thee, whiic natives ügh in vain. 


| 
| 


Perhaps in Henry's eye | for vulgar minds 
Diſſent from his, it ſpreads n hateful ſtain 
On honeſt fame, amid his train to bear | 
A femule friend. Then learn, my gentle youth! 
Not love himſelf. with all the pointed pains 
khat ſtore his quiver, ſhall ſeduce my foul 


— 


From honour's laws Elvira once deny'd 


A contort's name, more ſwiit than lightning flies, 
AM hen elements diſcordant vex the · M, 


Lurk the per nicious drop of Poiſonous guile 4 | 


Kall bluſhing from the lotm che loves retire. 


I 
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Vet if the ſpecious with, the vulgor voice By merit rais'd ; by gratitude approv'd ; 
Has titled prudence, ſways a foul Ike thine, Ny hope confirm'd ; with artleſs truth reveal'd; 
In gems or gold, what proud [berian dame | Ict, let me ſay. but for one matchleſs maid 
_ Felipſes me? Nor paint the dreary ftorins | Of happier birth. with mutual ardor crown'd. 
Or hair-breadth ſcapes that haunt the boundleſs - Theſe radiant gems, which bucniſh happineſs, 
deep, { But mock misfortune. to tay favourire's hand 
And force from tender eyes the filent tear; Vith care convey. And well may ſuch adorn 
When memory to the penſive maid ſugyelts, Her chearſul front, who finds in thee alone 
In full contraſt, the ſaſe domeſtic ſcene | 7 he ſource of every tr.n!port; but dilgrace 
For theſe religu · d. Beyond the frantic rage | My penſi ve breaſt, which down'd to lating woe, 
Of conquering heroes brave, the ſcmale mind, In thee the ſourec of every bliis reſigus. 


When ſeel'd by love, in love 5 molt horrid way And now farewel, thou earting youth ! the 


Ec holds not danger, or beholding ſcorus. 555 | 
Heaven take my life, but let it crown my love.” Of Engliſh merit ! ace, cop tent, and joy, 
She cras d, and ere his words her fate decreed, And teuler hopes, and young deſires, lrg! 
Impatient watch'd the language of lis exe: Atrend, ye lmilinꝑ train, this Jallant mind 
There pity dwelt, and from its tender ipkere | Back to his native ſhores: there ſweetly ſmooth 
Sent looks of love, and faithleſs hopes inſpir d. His evening pillow; dance around his groves; 

* Forgive me, generous maid, the youth re- And, where he treads, with violets paint his way. 


tucn'd, But leave Elvira! leave her, now no more 
| V, by thy accents charm'd, thus long I bore * Your frail companion ! in the ſacred celle 
To let ſuch ſweetneſs plead, alas! in vait! Ok ſome lone cloiſter le: me ſhroud my ſhame ; 
Thy virtue merits more than crowns can yield There, to the matin bell, obſcquious, pour | 
Of ſolid bliſs, or happieſt love, beſtow. My conſtant criions. The wanton Loves, 
But ere from rative ſhore | plough's the main, And gay Deſirrs, ſhall ſpy the glimmering tow- 
To one dear maid, by virtue and by charms | ers, 
Alone endear'd, my plighted vows ! gave; And wing thei ir ſlight aloof: but ref confirmed, 


To guard my faith, whatever chance ſhoujd wait bat never ſhail Llvira's tongue conclude 
My warring ſword : if conqueſt, fame, and ſpoilt, Her ſhorteſt prayer, ere Henry" s dear ſucceſs 


Grac'd my return, before her feet to pour |, The warmeſt accent of her zeal employ.” 
The glittering treaſure, and the laurel wreath ; | Thus ſpoke the weeping fair, whoſe ariden 
Enjoying conqueſt then, and fame, and ſrolilIl. mind | 
If fortune frown'd adverſe, and death fbade | Imnpartial ſcorn'd to model her eftzem Z 
The bliſsful union, with my lateſt breatn Ry native cuſtoms; dref., and face, and air, 
To dwell on Medway's and Varia's name. [And manners, teſs; nor yet reſolv'd in vain. 
This ardent vow deep- rocted, from my foul | He, bound by prior love, the ſo emn vow 
No dangers tore; this vow my boſom fir'd Given and receiv'd, to foft compaſſion gave 
To conquer danger. and the ſpoil enjoy. A tener tear; then with that kind adtcu 
Her ſhall | leave, with fair events clate, I Eſteem nb warran', weary'd heaven with 
Who crown d mine hunibleſt fortune wich her prayers 
2 love? ro ſhield chat tender breaſt he left forkers. 
Fer ſhall I leave, who now perchance alone {| He ceav'd, an. to the cloiſter's penſi ve ons - | 
| Cl:mbs the proud cliff, and chides my flow re- | Shows SET her FRO way. 
| turn ? 


| And ſhall that veſſel, whoſe approaching 0 f 
Shall ſwe'l her breaſt with extacies, convey — {| 
Death to her hopes. and anguiſh to her loul? 
No ! may the deep my viilain-corfe devour, 

If all the wealth Iberian mines concea!, 


The SCHOOL-AUSF RESS. 


In imitation of SrrNSER. 


If all the charms lberia: maids diſcloſe, „. Ante voces, va ogitus oo ths gens, e 
I thine, Elvira, thine, uniting all ? | ©." 6 homage anime fleutes in limine primo.” 
 *thusfar prevail—nor can thy virtuous breaſt | Vino. 
Demand, what honour, faith. and love denies.” | ADVERTISEMENT. | 


„Oh! happy ſhe, rejoin'd the penſi ve mai, 
Who ſhares thy fame, thy virtue, and thy 3 
And be ſhe happy l thy diſtinguiſh'd choice 
Declares her worth, and vindicates her claim. | 
Farewell my luckleſs hopes, my flattrring dreams 
Of rapturous days! my guilty ſuit, farewell! | 
| Yet, fond howe'er my pita, or deep the wound | H me! full ſorely is my heart ſorlorn, 
That waits my fame, let not the random ſhaſt |} A 
Of cenſure pierce with me th” Iberian dames: | lies; 

love with caution. and with happier ttars. 
And oh! by pity mov'd, reftrain the tauns Such deeds wm as L and powp diſguiſe ; 
Ol levity, nor brand lvica s flame ; — | Dee do 


+4 proper tor the Author's mitation on this occa- 


of e hben, and a pecunar terderneſs of ſeuti- 
ment remarkable throughout his works. 


I 


What particulars in Spenſer were 60 __ ” 


ion, are his language his ſimplicity, his manner 


| © think how modett worth neglected 
While partial ſame doth with her blaſts adorn 


- —- * * 


g ů 


Loſt in the dreary ſhades of dull obſcurity. 


And in her hand, for ſerpter, ſhe does wield 
Tway birchen ſprays ; ; with anxious fear en- q 
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PTecds of ill ſort, and miſchievous emprize : 
Lend me thy clarion, goddeſs let me try 

To found the praiſe of merit, ere it dies; 

guch as | oft have chaunced to eſpy, 


— — 


| 
In every village mark d with little ſpire, 


Embower'd in trees, and hardly known to 
fame, | 


There dwells. in lowly ſhed, and mean a' tive; | 


A matron old, whom we fchool-miſtreſs name; 
Who boaſts uvruly brats with birch to tame 
They grieven ſore, in piteous durance pent, | 
Aw'd by the power of this rel-ntleſs dame; 
And oft-times, on vagaries idly bent, 

For unkempt hair, or taſk uncoun'd, are ſorely 

ſhent. ' 


And all in fight doth riſe a kirchen ee, | 
Which learning near her lictle dome did ſtowe; 
Whilom a twig of mall regard to fee, , 
Though now fo wide its waving branches flow: 
And work the ſimple vaſſali mickle woe; 
For not a wind mi lit curi the leaves that b ew, 
But their limbs ſhudder'd, and their pu.fe | 
beat low; 


And as they louk'd my found their horror 


rew, 


And ſhap'd it into rod-, and tingled at at the view. 


So have I ſeen (who has not, may conceive,) 


A lifeleſs phantom near a garden plac d; | 


So doth it wanton bird: of peace bereave, 


Oft ſport, of ſong, of pleaſure, of repaſt; | | 
They ſtart, they ſtare, they wheel, wy look | 


aghaſt; 


Sad ſervitude? ſuch comfort! s annoy 1 
Nay no bold Briton's riper age cer taſte! | 


Ne ſuperſtition clog his dance of joy, 


Ne viſion empty, vain, his native biifs deſtroy. {| 


Near to this dome is ſound a patch ſo green, | 
On which the tribe their ga-uboles 4 d. folas ; 
Aud at the door i imyriſonin, board is ſeca, 


Leſt weakly wit hts of mailer iz — firay; | 


Lager, perdie, to baſk iu funny day 


| 

i 

The noiſes intermix'd which thence reſound, | 
1 


Do learving's little tvnement betray: 


Where fits the daule, dilguis'd in look pro- 1 


1. und, | 


And eye, her fairy Rag, and. turns her wheel | 


around. 


Her cap, ſar vice than the 4 ow, -1 
Emblem right meet of decency does yield: * 


Her apron dy'd i in grain, as blue, 1 trowe, 
As is the hair-bell that adorns the field: 


1 n - 
Wich dark diſtruſt, and ſad ropentance ftind; 
And ſtedſaſt hate, and ſharp afaliction join's, 


And fury uncontroul d, and chaſtiſement unkind | 2 
Few but have ken'd, in femblance meet pour- G 


tray'd, 
The childiſu faces of old Eol's train; 
Libs, Notus, Auſter : theſe in frowns array'd, 


L 
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Were the ſtern god to give his flaves the rein? 

And were not ſhe rebellious breaſts to quell, 

Ind were not ſhe her ſtatutes to maintain, 

The = no mcre, I ween, were deem d the 
ce 


Where eomeir peace of mind, and decent order 


dwell. 


A ruſſet ſtole was o'er her ſhoulders thrown ; 
A ruſlet kirtle fenc'd the nipping air; 

was funple ruffet, but it was her own: 
Twas her own country bred the flock fo fair ! 
*Fwas her own labour did the fleece prepare; 
And, ſ»oth to ſay, her pupils, rang'd around, 
T hroneh pious awe, did term it paſſing rare; 
For they i in gaping wo.:derment abound, | 

Ard think, no doubt, ſhe been the greateſt wight | 

on ground. | 


Albeit ne flattery did corrupt her truth, 
Ne pompous title did debauch her ear ; ; 
Goody, good-wor1n, goſſip, n'aunt, forſooth, 


Or dame, the fole additions ſhe did hear; 


Yet theſe ſhe challeng'd, theſe ſhe held right 
dear : 

Ne would eſteem him ac as mouht behove, 

Who ſhould not honour'd eld with theſe revere: 

For ue ver title yet ſo mean could prove, 


Duc there was cke a mind which did that tile - 
love. | 


One ancient ken ſhe took delight to feed, | 
The plodding pattern of the buſy dame; 
Wich. ever and anon, impell d by need, 
Into her ſchool. begirt with chickens, came; 
Such favaur did her paſt deportnient claim: 
Aud, if neglect hid laviſn 2 on the ground 
Fra ment of bread, fie did collect the ſame; 
For wel: me kacs, and quaintly could expound, | 
What fit) it were to waſte the malleſt crumb ſhe 


tound. : 


erbs too ſue knew, ard well 4 each could 
3 ſpeak | 
That in tier garden ſip'd the ſilvery dew ; 
Where no vain flower diſclos'd a gawdy ſtreak 
Burt herbs for uſe, and phyſic, not a few, 
Of grey renown, within thoſe borders grew: 
The tufted balil, pun-provoking thyme, 
Freſh baum, and mary-gold of chearful hue ; 
ih: lowiy gill, that never dares to climb; | 
And mere I tain would 18 — her: to | 
-  ayme.. © 


Vet euphraſy may not be left RT 
That gives dun eyes to wander leagues around; 
And pungent radiſh, biting infants tongue; 
And plautain ribb d, that heals the reaper's 


3. --. wound; | 
And marjoram ſweet, in ſhepherd's pole 


found; 


Aud Lavender, whoſe: ſpikes of azure bloom 
Shall be, ere-whiie, in arid bundles bouud, 
To lurk amidſt the labours of her loom, | 

ard crown her kerchicfs . with mickle rare 


5 


How then would fare wana ay oc nai, | 
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And here trim roſemarine, that whilom, On which thilk-wight, that has y-gazing been, 


crown'd 
The daintieſt garden of the proudeſt peer; 
Ere, driven from its envy'd lite, it found 
A ſacred ſhelter for its branches here ; 


e eee | 


Oh Mattel days ! O cuſtoms meet and well] 
Ere this was baniſh'd from its lof y ſphere : 
Simplicity then ſought this humble cell, 
** ever would ſhe more with thane and lor dling 
| dwell. 
Here oft the dame, on fabbath's Saree, 
Hym:.cd ſuch pſalms as Stcrahold forth did 
mete, 


Il winter twere, ſhe to her hearth did cleave, | | 


But in her garden found a ſummer-ſeat : 
Sweet melody ! to hear her then repeat 
How lirael's ſons, beneath a forciph king, 
While taunting foe-men did a ſong intreat, 
All, for the nonce untuning every ſtring, 
| Vphung their uſcleſs lyres—ſmall heart had they | 
to ſing. My 
For ſhe was juſt, and friend to vir tuous ow 
And paſs'd much time in truly virtuous deed ; 
And, in theſe citins' cars, would oft deplore 


The times, when truth ho popiſn rage Se | | 


bleed; 
And tortious death was rrue devotion's meed ; 
And fimple faith in iron chains did mourn, 
That nould on wooden image place her creed; 
And lawny ſaints in ſmeuidering flames did 
| bura : 


Y Ah! deareſt lord, foreend, thilk days ſhould c'er 


return. 


In clbow-chair. like that of Scottiſh 3 | 
By the ſharp tooth of cankering eld defac'd, 
In rude, when he receives his diadem, 

Our ſovereign prince ard lieſeſt liege is plac'. , 


The matron ſate; and ſome with rank he 


e d, 


gra 
(The 41 of children's and of courtiers 


| Redreſs'd 3 for vile affronts there paſs d; 
And warn d them not the fretful to deride, 
But love each other dear, whatever them betice. 


Night well ſhe knew each temper to deſcry ; | 


Io thwart the proud, and the ſjubmiſs to raiſe ; | 


Some with vile copper- priae exalt on high, 


And other ſome with baleful ſprig the frays : 
Ev'n abſent, ſhe the reins of power doth bold, 


| While with quaint arts the giddy crowd he 


ways; 
PForewarn 4, if little bird their pranks behold, 
*T will whiſper in her ear, and all the icene un- 
| fold. | 


Lo now with ſtate ſhe utters the command ! = ; 
Eftſoons the urchins to their tafl:s repair; 


Their books of ſtature ſmall they take in hand, 


Which with pellucid horn ſecured are; 
To ſave from fingers wer the letters fair: 
The work ſo gay, that on their back is ſeen, 


_ bt, George's high atchievments does declare; 


And ſome entice with pittance ſmall of praiſe; 


1 


[ 


! Kens the A. rod, unpleaſing fight, 1 


Ah luckleſs be, and born deneath the 1 
Of evil ttar ! it irks me whilſt I write ! 

As erſt the bard by Muila's ſilver ſtream, 
Oft, as he told of deadly dolorous plight, 
Sigh'd as he ſung, and did in :e:rs indite. 
For brandifhing the rod, ſhe doth begin 


0 porn the brogues, the ftripling's late Je. 
. 


And os they drop, appears his da | 
Fair as the furry-coat of whiteſt —_ 


Q ruthful ſcene ! when from a nook obſcure, 
His little ſiſter doth his peril tee : 

All playful as ſhe ſate, ſhe grows. demure; 
Sde finds full ſoon her wonted ſpirics flee; 

She mediates a prayer to jet him free: 

Nor gentle pardon could this dame deny 

(If gentle pardon could with dames agree) 
To her ſad grief that ſwells in wither eye, 
And wings her o that all for pity ſhe could dye. | 


No lan er can ſhe now her ſcrieks command; 
ww hardly ſhe ſorbears, through awful fenr, | 


To itay harſh juh ĩce in its mid career. | 

Qn thee ſhe calls on thee her parent dear! 
(h! too remote to ward the ſhameful blow !) 
| She ſees no kind domeſtic viſage near, 
And ſoon a flood of tears begins to flow; 

j AS gray s he at Lille unavailing woe. 


But ah ! what pen his piteous plight may trace? 2 

Or what device his loud laments explain | E- 
The form uncouth of his diſguiſed face? 

The pallid hue that dyes his looks amain ? | 
The plenteous ſhower that docs his cheek dif- 

ſtain ? 

When he, in abject wiſe, implores the dame, 

Ne hapeth ought of ſweet reprieve to gain; 

Or when from high ſhe levels well her aim, 


And, through the thatch, his cries each — oY 


ſtroke proclaim. 


| Tie other tribe, aghaſt, wich ſore Mis: 8 
Attend, and conn their taſks with mickle care: 
By turns, aftony'd, every twig ſurvey, 

And, from their feliow's hateful wounds, be- 

= ware; 

Knowing, I twiſt, how each the ſame may 

hace: | 8 

Till fear has taught thens a per ſormance meet, 

And to the well-known cheſt the dame repair; 


— 


U hence oft with ſugar d cates ſhe doch them 


greet 


ſweet | 


See to their ſeats they bye wich merry glee, 

And in beſe:mly order ſitten there; 

All but the wight of bum y-galled, he, e 

—_— bench and ſtool, and fourm and 
char; 


L a 
55 * Spenſer, 


To ruſhen forth, and with preſumptuous * Dy 


b And ginger-bread y- rare; — _ doubly oy 
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is hand in mouth y- xd, that rends 


. 


Convulſions intcrmitting ! does declare | 
bis orie vous wrong; his dame's unjuſt beheſt; 
Aud ſcorns her aller a love, and ſhuns to be ca- 

reſs d. 
His face be ſprent with liquid cryſtal ſhines, | 
His bioomii-g face that ſerms a purple lower, 
V. Eich low to earth its drooping heal declines, 
Alt ſmear d and ſully'd by a vernal ſhower. 
O the hard boſoms of depatic power! 
Al, all but ſhe, the author of his Hame, 
All, all, but ſhe, regret this mournful hour: 
Vet, heuce the | nan and hence the flower, 
ſhall claim, 
* ſo l deem aright, wankewting worth and fame. 


Behind ſome door, in melancholy thought, 
Xlindleſe of food, he, dreary coniff ! pines; 
Ne for bis fellows j joyaunce carerh aught, 

But to the wind all merriment refiens ; 
And deems it ſhame if he to peace ii clines: 

And many a fullen lock aicance is ſent, 

Which for his dame 5 avnoyance he de bgrs ; 

And itill the more to pleature him ſhe's bent, 


The more doth he, perverſe, her haviour paſt } 


reſent. 


Ah me ! how much I feax leſt pride! it be! 
But if that pride it be, which ti us inſpires, 
Beware, ye dames, with nice diſcernment ſee, 
= quench not too the ſparks of nobler fires ; 
Ah! better far than all the Muſes' lyres, 
All coward arts, is valour's generous heat; 
The firm fixt breaſt which fit and right acqui es 
Like Verron's patriot ſou! ; 


deceit. 


| appear ! 
Ev'n now ſagacious foreſig bt points to 8 
4A little bench of heedleſs 'biſhop> here, 

And there a chancellour in emoryo, Es 

Or bard ſublime, if bard may e'cr be ſo, 8 

As Milton, 81 akeipeare, namcs that ne'cr dan 

dye | 

© Though now he crawl along the ground ſo low, 

Aer weeting how the Muſc ſu uld ſoar on 
-  bigh, .. | oy 

V. iſheth, poor ſtarveling elf! his paper kite ma 

And this perhays, wks, cenſuring the ay 

Low lays the houſe which that of candy zh 

build, 

Shall Dennis be! if rigid ſate incline, 

And many an epic to His rage thall yield ; 

And many a poet quit th' Aonian field; 

And, ſour'd by age, profound he ſhall 309247, 

As be who now with Ic aul fury thriil'd 

Surveys mine work; and levels many a fncer, 


Ard furls his wrinkly front, aud crics, What | 


* ſtull is kere !” 


Dut now Dan bcœbus gains the mid de Xie, 
nud liberty ut. hart ber Prilbn-c cer: 
Vor. 44 1 


his | 
And cke with ſnubs profound, and heaving 
breaſt 0 5 


more juſtly great 
Than c:aſt that * for ill or * ſal it 


: 


Vet, nurs'd with ſill, what dazzling fruits | 


'Lef mit with a zove he pine vi hope: 


* 9 cy * 9 


nd like a ruſting torrent out they fly, 

Am now the gr. it; cirque had cover'd o'er 

With boiiter2us revel-rout and wild uproar ; 

A thouſand ways in wanton rings they run, 

Heaven ſhield theic ſhort-liv'd paſtimes, I im- 
Flore! 

For well may freedom erſt ſo dearly won, 


| Appear to Britih e!f more gladlome than the 


ſun. 


Fnajoy, poor imps ! enjoy your ſportive trade, 


And chaſe gay Alice, and cull the faireſt flow- 
ers; 
For when my bones in graſ -green ſods are laid; 
For never may ye taſte wore careleſs hours 
In knightly caſtle or in jJavies hower . 
O van to jeck deli; he in carthity thing ! 
But moſt in courts where proud anbition tow- 
- "i: 
Deluded wight ! who weens fair peace can 
ſpring ; 


| Bencath the pompous dome of keſar or of king. 


See in each ſprite fome various bent appear! 
I beſe rudely c:rol mit incondte lay; 


Thoſe launtering on the green, with jocund leer | 


Salute the ſtranger pailing on his way: 

Some huilden fragile tenement Of clay; | 
Some to the ſtanding lake their courics bend, 
With pebbles ſmoothi at duck aud Crake to 

Play; 


Thilk to the huxter's ſavory cottage tend, 


In paltry kings and queens ad allotted mite to 


ſpend. 


Hives, 23 each ſeaſon vields a diff.rent "SUR | 
Fach ſcaſon's ſtores in order ranged been; 
Apples with cabhage-net y. cover d o'er 
Calling full lore th? unmoney d wi: cht, are 
| cen; 5 | 
And poote-b'rie clad in livery red or green; 
Aud herz of lovely dye, the catharine pear, 
Fire 5e ar! as love iy for thy juice, | ween 2: 
O nay no wight cer perenyicls come there, 


Its care ! 


Ser! cherries kere, ave cheveien yet n 
V ith thread fo white in tert. ng poſies ty 4, 


roun! 4. $f 
With Pur: per d lock draw little eyes . 3 
r.4 mutt be beuglit, though penury betide, 
. The plumb all azvre and the nut all brown, | 
And here each featun do thule cakes abide, 
 Whok: honour'd uamecs * Ut inventive city 
O21 


Venderir 2 through Britain 5 iſle r $ praiſes 


row n. 


Admire Satapia 1 that with ven: al pride 


Eyes her bright form in Scvern's awbicrt 


Weave, 
Fam" for her loyal gares in perils try d, 
Her dau, ghters — y, aud her Aripuig+ brave: 
: 4 * 
| * $.rcwſbury care. 
Ke | 


Scertering like bicyauny maid ti. ir glances 


- 2 
= b 
— —— — 


_— — 
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Ah! *widſt the reſt may flowers adorn his grave, 
Whoſe z t did fir? sie dulcet cotes difplay ! 
A motive fair to e. rning's imp lie gave, 

Who chic ieſe v'ir her darling region ſtray; 


Till reaſon's motn ariſe, and light them on cheir 
way. 


EP! TAPH. * 


"ERE, here 1 lies, a > deg 10. 
Rtafted before its bloom, ; 
5 Whoſe 3 innocence did ſweets diſcloſe 
Beyond that flower's periuin-, 
To thoſe who for her death are gr: :iv'd, 
This confc}ation's given; 
She's from the torm of life relies 
To them more bright in IIcaven. 


INSCRIPTIONS. 


I. On a. Tablet againſt a Root-Fouſe. 


'ERE, in cool grot and moſly cell, 

| Ve rural ſays and facries dwell; 
Though rarely feen by mortal ey2, 

When the pale moon, aſcending high. 

De, te through yon nes her quivering beams, 

Wie friik it near the ſe cryſtal itreams. 


Her beams, reflected from the wave, 
Afford the linht our revel crave 
"The turf, with daiſies broider” 45 o'r 
Exceeds, we uot, the Parian floor; 
Noe yet fer artſul trains we _ 

Bet liſten to the water's ſail. 


Would you then taſte our tranqui! ſcene, 


De ſure your boſoms be ſerene ; 


Devuid of hate, de voi · l of ariſe, 
Devoid of all that poijous liie: 

And much it vails you in their place, 
To grait the love of human race. 


And tread with awe tlieſe ſavonr'd bowers ; 
Ner wound the ſhrubs. nor bruiie the flowers; 
80 may your path w.th ſweets abound ; 

So may your couch with reſt be crews! „ 

But harm betide the way wer | ſwain, 

M ho dares our hallow'd haunts prolane! 


INS GENIO ET AMICITIAE 
© GUILIEMI SOMERVILE. 

And on the oppolite lide, _ | 

G. 8 PousVIT, | 
Debita ſpargens !aurym* favillam 

Vatis amici. 
* In Haleſowcn church-yare, o on Miz Anne 

Feel. 
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| III. To Mr. Dovsrrv. 
1 then, my friend, thy ſylvan taſte dit 
A play. 


Come hear thy Faunus tune his ruſtic lay ; 
Ah, rather come, and in theſe dell; Slows 


} The care of oth r flrains, and tune thine own. 
1 | 


IV. On the hack of a Gothic Seat. | 


1 8 vould'ſt thou here obtain 


Pleaſure un alloy'd with * ? 
| Joy that ſuits the rural ſphere ? 
Gentle Shepherd, lend an car. 


| Learn to re liſh cala delight, 
Ver dant vales and fountains bright; 
Trees that nod on ſtoping hills, 


I Caves that echo tiaklirg rills. 


if thou can? no charm diſcloſe 


| In the ſimpleſt bud that blows; 


| Go, 'orſate thy plain aud ſold, 
| Join the crowd, nd toil for geld. 


| Tranquil pleaſures never cloy; 
| Banſh each tu:nultucus joy: 


All but love— for love inſpires 
_Fouder wines, warmer fizes. 


. and all its joys. be t e 


I Yet, ere thou the rcins reſign, 
_ |} Hear what Reaſon ſcems to ſar, | 
| Hear attentive, aud obey. 


60 Crimſon leaves the ro e acorn, 
But beus th them Jurks a thorn ; 
Fair andi wery is the brake, 


Vet it hide the vengg ful ſnake. 


7 h'nk not he, whoſe empty pride 
Dares the fievry garb derive, 

Think not fe, who, licht and vain, 
„ $corns tlic ſucep, can love the ſwain, 


EL „ Artleſs deed and imple dreſs, 
| «© Mark the choſen ſheph. refs; 


Thoughts by decency contrcl'd, 
W<l} conceiv'd, and freely told. 


1 « Senſe, that ſhuns each conſcious air, 


« Wit, ther fails ere well aware J 5 
Generous pity, prone to ſigh 
If her kid or lamLkin die. 


Let not lucre, let not pride, ED 
Draw thee, ſrom ſuch charms aſide, | 


| © Have not thole their proper ſphere ? 


Gentler palliuns triumph here. 
See, to ſweeten thy repoſe, 


The bloſſom bu. ls, the fountain flows; 
Lo! to crown thy healthful boerd, 


All that milk and ſuits afford. 


Seek no more—the reſt is vain ; 
Pleaſure ending ſoon in pain: 
Anguiſh lightly, gilded o'er: 
Cluic thy wiſh, aud ſcck no more. 


1 a | | V. 


— 


Sur 


V. On che back 6: a Gotitic Alcove. | 


— 


You that bathe in churtly ty T., 
Or tuyle in fortune s giddy ſohcare; 
Do nat too raſhly deem amylle 
Of him that bydes comecute.! here. 


Nor yet dil. eigne the ruſſut ſi oale, 


M hich o'er each caroleſſe iy: mb he fiyngs : 
Nor yet deryde the broecten bow! 


In whyche he quaffs the lympi⸗ ſprings. 


Forgive him, if at eve or davene, 
Devuid of wor d! ye cack ke frag: _ 

Or ali beſide ſome fiawerye lawns, : 
Ec waſte his incflenfive daye. 

So may he pardonne frau. and rife, 
If ſuch 11 OOTY haust he ſce; 

For faults there hecne in buſys lil 
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From v ayche theſe 3 ; xacetul zlcunes are ice, 


* 


3 


un ler 2 ſors 2a"! 23 Beach. 


VI. On a ſeat, 

mn” erat in votis: maus ag: i non ita mag. 

| nus, | 5 5 | 
Horrus uhi, et tego vicious * aquæ ſn, 
Et pauin n ſylxg oper Nis LUTTL. atque 
Du m. ius foere 


Z uct. us 


8 PETR [ 


2 On 2 Seat. 


bberrud serer, | | 
EX!%119 .S9STRQ C1721; 
0 ee ein VELTMET 
Mrs ARVNM OMXNIVM ET CRATIARYM choavs, 
bica: Amciria, 
MDCCL1H.. 


" —_— 


+ 


. 


Aftignaiion Sear, 


VSTONE'S POEMS. 


| And Hide 
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O a Seat. 


CEKlty run POCTARZ 
IACORU THOMSON. 
PROPE FONIES IT.7 1 NON FASTIDITOS 
6. 8. 
S DEA HANC ORNAVIT. 


| Que tithi, quzz tali re:da'n pro carmine dona ? 
Nam ne que me tantum Tementts fibilus auſtri, 


k of 
X. 


Nec pereufla juvant fladu tem litora, rec quæ 
Saxolas inter decurrunt fiumina valies. 


II. On a Seit at * Bottom of a large 
F.oo:, on tue Side of a Slope. 1 


I. e: me haunt this peaceful Fade; 
3 Nor let Ambicon e'er invade 
1 ie tenants of this le fy bower 
That ſhun her paths, and flight her power ! 
Hither the peaceſul Haicyon fli-s | 
Vrom cial meuds and open ſkins; 
Picasd by tie ri her courte to Heer, 
er lap hire plumag e here. 
h- trove, beropt wita crimſon Gains, 
Fort. tes Cie rive's prond domains; 


> »» 


*» be 


_ 
— 


 Porfeurs the ſun's nowelcom: gleum, 
To luck with:nt 


12 5 


FEY) 


s humble ftr ain. 
nd ſure T lair the Naiad J. for, | 
Flow, flov', my Eruant, this d vious Way, 
Tron h lovely Fife thy movers are, | 
"0 hy walers lovely £20 any fir, 
Fins gentle 3 nor let the vain 
1 7 hy (matt unfu. iy 4 ihurcs Har. ; 


Nor let the penſive ſerve re ju e, 


| Whoſe latent courſ: relctulles vine. 


1. 


On T mall One eli; 4D Virgil“ 


6. 072 % * 8 


bp. VIII. io MARROW 


vin. Ont the 
N ERIXEF Ca 2tca | 
ws © bias, - 

"va 


_ Canvidior cy;rnia, hatin: Bete alba 
Cam primum palti repetent yraf pa tuuri, 
N quæ tui Corydoniòo habet te cura, Vento 


thrimo LITRT dulcior ty 


—__—— 
— — 


1 ee 


IX. On an ornamented Van, inſcribe?! to 7. 
Doruax, a beautiful and amiable relat:un of 
Mz. Suzxsroxt's, who died cf the — 
aJ0ut twenty one a of age. | 


bk An 431U1 5VA CONSOBRINAE 
? | 8 © 
On the other five : 
Oy Al MARIA _ 
vr I. . AVU ELFCANTIECOTAA, 
Ali FLORE VENVSTAVIS AUAEPLA, 
| VALE | 


* 
. 


BEV QUANTO MINVS FEeT 
GYM RELIOVIS VERZAR!, 
AMI. 
1118122 


! 


1 
j 
8 


ns 8 


I>I'£ CV: LVCO s denn a 


— 


3 Ao 


57 a C: alybearS 8. pring. 


TTY T 


On S. ce, 


IA. 


RV. 19 22 2 RTI N EVS. 
BIVAE QVAE »ECE5;V 1910 uur CONCEDIT.. 
! xlv. On a gior e Sl at, making bart 10 
x | 


Care. 


V: 7 ur SEDTCIA 3AX0 * 
„n DUETS, 


«a 
| 1NTVS AVE Pre *y 
N 


Tz 


NV. 


pres 


On two dente. io 2770 of his moſt 
ular Frie: The ſirlt thus, 
AMGCITIA:Z ET MEAuITIS 
KICHARDI GRAVES: 
Ir SAE FE, TITRE, PINY*, 
1s TEraxr ge, I. „K HAEC AREVOT 1: ca * 
Tune of her, 
1c ner Rr 
RIC DI 1400. 


Tae. 


n 
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XVI. On a Statue of Venus de Medicis. 


—* Sc; educta Venus.“ 


O Venus, Venus here retir d, 
« My ſober vows I pay: 
& Not her on Paphian plains admir'd, 
„The bold, the pert, the gay. 
© Not her whoſe ar orous leer prevailed 
+ To bribe the Phrygian boy; 
& Not hr who clod in armour, ſail d 
„To ſave dif ſtraus Troy. | 


& Freſh riſiug from the foamy tide, 
« She every boſ m warms; | 
„ While half withdrawn ſhe ſeems to hide, 
© And hal: reveals, her charms. 


© Learn hence, ye boaſtſul ſons of taſte, 
Wo plan the rural ſhade ; | 
64. Learn hence to ſhu the vicious waſte 
„ Of pomp, at large diſplay'd. 
: Let ſweet conccalment's magic art 
__ ** Your mazy bounds inveſt ; | 
* And while the ſight unveils a part, 
„Let fancy paint the reſt. a 


Let coy reſerve with coſt unite 
„ gogr.ce your wood or ſield; 
No ray obtrufive pall the baht, 
e In aught you paint, or build. _ 


* And far be driven the ſumptucus glare 
Of gold, from Britiſh groves; | 
« And far the merctricious air 
« Of China's vain alcoves. 


<« "Tis baſhful beauty ever tu ines 
he moſt coercive chain; 
Tis ſhe, that ſovereign rule declines | 
„Who beſt deſerves t to * of 


XVII. Intended to be ks at the Pe- 
ginning of a Collection of Flowers, 
which Mr. SnzxSsTONE coloured ſor 


Mrs. Jaco. 


= ELEGANTISSIMAE. PYFLIAE. 
_ DOROLHEAE TAN cr 
er AE PERDILECTI SV1 CON DISCIPTLE 
RICHARDI laco | 
AMURES MERVIT, 
D. D. 
__ EVLIELMVS SHENSTONE: 
: VTEITAE NYMIPU1S OPIFEX ; CORONA, 


———— 


XVILL . to Mr. Graves by 


Mr. Sher tone, as a proper Inſcription 
Tor himſelf. * __ 


AMICITIAE c. 8. 
Dr, | | 
NATADAS PARITER AC MVSAS 
EXCOLENDO, 
SIMUL ET VILLAM EIVS ELEGANTISSIAZAM 
| NOMEN QVE SVVM 
ILLVSTRAVIT. 


1 To — each blemiſh, 


Eager he ſeeks the ſcenes of gay reſurt, 


SHENSTONE'S POEMS. 


| ©. (FrORTYNATVS ET 1LLE DZ0S i Noir 
** AGRESTES) | 
& PANAQVE, SYLVANVMQUE, SENZM, xvu- 
© PUASWVE E£ORORES,” VIC. 


— — 


VERSES 
TO MR. SHENSTONE. 


| 
N 
; 


| Written on a Ferme Ornee, near Bir- 


mingham, by the late Lady Luxborough. 


| 
Ez "1 Natnre here bids pleaſing ſcenes ariſe, 
1 


And wiſely gives them Cvnthio to reviſe : 
9. en every grace; 
parent's ſace 
How well the bard adeys, each valley tells ; 

| Theſe lucid ftreams gay meads, and Joncly cela 
Where modeſt Art in ſilence * couceal'd, 
While Nature ſhines ſo graceully reveal'd, 


I That ſhe triumphant claims the total plan, 
I And, with freſh your, * the work of man. 


1 


To WILLIAM SHENSTON®T, Eſq. 
Ar THE LE ASOW ES. | 
By Mr. Graves. 


Vel:ra in amicitia fic erraremus !”” Hor. 
Feng ! the tall youth, by partiai Fate's decree, | 
10 affluence born. and fon re traint ſet free. 


The mall, the rout, the play-houle, and the 


court : 


| Soon for ſome i nymph of dubious fame, 


Or powder'd pcereis, counterfcits a flame. 
Behold him now, enraptur d. ſwear aud figh, 
Dreſs, dance, drink, revel, all he knows not why: 
Till, by kind fate reflor'd to country air, 

He marks tha rotes of ſome rural fair : 


_ | Saut with ker unaffected native charms, 
IA re:l naſkon ſoon his boſom warms: 


And, wak'd trom idle dreams, he takes a wiſe, 
And taſles the genuine happineſs of lite. | 
Thus, in the vacant feaſon of the year, 


| Some Templar gay begins his wild career. 
| From feat to feat oer pompous ſcenes he es, 
I Vicus all with equal wonder and furpr 25 
| Tiil. fick of domes, arcades, ani tempics proven, 
| He hies fatizued, not ſatisfied, to town. 


Vet if ſome L: nde” gen ius point his way 
To where the Muſes o' er thy Leaſowes tray, | 
Charm'd with the ſyivan beautics of the place. 


| Where rt aſſumes the ſweets of Nature's face, 


Each hill, each dale, each conſecrated grove; 
Each lake, and falling ſtream, his rapture move. 
Like the ſage captive in Caly plu" s grott, 


The cares, the pleaſures, of the world forgot, 


Of calm content he hails the genuine ſphere, 
And ng to dwcll a biiiul Eermit here. 


VERSES 
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VERSES . eceĩ ved by the poſt, from a 
LADY 3 1751. 


| H* LTH to tne Bard in Leaſowes' happy | 


S; 


Health and fweet converſe with the Muſe he 


loves ! 
The humbleſt votary of the tuneſuſ Nine. 
With trembling hand attempts ber artleſs line, 
lu numbers ſuch as untaught nature brings; 
As flow, ſpontaneous, like thy native ſprings 


But ah! what airy ſorms around me rife ? 
The ruſſet moumain glows with richer dies; 
In circling dance a pigmy croud appear, 

And hark ! an ivfaut vo! c faintes my ear: 


Mortal thy aim We Nov, thy tak ap prove; — N 


His merit honour, and his genius l. ve 

For us what verdant carpets has he ſpre:d, 
Where nghtly we our myſtic maz s tre ! 
For us, each ſhady grove and rural ſcat, 

His falling ſtreams at:d floving numbers ſwect:! 
Diadſt thou not mark, amid the winding deli, 

© What tuneful verſe adorns the moſl y cell: 
There every fairy of our ſprigktly train 

* Reſort, to bleſs the woodland and the plain, 

© There, as we m-ve, unbidden beauties glow, 


The green turf brightens, and the viote:+ Low; 
© And there with * ſublime we bicis the | 


| ſwain, 
Nor we inſpire, ner he attends, in vain, 


© Go, ample rhymer! bear this mls true: 
© The truths that fairi:s dictate none ſnall rue, 
Say to the Bard in Leaſowes' happy grove, 


Whom Dryads honour, and wliom Fairies | 


love— 

„ Gntent thyſ. “ 10 longer that thy lays, 
By others folter'd d, lend to others praiſe 
No longer to the n world reſuſe 

_ * The welcome treaſures uf t y pul fh'd Mſe; 


he ſcatter'd ä th... bolt thy valued 


rave, 

Collect, un'te, and ive the wreath to fame: 

1 ny cr can thy vir dues, or thy verlc, engage 8 
* More ſouid praile that in this hanpiz t ay 

| « Whes ſenſe aud merit 5 cherith“ 4 "by E 
. 

* And each illudrione pri-itere FI own. 


Thong mode? bc thy gente Nuts, Iveco.) 


M Oh, lead ber bluſhirg from the daify* 4 erccu. > 
6. "A fir attendant « on Ur 5 Quee u. 


ve fonrt: ve elxes. as faithful I relate 

Th intruſt-q mantlates of your fu irate, 
Vifr theſe wilds gain vi en a. hely caro; 

8a ſnall wy kine, of; all rhe herd. rep. | 

In healthſy' Plit nt to ſti tlle cnplons p bail! 

My ſnecp lie pert with latety! in the dale: 

My ponitry f. ar ve rabber in the rout, 

My hnen more than com:non whiteneis hoult ; 

Let order, peace, and bouſewifry be nu: 

El. enflone, be fancy, fame, an. tortune thine, 


Corswevr pra. 


On che diſcovery of an Echo at Edgbaſton. 
NDS. 
| *! what art thou, whoſe voic2 unknown 
Pours an theſe plains irs tender moan ? 

art thou the nymph in Shenſton's dale, 
Who dot with plamntive note bewail 

hat hie forſukes ch' Nonlan ina: 'ds, 
| Fo court incanſt ant ri'ls and ſhytcs ? 
 Nourn rot, ſe t 9 in vain 
Do they invite, and thou complain 

ey, ue he woo'd the gene! throng, 


| | Wi: 10 l. ud hy an melting lang. 


Tune 'itcnin-· hd around him f ray'd, 
| In waaton trifs the lambkins play'd, 
Ard every Net. c.as'd to lave 
Mer azure h mbs amid the wave. 
The Graces danc'd; the roſ band 
Ol Stiles and Loves went hand in hand; 
_ And purple Pj-afures ic w'd the way 
* rh iwveets'?} flowers: and cvery ray 
OL ea h fond Muſe, with rapture ſir d, 
0 glowing t ought his breaſt iuſpir d. 
The hills rejoic'd, the valleys rung, | 
All eature ſmi!'d, while Shenſtone ſung. 
So charm'd his lay; but now no more 
Ah! why doſt thou repeat“ no more?“ 
4} Ev nnow he hies to deck the grove, 
To deck the rene the Muſes love; 
And ſoon ag..n will own their ſway, 
And thou refound the peerleſs lay, 
And with imniortal numbers 


| _ nas 2 cave 2 vocal ill. 


— 


rival at the LTASOVW £5, 1754. 


1 TOW ſhall fix my wandering eye? Where 
| | {nd 


| ** hz tonrce of this en- kane | > WS it in 


« T e woods? or waves there not a magic wind 
« (Yer the tr » tlacent waters? Sure, unſeen, 
Some favouring power diencts the happy W 


Liits, 


And ſcoops the dales, to Nature o ſineſt forms, | 


„ Vogue, undetermin d, infinite; untaught 

} © By line or compaſs, yet ſupremely fair.” 

89 ipalke Piilenor, as with raptur d gaze 

He travers'd Damon's farm. From diſtant plains 
i ite fovonk his feiend's abode; nor bad the fame 


lte new. form'd Arc ua reach'd his ear. 
| And thus the fwein, as o'er each hi and dale, 
| Th auh lasen or thi. ber ne purſued his way: 


hat is it gilds the verdnre of theſe meacs 


* W. n hoes more bripht than fancy paiuts the 


| flowers 
« Of Paradiſe ? What N 


is gu: iding hand 


1 


rills, 

„% That, murmuring as they ſlow, bear melo. y 
In Aion? their banks ; and through the vocal 
| fades, 
* Irproc; the m 


— 


E ol the woodland cooir * ? 
„ + bat 


| VERSE 28 by Mr. Doifley, on kis firſt: ar- 


That ſxerch thele beautics; ſwe. ls che riiag | 


+ Leads, through the broider'd vale, the luci! 


. - — _ —_— — _ we — 
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What penſive Dryad rais'd yon ſolemn grove, 

** Where minds contemplative, at cloſe of day 

« Retiring, muſe o'er Nature's various works, 

Her wonders v:ncrote, or her fiwects enjoy— 

M hat room for doubt | ? Some rural deity, 

« Preſiding, ſcatters o'er th' unequal lawns, 

* In beauteous wildneſs. yon fair-{preacing trees; 
* And mi: gling woods and waters, hills and dales. 

* And herds and bleating flocks. domſtic ſowl, 


* And thoſe that ſe im the lake, ſers rilingg round | 


More pleaſi:: 8 landſæips than in Tempe's s ale 
« Pencus water d. Yes, fume ſylvan god 


« Spreads wide the varied proſpect; waves the | 


woods, 
« Kiſts the proud Li!!s, and clears the ſhining 4 
lakes; 
1% While, ſrom the cengregat ted waters paur'd, 
„The burſting torrem tumbl. s down the ſleep 
« ln foamivg : ury; ficrce, irregular, 
« Wild, interrur ted, crois'd with rocks and roots 
« And interwoven trees; till, ſoon abſorb'd, 
«© An epemwyg cavern all its rage entumbs. 
*« 50 vawiſh Euman glorics ! Such the pomp 
„ Of ſwelling wirrior:, of ambitions kings, 
* Who frer and ſtrut their haut upon the ſtave 
Of buſy life, and then are heard no more! 1 


© Yes, 'tis enchantment a!!t—And ſee, the ſpells | 


| © The power'n! iacantatious, niagic verſe, 

4 Inſcrib'd on every tree. alcove or urn— 
Spells —incantations !—2h, my tuncful ſriend! 
* Thine are the numbers! thine the wondrous 
| work '— 

« Yes, great magician row 1 read thee richt, 
And lightly weigh all ſorcery but thine. 
« No Natad's leading: itep conducts the rill ; 
_ ** Nor 1j! van god pre icing ſkirts the lawn | 
In beauteeus w.idneis, with faie- ſpreading 
trees; | 
« Nor mz ie wand has circumſcrib d the ſcene. 


« *Tis thine own taſte, tity genius that preſides, 
Nor needs there ather deity, nor nceds 


More peten: ipells than. they. - No more the | | 


ſwain, 
| For lo, his Damon, o'er the tuſted 8 
Advancing, kads dun to the — dome. 


— — 
. Le 


x To Mr. R 1 1 
On che Dea: E of Mr. SHE 2NSTONE. 


2 « Thee, kephard, thee the words and bedr 
e Caves, 
2 With wild thyme and the gad cing vice o' er- 
1 grown, - | | 

10 And all their echoes mourn.” 


18 pal! my friend; the tran dent ſcan 
clos'd! 

Tue fairy pile, th' enchanted viſion rais'd 

By Dumon's magic ſkill, is loſt in air! 


What though t the law ns and pendant woods re- 


main, 


| 


liam Chenfione, 


. — 1756. 


See her in every feld- lower bloom? 
{| Ocr every thicket Med Perfume, ? 22 


ENSTONE'S Pokus. 


With lapſe inc ſſant echoes through the dale? 
Yet what avails the liteleſs landfkip now ? 

The charm 's ciffolv'd; the genius of the wood, 
Alas! is flown—for Damon is fo more. 


as when from fair Lyceum crown'd with 


ines 

Or Meanales with leaves autumnal ſtrew- d, 

| 1 he tuncful Pan retires ; the vocal hitls 

| Reftonad no more, and all Arcadia mourns 
Yet here we fondly dreamt of laſting joys : 

Here we had hop'd from noiſy throngs retir'd, 

To drink large draughts of frieuuſh ip's cordial 

ſtream ; 3 | 
In fovect oblivion wrapt by Damon's verſe 
And iocial converſe, many a ſummer's day. 


} Rcmantic with! In vain frail mortals trace 


Th' imperfect lłeteh of human bliſs—whilkt yet 

Th“ enraptur'd fire his well-p! ann'd * 
views, 

Nlejeſtic riüng "midſt his intan: groves 8 5 

Sees the dark laurel ſpread its plulTy ſhade, 

Its lanzuid bloom the: purple ilach bend, 

Or pale laburuum drop its penſltie chain: 

Ncath tpreads the fatal ſhaft, and bids his heir 

Tranſplant the cypreſ* round his ſathe:'s tomb. 

| Oh! teach me then, like you, my ſricnd to 
ra iſe 


| To moral truths my groveling ſong ; for ah! 


Too lopg by lawieſs fancy led aicroy, 

Ot nymphs and groves i've dreamt, and . 

| fawns, | 

| Op Nalad lcaning o'er her tinkling . 

Oh! could | learn to ſanctify my trains . 

With hymne, lize thote by tunctul Meyrick ſung 

Or ra: ber catch the melancholy ound, 

trom Warton's recd, or V.aſon's iyre—to paint 

The iudden glet m chat dam p3 my loul— But ſee! 

| Melvont: re t. erlelf has ſnarch's the pipe, 

With which ſad Lyttleton l, Lucia mourn'd ; 

* ye aintivr crics, My — is no ere! 
= GRAVES 


. — 


VE RSES. written at the gardens of Wil- 
* near Kur- | 


lie terrarutm rk rræter emnes 


i 00 Argulus ridec.“ 


V 


OULD you theſe lord rect les trace. 
Aud view ſair Nature's mod eſt lace? 


| Ey verdant groves, and vocal hills, 

By my grotts, near purling rille, 
VWhere'cr you turn your wandering cyrs, 
Behold her win without diſguiſe | 
What though no pageant trifies here, 

As i in the glare of courts, apppear ; 
huh rarely here be heard the name 
Of rank, or title, power or fame; 


Isch tnt ing en tach e catarast, 


4 


ver, 


SHE 


Yet, if ingenuous be your mini, 
A bliſs more pure and unc. nfin'd 
Your ſtep 2ttend;—vraw fieely nigh, 
And meet the Bard's beniznant eye ; 
on him no pedant forms await, | 
No proud reſerve ſhuts up tay gate; : 
No ſpleen, no party views control 
That warm bcnevolence of ſoul, 
Which prompts the friendly genzrous part, 
Regardlcſs of each venal art; 
Regardleſs of tne world's acclim; : 
And courteous with no ſelſim aim. | 
Draw frec!y nigh, and weicume find, 
If vot the cotly, yet the kind. 
Oh, he will lead vou to the cells 
Where every Muſe and Virtue dwells, 
Where the zreen Dryads guard» his wood?, 
| Where the blue Natuds guide his floods; 
Where all the Siſter-Graces gay. 
That chap' d his walk's meandering way, | 
Stark-naked, or but wreath'd with flowers, 
Lie fnmbering ſoft beneath his bowers. 
Wak'd by mas ſtock-dove's melting flrain, 
Bchold them riſe! and, with the train 
Of ny ymphs that haunt the ſtream or grove, 
Or o'er the flower; champion rove, 
Join hand in hand—attentive gaze 
And mark the dance's myſtic mazz, 
Huch is the waving line, they cry, 
For ever dear to Fancy's eye 
Ton ftream that wanders doven the dale, 
The ſpiring wood, the winding vale, 5 
„The path which, "wrought wich hidden Gn 
« Slow twining ſcales yon diſtant hill 
« With fir inveted—all combine 
To reco:umend the wavizg hae... 
„The wreatied rod of Bcchus fair, 
«© 7 he ringlets of Apollo s hair, 
The wand by Maia's offsprin f borne, 
The ſmoothe volutes cf Ammon's horn, 
+ The ſiracture of the Cyprian dame, 
And each air female's beaurcous frame, 
** Shew, to the pupils of dciizn, 
«© Th-tr:umpis of the waving line.” 
Then gaze and mark that u:rion Lcet, 
Where fair conver aud con cave meet; 
And while, quick ſhiſtiug as you =, 
The vivid {cene of 1ancy play ; 4 
The law, of :ipect ſmyoth. and mild; 
The foreſt-· ground groti ſque and wits; 


The ſhrub that ſcents the mounting 3 ale; | 


Ihe ftream rough daſhing down the Ale, 8 
From rock to rock, in cddies tod; 
Te viitant rake in which tis lol; 

Blue hills gay beaming through the ad; 
Lone urus that folcmnize the made; : 
Sweet interchar ge of all that chazms 
In groves, me ads, dingics, rivul-ts, farms! 
If aught the fair confuſion picate, = 
With I. King health, and laftiny Sotho 280 
To him who ſorm'd ihe hlisfu! buwer, 

And gave thy liſe one tranquil hour; 
With peace and freedon—-h-4: puſte , 

His temprrate mind ſecurcs the reg. 

But it thy ſoul ſuch bl:'s 8 
A vert thy duil incuricus ec 
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Go fix them there, where gem: and gold, 

tvpro 'd by art, their power uulold; 
Go try in courtly ſcenes to trace 

A lairer form of Nature's face: 

| Co ſcorn Simp.icuy—tut know, 

2 hat all our heart- ſelt joys below, 

* hat all wiica vir tus ſoxes to name, 

Wich art configus to lacking ſame, 

Wich fixcs wit or b:auty's throne, 

Derives its ſource from Her alone. | 

| 0 Arcana, 


I 3 


WI COM 


8 Eſq. in bis 
Sickneſs. | 


1 5 By Mr. Woopnous:. | 
' Þ. Gn flowery plains, ye breezy woods, 
| Ye howers and gay alcoves, 


- 


I Ye falling fireams, ye fülver floods, 
| | Ye g-ottoes, aud ye groves! 


Alas! my heart ſcels no delight, 
Though I your charms 8 - 


| Vhile he conſumes in pain the night, 


la lang uid ſighs the day. 


 { The flowers diſcloſe a thouſand blooms, 


A thouſand ſcents diffiute ; 
Vet al! in vain they ted nerſumes, 
In vain diſplay their hues. 


_ | Reſtrain, ye flowers, your thouvhtleſs price, 


Recline your gaudy beads; 
And fadly drooping, fide by ide, 
Embrace your humid beds. 


| ü ; Lall oaks, tht o'er the woodland ſhade, 
SE | 


luity fummits rear! 
ch, why, in wonted chirnis array d. 
Expauds your leaves o air! 


= | For lo, the flowers as yay:y mule, 


es wauton waves tac tree: 
And though lia plain the white, 
Tet they regard not me, 
| Ah, mould the Fates an arrow fend, | 


| | An ſtrike the fatal wonus, 


Who who fali then your fweers de cfend, 
Or ienc2 your beautles row”! * 


Zut hark, Serhaps, the plumy tl reng 
Fiave icarnt ity — live tie, 
And ſome fad dirge, or riourn ful iong, 

Comes float. ug in the gale. 


Ah, no! they chaunt a ſpcigcht ly A Ar un 


To ſoothe an amorcus mate; 5 


Unnindlal of my anxious pain 

| And lis uucertain tate. 

Zu: ſee, theſe little murmuring riils 
With tond reviniogs rave, 

And Wrckle walling dow a ch. nls 
Or weep along the givve, 


Oh, meck not if, befide your Arram, 

Ye bear me too repuicz 2 
Or aid with ff hs your mournſal theme, 
And fonuy call hun nine. 


7 
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Ye envious winds, the cauſe dilplay, 
In whiſpers zs ye blow, 

Why did your treacherous gules — 
The poiſon'd ſhafrs of woe ? 


Did he not pant the ſhady bower, 
Where you fo blithely meet? 

The ſcented mrub, and S-agrant flower, 
To make your breezes fveet ? 


And muſt he leave the wood, the ficid, 
The dear Arcadian rei;mn ? | 

Can veither verſe nor virtue ſhieid 
The guardian of the plain? 
Muſt he his tuneful breath re! gn, — 
: Whom all the Muſes love??? 

That round his brow their laurels twine, 
And all his ſongs approve. 


Preſerve him, mild Oingipatence ! 
Our Father, King, and God, 
Who clear'ſt the paths of life and fanſe, | 
br ſtop'ſt them at thy nod. 


Bleſt power, who calm' the raging de=p 
His valucd health reitore, : 


| Nor let (he ſons of Genius weep, 
Nor let the good deplore. 


But if thy boundleſs Wiſdom knows 
His longer date an ill, 
Let not my foul a wiſh diſcloſe 
Io contradict thy will. 


For happy, happy were the change, 
5 For ſuch a God-like mind, 


To go where kindred ſpirits range, 
| Nor leave a wiſh behind. | 
And though, to ſhara his pleaſures here, 
- Kings might their ſtate forego : | 
Yet mult he tce! ſuch raptures there, 
| As none can taſte blow, 5 


| VERSES LEFT ON A SE AT, 
| TUE HAND UNKNOWN, — 
E ARTH! to his remains indulgent de, 


1 thee ! 
Who crown'd thy barren hills with W ful ſhade, 
And chear'd with tinkling rill each fifent gtade ; 


Here taught the day to wear a thou;htſul gloom, | 


| And there enliven d Nature's vernal bloom, 
Propitious carth ! lie lightly on his head, 


| ME ever on his comb * dercn * ſpread : 4 


— — 


'CORYDON, A PASTORAL. 


To TuUuE MEMORY OF | 
WILLIAM SHENS TONE, Eſq, 


OME, ſnepherds, we'll follow the kcarſe, 
And ſee our lov'd 8 laid: 
Though forrow may blemifh the verſe, 
Vet let the ſad * be paid. 


4 - 


1 


Who ſo much care and coit beltow'sd on | 


SHENSTONLE'S Pokus. 


4 They call'd him the pride of tae plain; 


In footh, he was gentle and kind; 


| 
rie mack's ; in his elegant train, 
15 | The Graces that glow'd in his mind, 


| On purpoſe he piantcd yon trees, 
hat bir ds io the covert might dwell; 


He cultur' d his thyme for the bees, 


But never would rifle their ceil. 


| Ye lambkins, that plaz'd at his feet, 


Go bleat—and your maſter bemoan ; 
His muũc was artleſs and ſweet, 
| His manners as mild as your own. 
No verdure 12!] cover the vale, 
No bloom on the bloſſoms appear; 
The ſweets of the foreit fliall fail, 
And \ inter diſcolour the year. 
No birds, in our hedges ſhall ſing 
([ (Our heeges fo vocal before, 
| Since he that ſnovid welcome the ſpring, 


[ Can greet the gay ſcafon no more. 


| His Phyllis was fond of his praiſe, 
And poets came round in a throng; 


They liſten'd and envy'd his lays, 


But which of them equal'd his ſong ? 


| Ye ſnepherds. hene forward be mute, 


For loſt is the paſtoral ſtrain; 
o give me my Corydon's flute, | 
And thus—let me break it in twain, 


> 
M. 8. GULIELMI SHE> (STONE! 
ah! Gulielme, 


* Hominum digniilime. 
| Amicorum i integerrime, 


lndole eptim?, 

Moribus gratiſſimis, 
Erudlitioue d'ffusà. | 
Ac corde quam 7 3 benigno 

| Prez: | 
Wy one, ehen! — atur! obreyte, 
Is Ah! Gulicime, 
3 Vale ! | 
| | 18 a Quanto minus et, 3 
pom Cum alis verſari, 
3 — uam tei meminiſſe = 


7. H. 
2 — 
Extra from Mr. Maſon's English 


_ Gardcu,” Book I. 


— Nor, Sherftone, thou 


I Shaſt paſs without thy meed, thou ſon of cal | 


Who knew'ft, perchance, 
| ſhac'es, 


Still ſoſter than thy ſong; yet v was that ſong 
Ner rude, nor inan. enious. when attun'd 


to Larmonize thy 


| | To rater * Tait wk or tale el li, &Þtcd ackies 


J Cn be 
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DAVID MALLET Es 


' OF VERBAL CRITICISM. 


| & MONG the oumerous fools, by fate de6zn'd | Pride of his own, and wonder of this age, 
Oft to difturb, and oft divert, mankind, Who firſt created, and yet rules, the ſtage, 


The Reading (oxcomb is of ſpecial note, "Y Bold to dz{;gn, all- powerful to expreſs, | 
By rule a Poet, and a Judge by rote: ' Sna'reſpear each paſſion drew in every dreſs : 59. 


Grave ſon of idle Induſtry aud Pride, | 5 Great above rule, a..d imitating none; 5 
Whom learning but per verts, and books miſguide. Rica without borrowia., Nature was his own. 

O OfamYd for judging, as for writing well, Vet is his ſeuſe debagd by grots allay : | 
That rare it ſcience, where ſo few excel; As gold i mines lies miz'd with dirt and clay. 

Whole lite, ſeverely ſcann'd, tranſcends thy lays, ! Now, eagle-wing'd, his keavenward tight he 

For wit ſupreme is but thy ſccond praiie: 10 takos; ; | 

'Tis thine, O Pope, who chuſe the better part, | The big age thunders, and the foul awakes : 56 
Io tell how falſe, howr vain, the dcholiatt's art, | Now, tow va earth, a kiudred reptile erceps; 

| Which nor totaſte, nor genius has pretence, | Sad Hauulet quibbles, and the hearer fleeps, 

And, if 'tis learning, is not common ſeaſe, Such was the Poet: next the Scholiat view; 


In error obſtinate, in wrangliag loud, 15 | Faiut tnrough the colouring, yet the features true. 
For trifles eager, poſitive, and proud; _ | Condemu'dto dig and duug à barren foil, 64 
Deep in the darineſs of dull authors brzd, | Where hardly tares will grow with care and toil, 
With all their refuie lumber'd ia his head, He, with low iuduſtry, goes gl-a.iing on 1 
What every dunce from every dunghill drew From good, irom bad, rom. mcau; neglecting 
Ol literary offals, old or new, 20 noae : Vn 
Forth ſteps at laſt the ſelt · applauding wight, His brother book- worm ſo, in ſhelf or ſtall, 


Of poiuts and letters, chaff and ſtraws to write: | Will iced alice on Woolſton and on Paul, 65 
Sagely reſolv'd to ſwell each bulky piece By living clients hopeleſs now of bread, 
With venerable toys, from Rome and Greece; He p<ttiiog: a ſerap from authors dead: 

How oft, in Homer, Paris curPd his hair ; 25 | See him on Shakeſpeare pore, intent to ſteal £ 
If Ariftotle?s cap were round or ſquare + | Poor :arcz, by frag nents, for a third-day meal. | 
Tf inthe cave, where Dido trit was ſped, | Such cuat grave bird in northern icas is found, 70 
To Tyre ſhe turn'd h r heels, to [roy her head. Wiſe name a Dutchman only knows to found. 

Such the chaice anecdotes, profound and vain, | nere er tae king of fſh inoves on before, 


| That ſtore a Beatly's and a Burman's brain: go Thi humble friend attends from ſhore to ſhore ; 


Hence, Plat» quoted, or the 5.agyrite, | Witheye itill earneſt, and with bill inclin'd, 75 5 
To prove that flame aſcends, and ſnow is white: | He pick» up what his patron drops behind 
Hence much hard ſtudy, without ſenſe or breeding, | With woe choice ext2s his palate to regale, 


And all the grave impertin*ce of reutli ns. And is the careful Tibball of a whale, 
I Sha teſpeare fays, the no w-davy ſun is bright, | Bl genus ! who beitows his oil and pains 


His Scholia t will remark, it then was light; 3 | On each duil paſlag2, each dull book contains; 8 
Turn Caxton, Winkin, each old Goth and Hun, Tue toil more gratetul, as the taſk more low: | 
To reQiiy the reading of a p'. e S0 carrio vis the quarry Oi a crow, 


Thus, nicely trilling, accurately dull, | Where his fam'd author's page is flat and poor, 
How one may toil, and toil— to be a fool! 40 | There, molt exact the reading to reſtore ; mY 
But is there then no honour due to age? I By dint of ploddling, and by ſweat of face, 85 
To revercnce to great Shakeſpcor's noble page? | A bull to chagge, a blunder to replace: J3 
And he, who half a life has rea l him o'er, Waate:r i refuſe critically gleaning, 

His mangled points 21d commas tn reſtore, 4d men:1i::g nc nſenſe into doubtiul meaning. 


_ ” ſuch flight regard in nameleſs lay3, 43 | For this dread D.nn's — who can ſforbear, 
Nom Bufo treats and Lady W be g? Dune or not Dunce, relating it to ſtare?) @ 
"For. Vit. 7 y Wauld- pay | Ff , | go. 
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His bead though jealous, and his years fourſcore, 

Ev'n Dennis praiſ:5, who ne er prais'd b-fore |! 

For this, the Scholiaſt claims his ſhare of fame, 

Ar d, modeſt, prints his own with Shakeſpcare“s 
name: 


How juſtly, Pope, in this ſhort ſtory view ; 95 | 


Which may be dull, and therefore ſhould be true. 
A Prelate, fam'd for clearing each dar! text, 


Who ſenſe with ſound, and truth with rhetoric 
mixt, | | 


Once, as his moving theme to rapture warm'd, 
Liſpir'd himCelf, his happy hearers charm'd. 100 
The ſer mon o'er, the croud remain'd behind, 
And freely, man or woman, ſpoke their mind: 
All faid they lit et the lecture from their ſou, 
And each, remembering ſomething, prais'd the 
| whole. | | | 
At laſt an honeſt ſexton join'd the throng 105 
(For as the theme was large, their talk was long); 
Neighbours, he ery'd, my eonſcience bids me tell, 
Tho *twas the Doctor preach d toll'd the bell. 
In this the Critic's folly moſt is ſhown ; 
Is there a Genius, all-unlike his own, 
With learning elegant, with wit well bred, 
And, as in books, in men aud manners read; 
Himſelf with poriag erudition blind., 
_ Unknowing, as unknown of human kind? 
That writer he ſelects, with aukward aim 
His ſenſe, at once, to mimic and to maim. 
So Florio is a fop, with half a noſe: 
So fat Weſt Indian Planters dreſs as Beaux. : 
Thus, gay Petronius was a Dutehman's choice, 
And Horace, ſtrange to ſay, tun'd Bentley's 
ES es | 12 
Horace, whom all the Graces taught to pleaſe, 
Mid mirth with morals, eloquence with eaſe ; 
_ His genius ſocial, as his judgement clear 
Muhen ſrolic, prudent; ſmilirg when ſevere; 
Secure, each temper, and each taſte to hit, 125 
His was the curious happineſs of wit. 
Skilb'd in that nobleſt Science, How to live; 
Which Learning may direct, but Heaven muſt 
2 . 
Crave with Agrippa, with Mæcenas gay; 
Amang the Fair, but juſt as wiſe as they: 
PFieſt in the friendthips of the Great enrell'd, 
The St. Jokes, Boyles, and Lyttletons, of old. 
5 Yes ang long to wrangling ſchools con- 
3 1 | | EM: 
And, but by boots, acquainted with mankind, 
_ Dares, in the fulneſs of the pedant's pride, 135 
_ Riyme, tho” no genius; tho? no judge, decide. 
Pet he, prime pattern of the captious art, 
 Out-tibbaldiag poor Tibbald, tops h's part: 
_ high the ſcourge oer each fam'd author's 
1eact - he 1 
Tor ar their graves a refuge for the dead. Fe 
To Milton lending ſenſe, to Horace wit, 
He makes them write what never Poet writ : 
The Roman Muf? arraigns his mangling pen; 
And Paradiſe, by him, is leſt again. 145 
Such was his doom impos'd by Heaven's decree, 
With ears that hear not, eyes that thall not ſee, 
The ſow to ſwell, to level the ſublime, 


To blaſt all beauty, ai. d beproſe all rhyme. 
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115 


| 5 


MAL LE T- s POEMS. 


| 


; | 


Great eldeſt-born of Dullnefs, blind and bold! 
Tyraut! more cruel than Frocruſtes old; 
W he, to his iron-Þed, by torture, fits, 
Their nobler part, the ſouls of ſuffering Wits, 
Such is the Man, who heaps his head with bays, 
And calls on human kind to found h's praife, 
For points tranſplac'd with curious wart of fl}, 
For fatte ſounds, aud ſerie awended ill, 156 
So wife Caligula, in days of yore, 
His helmet t1Þd with pebbles on the ſhore, - 
Swore he had ri ed ccean's rich fpoik, ů Ä 
And claim'd a trophy for lis marti-] toils, y( 
Yet be his merit*, with his faults corteſt : 
Fair-de alin g, as the plaineſt, is the beſt, 
Long lay the Critic's work, with tries ſtor'd, 
Ad mird in Latin, but in Greek ador*d. 
Men, fo well read, who con ficlently wrote, 16; 
Their readers could have ſworn, were men of 
nate: 5 
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To paſ upon the croud for great or rare, 

Aim not to wake them knowing, nage them fare, 
For theſe blind votaries good Bei thy voriev'c, 
Writ £rglfh rotes—and mankind uv: dc ce ivd: 

In ſuch clear light the ſe riot folly 1 lac, vn 


| Evn thou, Browne Willis, thou may'ſt ſce the 


jeſt. | 
But what can cure our va ity of mird, 
| Deaſ to reproof, a. d to di covery blind ? 


Let Crooke, a Brother-Scholiaſt Sha eſpeare call, | | 


Tibbald, to Hefod-: oke retur:: the hail. 
So runs the circle ftill : in this, we fee 

The lackies of the Great and I carr agree, 

If Br!itun's nobles mix in high debate, 

hence Europe, in ſuſpence, attendꝭ her ſat-; 1% 
In mimic ſeſf on their grave footmen mot, 
| Reduce an army, or :culip a Het: 


| And, rivali y the critic's lofty tile, | 
| Mere Tom ard lich are Star, ph and Argy!), 


Yet thoſe, who pride a ddt les oi, blind, 
To narrow cares ard narrow pac: cn % 3% 
Though with big titles cach © f Now greet, 
Are but to wits, a cave ugers to jtr.ct : 

The humble blac'-gvar''; o, a Pope or Gar, 
To Eruth on duſt, and wipe the:r pts aw iy. 199 
Or, at not trivial, harmtul is their art; | 
Fume to the head, or poiſn to the heart, 
Where ancient Authors hipt at thi g obfcene, 
| The Schcliatt ſpeaks out broadly what they mean, 
Diicloſ ng each dark vic: , well lot. to fame, 193 
And adaling fuel to redw:dant lame, 8 
He, ſchcr pimp to kerry, expiiins, 72 
What Capr:-'s iſle, or V Aler ve contains + 
Why Paulus, for his ſordid temper known, = 
Wa: laviſh, to his lat r'“ wife alove; 
Why tho'e fond frirale viſits duly paid. 
To tuncful Ineuba; and what her trade: 


{| How modern love las made may martyrs, 


And which keeps oſteneſt, Lady {or + hartres, 
But who their various ole can explain? 295 

The t:ie is infi ite, the taſk wer“ vaio, 

"wer: to read c year od. 5 iu ſcareh of thought; 

To ſum the lib: Pron er Withers wrote 3 

To gueſs, ere me epit le ſaw the lig!.t, 

How mary dv1ccs met, and club their mite; 210 

To vouch for ruth u het Welſted prints of Pope, 

Or ſrom the beother- boobies fteal a trope. 
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That be the part of perſevering Waſſe, | Ch, born to ylad and animate our Ine f- 


With pen of lead; or, Arnall, thin of braſs; For thee, our heavens look pleas'd, our ſeaſons 
A text for Henley, or a gls for Hearne, 215 a 


| Who loves to teach, nat no man cares to Harn. For th2e, late object of our tender fears, . 
| How little, knowledge reaps ſrom toils like | When thy lite droop'd, and Britain was in tears, 


theſe! | All-chearing Health, the goddeſs roſy-fair, 
oo douhtful to direct, to poor to pleaſe, | Attended by ſoft ſuns, and vernal air, 
Yet, Critic's, would your tribe deſ2rve a name, | Sought thoſe * fam d ſprings, where, each aftiictive 
And. fairly uſeful, riſe ta honeſt fame; 220 hour, IN | 
Fir, from the head, a load of lumber move, Diſeaſe, and age, and pain, invoke her power : 


Ad, from the volume, all yourſelves approve : | She came; and, while to tace the current flows, 
For ratzh/d and pilferꝰd fragments, giv? us ſenſe, | Pour'd all herſelf, and in thy cuparoſe. 
Or learning, clear from learn'd impertinence, | Hence, to thy cheek, that inftant bloom deriv*:]: 
Where moral meaning, or where taſte preſides, | Hence, with thy health, the weeping world re- 


And wit enlivens hut what reaſon guides: 226 vivd! | 
Great without fwelling, without meanneſs pla ny Proceed to emulate thy race divine : 

Serious, not My:; fportive, but not rain, 444 of anden, and of praiſe, be thine. 

On tries ſliglit, on things of uſe profound, | Aſſert the titles genuine to thy blood, | 
| In quoting ſober, and in judging ſound. By Nature, daring; but by reaſon, good. 


So great, ſo glorious thy forefathers ſhone, 

No ſon of theirs muſt hope to live unknown: 

| | | = — deeds will place thy virtue full in ſight; 
. | . y vice, if vice thou hat, in ſtronger light. 

5 V ET. RS: E S.. [f to thy fair beginnings nobly BD_— 

PRESENTED TO THE PRINCE OF ORANGE, | Think what the world may eim, and thou muſt 


ON HIS VISITING OXFORD, 1 Rn 
IN TiE YEAR M, cc, XXIV. | Have fix'd thy choice, aud force thee unto ſame. 


Ns {| Ev*n ſhe, bright Anna, whom thy worth bas won, 
FCEIVE, lowd prince, the tribute of our | Inſpires thee what to ſeek and what to ſhun; 


| __ | | Rich in all outward grace, thꝰ exalted fair 
This haſiy welcome, in unfniſh'd lays. Makes the ſoul's beauty her peculiar care. 
At ben, the pomp of ſong, the pai · it of art, O, be your nuptials c:own'd with glad encreafe 
| Z Diſplav the genius, but not ſpeak the heart; Of ſons, in war renown'd, and great in peace ; 
And o t, as ornament muſt truth ſupply, | Of daughters, fair and faĩthſul, to ſupply 


Are but the ſplendid colouring of a lie. Tue patriot-race, till Nature's ſelf ſhall die! 
=p Theſe need not here; for to a ſoul li e thine, | ST | F 
0 Truth, plain and ſimple, will more lovely ſhine. | 

Ik)he truly good but wiſh the verſe ſincere: 


They court no Hattery, who no cenſure ſear. | | V ERSES 3 | 
| Sneh M1Tau is, th- faireſt, gentleſt mind, occastoxgD By DR. rracen's nErCILDING 
N — m— youth Bs 3 — PART OF THE UNIVERSITY OF ABERDEEN. 
Craucls, who to hail thy wiſh'd appeara.ice ran, : | 3 | 1 
p Forgot the prince, to praiſe aud love the = I m_ long paſt, ere Wealth was Learning's 
| 5 9 r And dar'd deſpiſe the worth he would not know; 
| dur nohbler youth will learn of thee to pleaſe « 4 pride, which arts alone had * p 
: Thy bright example all our world adorn, hoſe very arts, in others iaw, unprais d; 


And charm, in gracious princes, yet unborn. Friend yy mankind, + a prelate, good aud great, 
Nor deem this verſe from venal art proceeds, The Muſes courted to this ſate retreat: 
That vice of courts, the ſoil for baneful weeds. Fiv*d each fair virgin, decent, in her cell, 

Her: candor dwells; here honeſt truth- are taught, With learned leiſure, and with — * dw ell. 135 
„lo guide and govern, not diſguiſe, the thought. 2 labric finiſtyd, to the | ſovereign” fame. 

_ See theſe enlighten*d Sages, who pre de _ ' Bs wn ne glecting, he transferr'd his claim. 

| _ Ofer learning? emvire; ſee the youth they guide: _— bs 7 ſucceſſive worthies, well was taught : 

Behold, all faces are in tranſport dre: t! ate'ce, enlightens, or exalts the thought. = 


—_— 


3 But thoſe mott wonder, who diſcern thee beſt. Nich labour planted, and improv'd with care, 
At light of thee, each free-born heart receives ee + wel on knowledge r 
63 A jy, the fight of pris ces rarely gives; Soft and ference the kindly ſeaſons rolbd, 


x | From tvrants ſpri ig, and oft themſelves defign'd, And Scier.ce long er joy'd her age of gold. | 
its | By Fus, the future Neroes of their kind: A Tn dire reverſe! 3 by lapſe of years, 
For though thy blood, we know, tranſmitted ling Watte the Mules? ſeat appears. — 


210 L ſpri gs TY | * Feth. | 
1 From lan ebd heroes, and from warrior-kings, T £ifhop Elehinſier. = 
6+ & Tirongh that high ſcries, we, delighted, trace | Cg it King's Cullege, in compliment to 


The friends of liberty, and human race! Funes II. 


That foe to taite, and tyrant of our rage ; 
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Oer her grey roofs, with bane ul ivy bound, 
Time, fure deſtroyer, walks his hoſtile round: 
Silent, and Now, and ceaſeleſs 1 in his toll, | 
He mines each wall, he moulders every pile! 
Ruin hangs hovering o'er the fated place : 

And dumb Oblivion comes with mended pace. 
Sad Learning's genius, with a father's — 
Beheld the total deſolation ncar: | 

Beheld the Muſes ſtreteh the wing to fy ; 
And fix*d on heaven his ſorrow-ſtream.ing eye! 


came 
Mild C barity, ev 'n there the foremoſt name. 
Swift Pi- y flew before her, ſoftly bright; 
At whoſe felt influence, Nature ſmiÞPd with light. 
— an, and rejoice !—the gracious Power 
begun ? 
« Already, fir'd by me thy favourite ſon, 
6 This nnd ſcene remarks with filial eyes; 
e And, from its fall, bids fairer fabrics rite, 
« Eva now, behold ! where crumbling Tags 
c ments grey, 
ce Tn duſt deep-bury'd, loſt to memory lay, 
« The column ſwells, the weil-knit arc hes bend, 
cc The round dome widens, and the roots aſcend! 
c Nor ends the bounty thus: by him beitow'd, 
« Here, Science ſhall her richeſt ſtores unload. 
c Whate*er, long-hid, Philoſophy has found; 
4 Or the Muſe ſung, with living laurel crown'd ; 
_ « Or Hiſtory deſcry'd, far-looking fage, 
In the dark doubtfulneſs of diſtant age 3 
% Theſe, thy beſt wealth, with curious choice 
„ gamban'd, - 
ec Now trraſur'd here, ſtall form the ſtudious | 
SE © 7 
To wits unborn the wanted fuccour: give, 
« And 5 Sug Bard, whom Geni as means to 
66 e. 


% But, teach thy ſons the gent?. laws of Peace 3 | 


c Let low Sclf-love and pedant- Diſcord ceate : 
Their object Truth, Utility their am, 
ec One ſocial ſpirit reien, in all the ſame. 
cc Thus aided arts ſhall with fruſh vigour hook j ; 
v Their eulturꝰd bloſioms ripen 1170 fruit z 3 
e Thy faded ſtar diſpenſe a brighter ray, 
« And each bond Muſe renew ler noble ſt hays 


= R 0 L 0 G * L 
= > JW 
$EIGE OF DAMASCU 8 
SPOKEN BY LORD SANDWICH. 
N arts and arms, beneath Eliza's \ mile, 


5 * \ Spread wide their intiuence * this happy | 


alc; 
A golden reign, uncurſt with party rage, | 


Ere ali our learning in a libel lay, 

And all our talk, in politics, or play 

1 he ſtateſman oft would foothe his tots with wit, 

What Spenſer anc and Nature's Shakeſpeare 
. writ 5 8 | 


: 


| 
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Or to the laurel'd grove, at times, retire, 

| There, — the Muſe, and wake the moving 
As far examples, like aſcending morn, 
The world at once enlighten and alorn ; 


From them diffus'd, the gentle arts of peace 


| Shot brightening ofer the land, with ſwift en- 


creaie : 
Rough pature ſofter d into grace and eaſe; 


— B 3 | Senſe grew polite, and ſcience ſought to pleaſe, 
rom heaven, in r, commiſſion 


Reliev'd from vor rude ſcene of party-din, 
where open Baſeneſs vies with ſecret Sin, 
And ſafe embower*d in Woburn's airy groves, 
Let us recall the times our taſte approves ; 
Awaken to our aid the mourning Muſe ; 
Through every boſom tender thought ini ncuſe ; 
Melt angry Faction into moral ſenſe, 

And to his gueſts a Bedtford”s foul diſpenſe. | 

And now, while Spring extends her — | 

reign, 
Green on the mountain, flowery i in the plain; 
| Whit genial Nature breathes, from bill and dale, | 
Health, fragrance, gladneſs, in the living gale; | 
The various ſoftneſs, ſtealing through the heact, 
Impreſſions ſweetly ſocial, will impart. 
| When fad Eudocia pours her hopeleſs woe, 
The tear of pity will unbidden flow! 


Holds up himſclf, a mirror for mankir.d ; 

An equal eye on our own hearts we turn, 

| Where trailtics lurk, where fond affect ions burn: 
And, conſcious, Nature is in all the ſame, D 
We mourn the guilty, while tac guilt we blame! 


| 
1 


EPILOGUE 


n | 
BROTHERS, 
-* TRAGEDY, BY DR. YOUNC, 


woman, ſure, the moſt ſevere affliction 
Is, trom theſe fellows, point-blank con- 
tradiction, 


by ; Our Pardy without—T wiſh he would arpear 
Ud! I would give it him but you ſhall kear— 


Good Sir! quoth I—andeurttcy'd as I ſpoke— 
Our pit, you know, expects and loves a joke— 
Twere fit to humour them: for, right or wrong, 
| True Britons never like the tame thing long. | 
To- day is fair—they ſtrut, huff, ſwear, harangue; 


| To-morrow?; foul—they ſneak al. de, and bang. | 


Is there a war—peace ! peace ! is all their cry : 
The pence is made—then, blood! they ght 
and die. | 
Callants, in talking thus, I meant no Wenden: 


| I would have brought, you fee, the man to rca- 


ſon. 


But with ſome fol; :, *tis hows loſt to firive : 


A reaſoning mule will neither lead nor drive, : 
He hum'd, and haw'd; then, waking from his 
dream, 


| 


 Cry'd, I mut preach to you his moral ſcheme. 


When erring Phocyas, whom wild paſſions bliud, 
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A ſcheme, forſooth l to benefit the nation 
Some queer, odd whim of pious propagation | 
Lord! talk ſo, here—the man muſt be a wid- 


| g20n — 
Drury may pr not Religion. 


Yet, aiter all, to give the Devil his due, 


Our _— ſcheme, though ſtrange, is wholly | 


Well, "hall the novelty then recommend it? 
Tf not from liking, from caprice befriend it. 
For drums and routs, make him a while your | 
| paſſion, 

A little while let Virtue be the faſhion : 

And, ſpite of real or ĩmaginꝰd blunders, | | 
— — nine days, like other wonders. 


PROLOGUE 
5 VV 

Ma. THOMSON's AGAMEMNON. 

; WE this decifive night, at length, ap- 


pears, 
The night of every author's hopes and fears, 
What ſhifts to bribe applauſe, poor poets tr)! 
In all the forms of wit they court and lye : 
Theſe meanly beg it, as an alms; and thoſe, 
By boaſtful bluiter dazzle and impoſe. 
Nor poorly fearful, nor ſecurely vaia, 


| Ours would, by honeſt ways, that gra-e obtain; 
Would, as a free-born wit, be fairly try'd : | 


And then —let candor, fairly too, d-cicc. 

He courts no friend, who bladly comes to 

praiſe; 

Ile dreads no foe—but when his ſaults may raiſe. 
Indulge a generous pride, that bids him own, 

| He aims to pleaſe, by noble meaus alone; 

By what may win the judgment, wake the heart, 

Luſpiriag nature, and directing art; 


: Ey ſcenes, o wrought, as way applauſe com- | 


mand 
More from the judging head, than thundering/ 
band, 
lmportant is the moral we would tench— DN 
Oh may this iſland pracliſe waat we preach— 
Vice in its firſt approach with care to ſhun; 
The wretch, who once engages, is undone. | 
Crimes lead to greater crim.s, aud link ſo Wale, 
What fir it was accident, at lait is fate: 
Guilt” hapleſs ſervant $n!;s into a fave 3 
And Virtueꝰs laſt fad ftruggli:gs cannot fave. 
As ſuch our fair attampt, we hope to ſce 
« * judges,—here at leait—irom indluence 
Fee 3 
« One place unbiasꝰd yet by Þ party rage. — 
Where only honour votes—th. Britiſh Rage. 
* We aſk for juſtice, for indulgenee ſue: 
Our laſt belt liceac2 mutt proceed from you.” 


| | 


| 


| 


1 


| 
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on A LADY, WHO na PASSED SOME 


TIME 1N PLAYING WITH A TERY 
: YOUNG CHILD. 
WV. on this leaſt of little Miſſes, 
Did Celia waſte ſo many kiſſes? 


Qpoth Love, who ſtood behind and mild, 
She Ef the father 1 in the child. 


| EPIGRAS, 


on SEEING TWO PERSONS PASS BY IN 
; VERY DIFFERENT EQUIPAGES.. 


u modern, as in ancient days, 
for what the Muſes have to brag on : 
The Player in his own poſt-chaĩſe: 
The Poet i in a carrier's waggou ! 


EPIGRAM, 
on 4 cxpTa rns paSSION For ry 


a 


| en As 1 de lglts; ; 
Nerina's devil-face aftrights ; 


How whimkhkxal ber Strephon's fate, 
Condemn'd at once to like and hate 1 

| But be ſhe cruel, be ſhe kind, . 

| Love | irike her _ or make 1 TY 


A SIMILE IN PRIOR, 
7 15 anten, ro THE SAME PERSON. 


EAR Tomas, didſt thou never 
Thy head into a tiu- man's hop? 


| Taere, Thomas, didit thou never fee— 
IJ'ris but by way of ſunfle— | 


A ſquirrel ſpemi its Little rage, 

In jumping round a rolling cage ? 
Mad in th: orb, plæas'd wit i the clum?3, 
The fooliſh creature thinks it climbs ; 
But here or there, turn wood or wirz, 

| It never gets two inches higher. 

So farcs it with £115 littl: Peer, 

So buſy and fo buſtling here; 


For ever flirting up and dowa, 


| And ſriſking round his cage, the town. 
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A world of nothing in his chat, 
Of who ſaid this, . 
With ſimilies, that ne ver hit; 
Vivacity, that has no wit ; 

Schemes laid this hour, the next forſaken; 
Advice oft aſk*d, but never taken: 
Still whirPd, by every riſing whim, 
From that to this, from her to him; 
And when he hath his circle run, 

He ends—juſt where he firſt begun. 


ON AN AMOROUS OLD MAN. 


TILL hovering round the fair at fixty-four, 
Unfit to — unable to give oe r; 

A fleſh- fly, that juſt flutters on the wing, 
Awake to buz, but not alive to ſting; | 
Briſk where he cannot, backward where he can; 


| The teazing ghoſt of the departed man. 


ON I. H. Esq. : 
"= youth had wit himſelf, and could afford 
A witty neighbonr his good word. 


Though ſcandal was his j Ys — — | 


At them he duly dreſs'd, but without paſſion : 
His only miſtreſs was the faſhion. 
Her verſe with fancy glitter'd, cold and faint; 


His proſe, with ſenſe, correctly quaint. 
Trifies he lov'd; he taſted arts: 


At once a fribble, and a man of parts. 


A FRAGMENT. 
* *** 


| F. AIR n morn aſcends: ſoft zephyr's w wing 
| O'er hill and vale renews the fpring : 


Where, ſown profuſely, herb and flower, 
Of halmy finell, of healing power, 
Their ſouls in fragrant dews exhale, 
And hreathe freſh life in every gale. 
Here, ſpreads a green expanſe of plains, 
Where, ſweetly penſwe, Silence reigns ; 
And there, at utmoſt ſtretch of eye, 
A mountain fades into the ſky: | 
While winding round, diffus'd and ** 
A river rolls with ſounding ſweep, 
Ce human art no traces near, 
1 ſeem alone with Nature here ! . 
Here are thy walks, O ſacred Health! 
The monarch?s bliſs, the beggar”: wealth; 
The ſcaſoiug of all good below ! 
The ſovereign frieud in joy or woe ! 
mou, n: oft couricd, molt deſpis 0, 
and bu iu abſence my OP 


| 


— —»„V— 


Po er of the ſoft and roſy e 
The vivid pulſe, the vermil grace, 
The ſpirits when they gayeſt thine, 


Yoith, beauty, pleaſure, all are thine! 


0 ſur of life ! whole heavenly ray 
Lights up, and chears, our various day, 
The turbuler ce of hopes and fears, 


The ſtorm of fate, the eloud of years, 
Till Nature, with thy parting light, 


Repoſes late in Death*s calm night : 
Feld from the trop d roofs of ſtate, 


Abodes of ſplendid pain and hate 


Fled from the couch, where, i in ſweet ſlee p, 


Hot riot would his angui?: ſteep, 


But toſſes through the midnight-ſhade, 


Cf death, of lite, alike afraid; 
For ever fled to ſhady cell, 


| Where x ag where the Muſes rel, 
Thou oft art ſeen, at early dawn, 


| Slow-pacing o'er the breezy lawn : 


Or on the brow of mountain high, 


In ſilence feaſting ear and eye, 


With ſong and proſpect, which abound 


From birds, and woods, and waters round. 


But when the ſun, with noontide ray, 
Flames forth intolerable day; 
While Heat fits fervent on the plain, 
With Thirſt and Langvor i in his train: 
All nature ſiekening in the blaze: 
Thou, in the wild and woody mae, 
That clouds the vale with umbrage deep, 
Impendent from the neighbouring ſteep, 
Wilt find betimes a calm retreat, 


Where breathing coolneſs has her ſeat. | 
There, plung'd amid the ſhadows browns 
| Imagination lays him down; 
| Attentive, in his airy mood, 
| To every murmur of the wund: 
The bee in yonder flowery nook; 
| The chidings of the headlong brook 3 
| The green leaf ſhivering in the gale; 
The warbling hill, the lowing vale; _ 
| The diſtant wood man's echoing iroke 3 ; 
The thunder of the falling oa“. 5 
From thought to thought in viſon bat | 


He holds high converſe with the de ad 


| | Sages, or Poets, See they riſe! 
And ſhadowy ſkim before his eyes. 


| Hark! Orpheus ſtrikes the lyre again, 
That ſoftens ſavages to men: 


N 


Lo! Socrates, the ſent of heaven, | 
To whom its moral will was given. 
Fathers and friends of human kind, 
They form'd the nations, or ref n'd; | 
With all that mends the h-ad and heart, | 


Enlightenĩng truth, adorning art 


| While thus I mus'd beneath the ſpade, 
At once the ſourding brecze was laid: 
Aud Nature, by the unknown law, 
Shook deep with everential awe. 
Dumh ſilence grew upon the hour ; 
A browner night involv*d the bower : 


When, Iſſuing ſrom the inmoſt wood, 
Appear'd fair Freedom's genius good. 

O Freedom! ſovbreign boon of heaven: 
Great . with our young _=_ „ 


e 


— — 


: Not thoſe looſe beams that wanton play, 
Toligat tue mirth o gidddy May; 


Abt: ur two gods were ſoaring; 
Wulle Put.zzyecits beneath lay ſnoring, 
Plu. g'd deep i drẽ ams of ten per eent, 
ue C ſuns te) thc ir dar cou; .try lent : 
e god: of Hu inferior fame, 5 : 
Wa. vent wits with reverence name; 20 


I grac:, this ccmmoen- place chit- chat; 
Dear brother there he ſure-d a 5a. 
 Tiiy mu, ere right, be yag'd and bound! 


Ai odds, may ner £22p four d again. 


Sa ſay the wits: hit wiler folks 
dtill werry, and co temm their 7olzes: 


And hind no freedom phc' in fetters; 


Leave theſe at leaſt, theſe fad 


MAIL L ETS 


which the patriot, and the ſage, 
ok plann'd, — bled through every age! | 
High privilege of human race, 
B-. vond a mortal monarch** grace : 
Who could not give, ror can reclaim, 
What but from God iminediate came 


CUPID axwy HYMEN: 
— MM 
WEDDING-DAY. 


IF rifng morn, ſerenely ftill, 
Had brighteniug ſpread oer vale and hill, 


Nor uch red heats as ber. the plain, 
In ardent Suramer?s Fever? reign 2 
But ray s, al equal fort and ſober, 
Toi: the ſecond of October; 
To {uit the pair, whoſe wedding-day 
Thi tw now gilds with annual ray. 10 
zutt then, where our good-natur'd Thames is 
So.ve .ovr ſhort niles above St, James?s, | 
A d de gas, with ver- ſtreaming wave, 
Tu' ai tes of earth-horn pride to lave, 


Thou” 2 witer mederns much di parage— 
I wea: the Cds of i ove and Marriage. 


hat Cupid tra, his wit to ſhow, 


Adun ig a mer? modern beau, | 
Whnſec +.troft aim is idle mirtt, 25 
Lov -a, coxcombs look on earth: | 
1 rai his chan, the,, cock'd hi- hat, 


Few ? on. tue wii g, by break of dawn! 
To tell men, ſaunk iu lleep profound, 


* 


, hwvi.g one put on thy chain, 


They new, each better bliſs is thine, 


Pure nedtar, genuine from the vine! 


And Love's own hand that nectar pours, 
Which never fails, nor ever ſours; 

Well, he it ſo: yet there are focls, 

Who Gare demur to former rules; 
Wie laugh profanely at the ir betters, 


40 


But, well or ill, jog on through life 45 
Without that ſcverc irn lillis, a wiſe. 
dogs ſrc, 


To ſtroll with Bacchus aud with me 5. 


| On coarſe cold beef, and Fanny Murray. 


| | 
— 


And re- aſſume thy nobler name 
| Look that way, where I turn my flame 


To give your grave good fouls their way: 
| | That, as true humour was grown ſcarce, | 
He choſe ta ſee a ſober fare: 
For, of all cattle and all fowl, 


Rais'd much more mirth, he durſt aver it, 


POEMS: 


And ſup, in Middleſex, or Surrey, 
Thus Cupid—and with ſuch a leer, 


| You would have ſworn *twas Ligonier. 


While Hy men ſoberly reply'd 

Yet with an air of conſcious pride: p FT 

uſt come from yonder wretched ſcene, 35 
re all is venal, falſe, and mean, 


„ 


* 


| | (Looking on Londen as he ſpoke) 


I marvel not at thy dull joke ; 

Nor, in ſuch cant, to hear thee vapour, 

Thy quiver liaꝰd with South-ſca paper; 60 

Thine arrows feather'd, at the tail, 

With India- bonds, ſor hearts on fale 3 

Their other ends too, as is meet, Ge | 
Tipp'd with gold poiats from Lombard-ſtreet. | 
But couldꝰſt thon for a moment quit 66 
"Theſe airs of faſhionable wit, 5 


He ſaid, and held his torch inclin'd, 5 | 
| Which, pointed fo, ftill brighter ſhin'd-— 70 
Behold yon couple, arm in arm, | 
Whom I, eight years, have known to charm; 


And, while they wear my willing chains, 


| A god dares ſwear that neither feigns. | 
This morn that bound their mutual vow, Þﬀ 45 
That bleſt them Frft, and blefſ-s now, - 
They grateful hai) ! and from the foul, 
With thouſands o%er both heads may roll; 
Till, from life's banquet, either gueſt, | 
Embracing, may retire to reft, 380 
Come then, all raillery laid aſide, = 


| Let thiz their day ſerenely glide : 

_ | With mine thy ſerious aim unite, | 
And both ſome proper gueſts invite; 1 
Tit not one minutes running ſand 35 


May "nd thc ir pleaſures at a tand. 
At this ſ.yers and ſud rebukr, 
Emugh to make a coxcomb puke; 


Poor Cupid, blaſting, hrug'd and wincd, 
Not yet conſenting, thaugh conviac'd ; 
For ?®tis your witling's greateſt terror, 


Fv'n when he ſezls, to own, his error. 
vet, with a lool of arch grimace, 
| He took his penitental face: 


Said, wa, perhaps, the ſurer play, Wn 


| Your ſolemn-loohing afs and owl] 100 

han thoſe jae!=puddings, pug and parrot. 
He ſaid, and eaftward ſpre:d his wing, 

From London ſome few ſrienls to bring. 

His brother too, with ſober cheer, 

For the ſame end d d weſtward ſteer : 

Eut frft, a pen: v love forlorn, 

Who three long weeping years has borne 

| His torel-revers*d, and all around. 
Where once it am'd, with cypreſs bound, 

Sent ot, to call a neighbouring friend, 

On whom the movrutul train attend: 

And bid him, this one day, at leaſt, 


res 


I1S 


For ſuch a pair, at ſucl: a feaſt, 
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$tript off the ſable veil, and wear 

His ence-gay look and bappier air. 

But ! Hy: nen, ſpeeding forward ſtill, 

Obſerv'd a man on Richmond- hill, 

Who now firſt tries a country life; 

Perhaps, to ft him tor a wie, 

But, though not much on this he recven'd, 

Tae pallii:g god loo in aad beckon'd : 

He knows bim rich in ſocial merit, 

With indæpendent taite and ſpirit ; 

Tnougi he will laugu with men of whim, 

For fe r ſuch mea mould laugh at him. 
Baut lo, already on his way, 

In due ober vance of the day, 

A friend and favourite of the Nine, 

M ho can, but ſeldom cares to mine, | 
Aud cue ſole virtue would a.rive at 
o keep his many virtues private, 

Who — well pleas'd, yet as by ſtealth, 
Eis lov'd companions eaſe and health: 
Cr in his garden, barring out 
The noiſe of every neighbouring rout, 
At penf.ve hour of eve and prime, 
Marks how the various hand of time 
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Its 
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130 


Nou feeds and rears, now ſtarves and laugbters, 


His vegetable ſons and daughters. 
While theſe are on their way, behold ! 
Dan Cupid, from his London-ſold, 


Firſt ſeeks and ſends his new Lord Warden 


Ok all the nymphs in Covent-Garden: 
Brave as the ſword he wears in f ght; 
Sincere, and briefly in the right; 

Whom never miniſter or king 

Saw meanly cringing in their ring. 

A ſecond ſee! "of "ſpccial note, 0 
Plump Comws in a colonePs chat: 

| Whom we, this day, expect from far, 

A Jolly firſt-rate man of war; 

On whom we boldly dare repoſe, 

To meet our friends, or meet our foes. 
Or comes a brether in his ftead? 

Strong-Hody*d too, and ſtrong of head: 

W bo, in whatever path he goes, 
Still looks right on beſore his noſe; 
And holds it little leis than treaſon, 

To barilk his ſtomach or his reaſon. 

True to his miſtreſs and his meat, 

He eats to love, and loves to cat. | 
A Laſt comes a virgin—pray admire her! 
| Cupid aimſelf attends, to ſquire her: 


A welcome gueſt! we much had midſt ber; 5 2 


For tis our Kitty, or his ſiſter. 

But, Cupid, let no knave or fool 
Snap up this lamb, to ſhear her wort; ; 
No Teag ue of that unbluſhing band, 
| Ts larci2d, or about to land; 


lie ves from the womd, 220 trainꝰd at . 4 


14 ſteal an heireſs ora purſe. 
No ſcroping, ſaving, faucy city 
Swor a ne ot breeding, worth, and wit; 
No hal- form'd infect of a Peer, | 
With neither land nor conſcience clear ; 
Who if he can, ?tis all he can do, | 
Juſt ſpell the motto on his landau. 
From all, from each of theſe defend her; 
But thou and Hy men botk beſriend her, 
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* By” 
And are thoſe triumphs, with the dead, 


155 
. D —— race, 


| 160 


1 70 


175 


180 


| As Reaſon wills when join'd with Pleaſure 190 
| Let theſe white moments all be gay, 'F 


| Then, when at eve, the ſtar of love 


| Not ſo : by ſofter ſurer arms, 


What wonder he could charm with eaſe, 
{ Waom happy Nature taught to pleaſe, 


With truth, taſte, konour, i a 2 mate, 
And much goed ſenſe, and ſome eſtate. 


But LOW , — th? aſſembly met, 


And round the table cordial ſet ; = 

| While in fair order, to their with, 19; 
Plain peati eſs ſends up every diſh, | 
And Pleaſure at the ſide-board ſtands, 

A net. ard goblet in his hands, 

To pour libations, in que meaſure, 


— : 


Without one cloud of dim allay: 


In every face let oy be ſeen, 


As truth ſincere, as hope ſerene : "IN 1 
Let Frĩendſt ip, Love, and Wit combine, 198 
To flavour both the meat and wine, 


With that rich reliſh to each ſenſe, 
| | Which they, and they alone, diipenſe ; 


Let Muſic too their mirth prolong, 8 
| With warbled air and feſtive ſong : 200 


Glows with ſoft radiance from above, 

And each companionable gueſt 

Withdraws, repleniih'd, not oppreſt, 

Let each, well-pleas'd, at parting — 205 
My lie be * a 2 ! 


FED EPIGRAN: 


8 CITENY AT TUNBPIDGE | WELLS, MID ec. 1 + 


HEN Churchill led his legions on, 


Succeſs ſtill followed where he ſhone, 


All from his houſe, for ever fied? 


They yet furvive i in beautyꝰs charms ; - 
For, look on blooming Pembroke“ face, 


AN ODE 
b ; 
| MASQUE OF ALFRED: 


nne BY A SHEPHE RDESS WHO nas rost 


RD: HER LOVER IN THE WARS, 


- Youth, a lorn'd with every art, 


To vrarm and win the coldeſt * 
In ſecret mine poſſeſt. 


The moruing bud that faireſt blows, 


| The vernal oa that ſtraighteit grows, 
His face and ſhape expreſt. 

In moving ſounds he told his tale, 

Soft as the ſighings of the gale, 

That wakes the flowery year. 


w hom Honour mad2 — 
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At moyn he I ſt m2—covg't—and fell! A Fadows paſs, ner is their path beheld, 


— 


The fatal cv2ning heard his ul, Ano, pale-glimmering on the verge of 
Ad taw the tears I ſhed ; | heavens 
| Tears that mult over, ever fall; | From caft to north in doubtful twilight ſ-en, 
3 For ah ! no ſighs the paſt reed. | A waiteuiag luſtre ſnoots its tender heam ; 
Xo cries awake the dead! Vile f ade and f]-ace yet involve the ball. 
I ; | Now facred Mora, aſcer.ding, ſmiles ſerene 
| : es | A dewy radavee, brigutaing oer the world. 
4 | _ Gay een wi er of ty * for _— 
f For ever plz nz! lo, Ie onward comes, 
| E X CURS [ 0 N. In trad Livy 1 and azute look-array'd, 
Cane L I Snn- tin Stur-d, change ful hues. At ber approach, 


beton 2 d te Fincy. de fe fre- Tue welierr grey of yondes breaking clouds 
| TT p g Slo- reddens into hñaue: tne riſin miſts, | 
= fro or cle 73 4 jhort cæ cue ſur ver of the {lar il: < * N * h f 
| ar lle. Vers, 14 2 m d 16 10 A TRA hy the mou: "and, I > all his ® eway f 
1 fl — my Jes? , an 222 1> WOOUS, | 
=_= .. * . . _ phys 80 Een ath her Aal ing ray, traaſlucent ſhines. 
eveningy 1 8 Ut, anl a ene Be ag wig We; rece, 5 


| + Ss of a friend dice. ow feels her through her boundleſs , 
Aith the return cf morning Fancy con: itues her ex- 1 


Of lie and ſerfs: and calls forth all her ſweets 
ee ffs north — n * In grance and ſong. From each unfolding flower | 
continent und the dejerts 6 * Turtar yi nn trience Tr. inſpires t 1c bali of life, that Zephyr watts, ; 
ſeut..vard: a general pr "cſpect of tie globe, fol. | Delicious on his roſy wing: each bird, | | | 
lcaved by un f of the mid- lan part x Europe, Or high! fecret bs the a, 

 ſapppoeſe Ituly. A city there uf en the print of | ugh in air, or lecr in the 

Fappps 1; ”* Sed * hos l ” | Rojoicing warbles wild his mattin hymn. ek 

| —_ fe M - a * 3 75 ax eartiqua 0 775 pe that ' While beaſts of chace, by ſecret inſtinct mov'd, 
afar &s fn: deſerted in ite confer and effelie as Scud oer the lawns, and plunging into night, 

| lergth—Er uftion of a burntrg mountain, dappen- In brake, or cavern, amber out the day. 
3 * * — lavited by the ehearſul morn abroad, 
lileceiſe deſeribed. See, from his humble roc, the good Man comes, 

MPANION of the Muſe, « creative power, Lo taſte her freſhneſs, and improve her riſe. 


Imagination! at whoſe great command | Ta holy muſing. Rapture in his eye, > 
| Ariſe unnumber' J images of things, | And xnee ling wonder ſpeak his filent ſoul, 
N Thy hourly offspring: thou, who can'ſt at will | With gratitude Oerflowing, aud with praiſe! 
People with air-born ſhapes the flent wood, {| Now I=duftry is up. The village pours 
And ſolitary vale, thy own domain, Her uſcful ions abroad to various toil : _ 


Wuere Contemplatioa haunts : Oh come, invok 4, The labourer here, with every inſtrument 
To watt me on thy many-tivtur'd wing, Of future plenty ard; and there the ſu ain, 
: Oer Earth's 1 ſpace: 2 aud tus Lc, on h: 30, N A rural! . ing amid his ſubject- Hoc! 8, 


Spread to ſuperior Worlils thy bolder Den, hose hleatin Zs wake the vocal hills afar. 
Excurſve, uncon n'd. Bence fror the haunts | The traveller, too, purſves his early road, 57s 
Ot vice and tolly, vanity and man— _ Among g the deus of n.oru. Aurora calls: 
To yon expanſe of plains, where truth delislts, And all the living landfc: ape moves around, 
Simple of heart; and, hand in land with her, Bt ſee, the tuſttd horizon flames iatenſe, 
Where blamelels victue walks. Now panting With ie in rim profuſion ſtream'd . 
Spring, | | er heavews pur? arch. At once the clouds 
_ Frzat of beauty and of ſong, hs ef aTume 
| Bis mwitle, flower=e mbroid-r%d, on the ground, Their ood livert2s ; theſe with {]very beams 
Wulle Sumner laughing colnes, and bids the | Fehn vc, 55 lendid thoſe bu liguiid gold: 
Months _ | Aud pes ru Neri. s ſtate, . Lie chmes, 125 
Crown his prime ſea! on with their choicett ore | hold! ä 
Freſh roſes opeiing to the ſolr ray, Fountain of Beh: 41346 3 r, warmth and He 
And fruit flow-iwelling on the loaded bough. _T Toe Kiag 01 Cl. y! round his bead divine, 5 


Here Et me ſreque ut roam, preventing morn, Dirufve ſhowers 07 tadince CirCling how, 
Attentive to the chek, whoſe eurly chegat, | | As ver tie indian wave up-ricing fair 
Ieard from the ditart village in the vale, He lachs abroad on Nature, aud icvells, 
Crov's ehearly out, far-fendiag thro? the gloc m. Mherc'er his u iderß.] ye ſurveys, 
Night hears from where, wide-hovering ia mid- Lier aiaphe botoin, e reh, air, tea, and ſky, 


ky, | Jt ONC vet ut rc. e, WI h-ave:ily tures Fay. 

cle rules the falle hour: and calls her train From this lor hill, that climbs above tie plain, 
Ol vitonary fe 71 the ſhrouded gh |,  Fali-way v ohen! en an zbitigus, ran wit th woos 
Tue dream di%r: ekul, and the encumbent hay, CF broadett ſhade, and terrals'd round v ich w . 


That riſe to Taney “s eye ia horrid {orins, WiKd:o and w Ju, tnat doæp embowering ric, 
While Ren%n fun abzring lies. At ones they Ay, Maze above maze, thro? 4 ll its ſreiter'd heigt d: 
Vor. VII. | | 8 2 | 


& 


Aud kiadle every virtue into flame. 


Io ucary pilgrim. 
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From hence, th! zria! concave without cloud, 
Tranſlucent, and in pureſt azure drett; | 
The boundleſs ſc2ne beneath, hill, dale, and plain: 
The precipice abrupt; the diſtant deep, 
Whoſe ſhores remurmur to the ſounding ſurge 
The neareſt foreſt in wide circuit ſpread, 
Sole mn receſs, whoſe ſolitary wales, 
| Fair Truth and Wiſdom I:v2; the bordering 
lawn, | : | | 
With hochs and hcrds enrich'd ; the daiſy'd valz; 
The river? cryital, and the meadows green 
Grateful diverity! allure the eye 8 
Abroad, to rove amid ten thouſand charms. 
Theſe ſcenes, where every Virtue, every Muſe 
Delightcd range, ſcrene the ſoul, aud hit, 
Borne on devotion's wing, beyond the pole, 
To bighett heaven her thought 3 to Nature's God, 
Pirſt ſource of all things lovely, all things good, 
Eternal, inficite ! before whoſe throne 
Sits — Bounty, and through heaven and 
Careleſs diffuſes ple nitude of bliſs, 
im all things own : he ſpeaks, aud it is day. 
Obdedient to his nod, alternate night 
Cbſcures the workl. The ſeaſons at his call 
Succeed in train, and kad the year around. 

While reaſon thus and rapture fill the heart; 
Friends of mankind, good angel>, hovering near, 
Their holy iafluence, decp»infuſng, lend; 

And in till whiſpers, ſoit as Zephyr's breath 
When ſcarce the green kaf trembles, through her 
©... Powers 1 5 e 
Inſpire new vigour, purer light ſupply, 


| 


_ Cclefftial ir.tercourſe! ſuperior blifs, _ 
| Which vice ne'er knew ! health of th' enliven'd 


And heaven on carth begun! Thus ever fd 
In folitude, may J, obſcurely faie, | . 


Peceive mankind, and ſteal through liſe along, 
As fiides the foot of time, un marł d, unknown ! 
F Exavlied to his neen the fervent ſun, | 
Full-blazing o'er the blue immerſe, burns out 
With fierce cflulgence. Now the embowering 
| n 7 | 
Ot vale ſequeſtertd, er the firecrown'd ſde 
Of airy meuntain, wherce with lucid lapſe 
Halls many a dceweird . reain, invites the ſtep 
(t mug Peet, and ſecures repole _ 
| In the flood of day, 
Uppreſiive brightreſs delvgir.g the world, 


dick Nature paiits: and ſrom the cleaving earth, | 


Light vapours, undulatim g through the air, 
Contagious fly, engendering dire diſcaſe, 
Red plague, andf-ver; or, in jogs aloſt 
Condealng, frew a ruffirg temp-it vigh, 
And ſer, exhaling from the Atla, tis urge, 
Wild world of waters, diſtant cloud aſcend 
{+ vapovry conue es, deepening cioud on cloud: 
hen rolling duſk along to eaſt and north, 

As the blaſt b ars them on his humid wing, 
Draw total night and tempeſt oer the noon ! 


— 


J. %, Vira and beaft, impreſs'd by Nature's hand 


Iu bennward warninugs through each feclirg 
| | 8 8 


Lerve, - 
Ualte tru the hour of terror and of ſtorm. 
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The Thunder now, from forth his cloudy ſhrint, 
Amid conflicting elements, where Dread 
Aud Death attend, the ſervants of his nod, 
Fir, in deaf murmurs, ſounds the deep 
Hard from afar, awakening awtul 2 
gloom 


Dumb ſadneſs fills this nether world: t 

With double blackneſs lours; the tempeſt ſwells, 

And expectation ſhakes the heart of man, 
Where yonder clouds in duſky depth extend 


Broad oer the ſouth ; fermentiug in their womb, 


Pregnant with fate, the ficry tempeſt ſwell:, 


| Sulphureous ſteam and nitrous, late exbaPd 
From mine or unctuous ſoil : and lo, at once, 


Forth darted in ſ ant fiream, the ruddy flaſh, 
Diek glancing, ſpreads a moment's horrid day, 
Aga n it fia:nes expanlive ;, ſheets the ſky, 


Wide and more wide, with mournful light around, 


On all ſides burning ; now the face of things 


Diſeloſing, ſwallowed now in tenfold right, 


Again the thunder's voice, with pealing roar, 
From cloud to cloud continuous rolPd along, 


| Amazing burſts! Air, ſea, and ſhore reſound. 


Horror ſᷣts ſt uddering in the felon- breaſt, 


And feels the deathful fiaſh beſore it flies: 
| Each ſleeping fin, excited, ſtarts to view; 


And all is ſtorm within. The Murderer, pale 
With conſcious guilt, though hid in deepeſt ſhade, 
Hears ard flics wild, purſued by all his tears : 
And ſees the bleeding ſi adow of the Slain 


| Riſe hideous, glarirg on him through the gloom! 


flam'd 


comes nearer, hoarſely loud, abrupt and fierce, 
Pral hurPd on peal inceſſant, burſt on burſt : 


Torn from its baſe, as if the general frame 


Were tumbling ix to chaos —There it fell, 


Vito whirlwind-wing, in red difiuſ.on faſh'd. 
Deſtruction marks its path, Yon riven oa! 
Is hid in fmouldering fres: ſurpriz'd beneath, 
The traveller ill-ome:.'d profirate falls, | 
A livid corſe. Yon cottage flames to heaven; 


Audi in its fartheſt cell, to which the hour, 


All-horrible, had ſped their ſleps, behold ! | 
The parent breathleſs lies; ber orphan- babes 


Shuddering and ſpeechlef- round -C Tower divine! 8 
| Whoſe will, v. crring, points the bolt of fate! 


Thy ban, thougit terrible, ſhall man decide 


It puniſhment, or mercy, dealt the blow? 


App<a-*d at laſt, the tumult of the ſ:ics 


| | Sub Ges, the thunder's falling roar is huſh'd * 


At once the clouds fly ſcattering, and the ſun 


Rreals out with boundlets fplendor ot the wor dd. 
| Farent of light and joy! to all things hz | 
Nau life reſtores, and from each drooping field 
| Praws the redundant rain, in climbing miſts 
| Faſt-riGng to his ray; till every flower 
Tit up its head, ard Nature ſmiles reviv'd. 


At tra tis awful filence over all, : 
Frem ſenſe of lute-ſelt davger ; till confirm'd, 
In grateful chorus mixing, beatt ard bird 
Ne ſoice al-ud to heaven: or. cither hand, 
The vwcodlands warble, and the valleys low. 
So poſs the ſongful hours: and now the ſun, 
Deelin'd, har gs verging on the weſtern main, 
M hoſe fluctuating boſom, bluſi. ug red 


Tue ſpace of many ſeas beneath his eye, 


i.no2 4% aA, a A r= 


a” ae" te... 
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Heaves in ſoſt ſwellings murmuring to the ſhore, 
A cir:ling glory glows around hs di 
Of milder beams: part, ſtreaming cr the tky, 
Intlame the diftant azure : part below | 
In level lines ſhoot through the waving wood, 
Clad half in light, and half in plea! ng ſhade, 
That lengthens o'er the lawn. You evening 
clouds, 5 
Lucid or duſſe, with Samy purple ed gd, 
Float in gay pomp the blue horizon round, 
Amufive, changetul, iki.tizg into ſhapes 
Of vitioaary beauty, antique towers 
ita ſhadowy domes and pinacles adorn'd; 
r hill of white extent, that riſe and fin!; 
A fportful Fancy lidts: till late, the ſun 
From human eye, behind earth's ſhading orb 
Total withdrawn, th“ zrial Hand ſeape fades, 
Diſtiactiou fails: and in the darcening weſt, 
The lait light, quivering, dimly dies away. 
And now tir illuſivwe flame, ot feen at ve, 
Up- borne and bL:zing on the light-wing'd gale, 
Glides on the lawn, betoteaing Night's ap- 
_. proach: 55 | 
| Ariſing awful o'er the eaſtern fcy, 1 
Onward ſhe comes with ſlent ſtep and ſſow, 
In her brown mantle wrapt, and brings along 
The ſtill, the mild, the melancholy hour, 
And Meditation, with his eye on heaven. | 
Muſing, in fobzr mood, of Time and Life, 
That fy with unreturniog wing away | 
To that dark world, untravell' l a d unknown, 
Eternity! through deſert ways | walk: | 
Or to the eypreſs-grove, at twilight ſnun d 
By — ſwains. The chill breeze murmurs 


| , | JM 
And the boughs ruſtle round me where I land, 
With fancy all- arous Far on the left, 
Shoots up a ſhapeleſs rock of duſky height, 
The raven's hauut : and down its weody ſteep 
A daſhing flood in hcadlong torrent huris = 
His founding waters; white on every cliff 
Hangs the light foam, and ſparkles through the 


gloom. | 


| Behind me riſe; huge a reverad pile 
Scle on his blaiicd heath, a place of tombs, 
Waſte, deſolate, where Ruin dreary dwells, 


 Broodiag oer ſyliticls Cculls, aud cruwbling 


e nes, | ED | | 
__ Ghaltfil he ſitz, a d eyes with Nedſaft glare, 
(vac tropiiizs of his power, where ivy twines 
; It; fata! green aromnd) thy falling roof, 155 
The time. hoc arch, the column grey with moſs, 
The len: ing wall, the ſculptur'd tone defac'd, 
Whoſe: monument. d Nattery, mi sc'd with dutt, 
cr hides the name it vaialy meant to raiſe. 
Allis dread (lenc: here, aud unditrurthyd, 
dare what the wind ſighs, and the waili.:g owl 
Ser eains ſolitary to the mourn ul moon, | 
Clin mering ler we llern ray through voader ifle, 
Where the ſad ſpirit walks with ſhadowy foot 
Ili wonted round, or lingers cr his Trav, 
Hal, midui hi- Hundes! hai, vercrablc dome 


dige more v-oncrable ;, ſacred fore — 


i w . 


Beyond Tinwes troubled ſca, Where never wave, 


Where never wind cf paTer, er of gutt, 


. 
* 


| 


Nor hears ti? opprefſer's vcicz, The poor ad 
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Cf ſuffering or of forrow, ſtall invade 
The calm ſound nigit of the who reſt below, 
The weary are at peace: the ſmall and great, 
Life's voyage ended, mect and miagle here. 
Here fieeps the priſoner ſafe, nor feels his chain, 


F 


| FiPd up from eldeſt age, aud to the ſun 
| Impurctrable ; 


old, 


With ali the ſons of motrni'g, fearleſs now 
; Of want or woe, find uralir:v repoſe. 


Proud greatueſs, tor, the tyranny of power, 


The grace of beauty, and the fore: of youth, 

And name a d place, are here —tor ever Joſt! 
But, at near di:iaace, on the mouldering wall 

Behold a monument, with emblem grac'd, 


Aad fair in eription: where with head declin'd, 
| And folded arms, the Virtues wee Lg round 
Lean or a bear. teous youth who lies below. 
Thyrſz—'tis he! the wiſe? and the beſt! 

| 


Lamnented ſhad-! whom every gift of heaven 


Profuſely blet ; all learning was his own. 
Plealing his ſpeech, by Nature taught to flow, 
Periual ve ſenſe and ſtrong, ſincere and clear. 


iis manners greatly plain; a noble grace, 


Iscli-taugat. beyond the roach of mimic Art, 
Adora him: his calm temper u inning mild; 


Nor Pity ſofter, nor was Truth more bright. 
Conſtant in doing well, he neither ſ:ugat 

Nor ſhunn'd applauſe. No bachful merit fgird 
Near him negleQed ; ſympataizing he 5 


| Wip'd off the tear rom Sorrow's clouded eye 
| With kindly hand, and tought her heart to ſmile. 


fis morning: and the ſun, Eis welcome light, 
Swilt, rom beyond dark ocean's orient ſtream, 
¶aſts through the air, reaewing Nature's ace 
With heaven- born beauty. O'er her ample breaſt, 
Ober ſea and ſhore, light Fancy fpeeds along, 


I ickas the darted beam, from pole to polo, 
_ | Excurſive trav ler. 
Alone with Winter in tis inmoſt realm, 


Now beneath the north, 


Region of horrors ! Here, am id the roar 


| Of winds and wave, tie driſted turbulence 


Ci liter id ſnows, rel des the ungenial Power, 
For cver ſile t, ſi iveri. g, and iorlorn ! 

From Zembla « clitts on to the ftraits furmiz'd 
Ct Anian ea“ ward, where hoth world oppoſe 
Tleir © ores co tiguous, lies the polar ſen, 
One gliite ring waſte of ice, and on the morn 
Catte eeild a 13 light. Lo, hills of ſnow, 
ill bchind hill, and Alp em Alp, a cend, 

riung from a'ar | 

Tn miſty proſpect dim, a if oz air 
Fach flont ing hill, an azur? rac of clouds, 


| Yet here, een here, iu this diizirous lime, 
I Horrid and harbourleſs, where all life dis, 


Adventurous mortal, urg'd by thirit of gain, 


| Through Hcati ig ines of ice aud zuting torms, : 
| Roain the wild waves, ir arch of daubtul 


ſores, | | 


Ry W-it or Faſt; a path yet unerplor'd, 


Here: caſtward to the Tartar*: crucl coat, 
y ut Tet ocran wa 'd, on wire laſt wave 
The Ine & 5 Kaus har broaft, dit. us'd immenſe 


u ſolitary length the Desert less. 


| Whore Beſola: io: ker ps bis cmpty court, 
TEE: 
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No bloom of ſpring, o'er all the thrifty vaſt, 
Nor ſpiry grafs is found; but ſands inſtead 
In ſteril hills, and rough rocks rifug grey. 

A land of fears! where vif. orary tor ms, 
Of grieſiy ſpectres from air, Hood, and Fre, 
Swarm: and before them ſpeechieſs horror —_ 
Here, night, by night, beneath the ſtarle:s dui 
The ſecret hag and forcever unbleſt 
Their ſabbath hold, and potent ſpells compoſe, 
Spoils of the violated grave: and now, 
Late, at the hour that ievers night from morn, 
When ſleep has ſilenc'd every thouglu or 
They to their revels fall, inlernal throng ! 
And as they mix in circito 7 dan nce, or turn 


To the four wind: of heavens with haggard gaze; 


Shot ſtreaming from 6 de boiom af the north, 
Opening the hollow gloom, red meteors blaze, 
To lend them light, and diſtant thinders roll, 
Heard in low murmurs thro? the lowering ky. 


From theſe fad ſcenes, the walle 20088 Cl, 


death, 
With devious wing, to fairer climes r2mots 
Southward T ftriy ; where Caucaſus in view, 
Bulwark of nations, in broad eminence 


Upheaves from realm to realm a hundred hills, 3, 


On from the Caſpian to the Euxine ftretch'd, 

Pale-glittering with eternal ſnows to heaven. 

From this chill ſteep, which midnight's higheſt 
ſhades 

Scarce climb to darker, rough with mumuring 

woods, 

Imagination travels with quick ere 

Inbounded oer the globe, and wondering views 

Her rolling feas and inter:ningled its; 

Her mighty continents qut-Hretehx i immente, 

Where Evrope, Aba, Afric, of od fame, | 

Their regions numbericſs extend: and where 

To fartheſt point of wen, Columbus lte, 

Thr untry'd oceans horre to hopes nnen, 

| Moor'd his ſrſt be] adventurous, and beheld 

A new, a fair, a fertile world ariſe! 

But nearer ſcencs of happy rural viæw, 

Green dale, and! level down, aud blanmy vin, 

The Mufe*: wilt, on which the ſun's bright: eye 

Fron tious louks, invite her willing ſtep. 

Here ive, around we 1wity. 2 myrtle grovce, 

And mountains crow nhl with aromatic vouds 

Of vegetable gold, with v. = s amicitt, 

Lait r flowers and fragrancc; where feſt 

Epri: Cs 

Lord nt tix year, indiiges to each geld | 

The tiining breeze, live pring, a: ad fl cheriag | 
grave, 

In tlic ſe Theft p INES a ſpacious city ſyreads | 

II round ets it 1 tigcent. and ſceme 

The feat of e pire. Dar & 1. the bv, 

With ſar-ſezu biaze LY wr wy trufures A ine, 

 Elaborate works of &r:{ ea) hing gate 

ends wth its trout: Pues and plenty 
round | | : | : 

TIT her. In enc!. fe nne i tonovu] 

i, Arning exalts ! 0:3 137 Ni 8 'C Calm. ce Fours 

into her arms a tho fees gien Peters, 

{Tow frar and fortiinate ! “: ” 4 

Or heine bliſs ſecure! V. n 

oer trnd and li- 1 TI 1 „ 1 © {5s et. 


verre. 
vo 


F A ſollen calm unuſual, dark and dead, 

| Aries innuſpicious oer the heavens. 
The beamle ſs ſun looks wan; a fghing cod 
Winters the ſradou d air; the birds on high, 
Sbriekirg, give f Fu of tearful change ut haud : 

Ard row, within the hoſom of the globe ON 

V here ſulphur Ac, and uitre peaceful ſtept, 

| | For ages, in their ſubterranean bed, 
Ferments th' approaching tempe f. 

fireams, 
Jafammable, perhans by winds ſubhlim'd, 
Voir deadiy breath apply. TH er kinaled mats, 


V apour 


With horror uncoraiv'd, diſploded burſts 

Its cer tral prifon.—thook from ſhore to hre, 
Ree!s the broad centinent with ail its Jond, 

tz, ferefs, cities. The lune deſert qrates : 
Ner ſavage ſorrs how l to the thunder's groan, 
Ard lightring's ru glore: while from beneath, 
Def diſtant rcarir ge, tare? the wide prefburd, 
Rveful are heard, as when Deſpair com] Lins. 


Gather'd in air, Oer that pron Capital, 


Frovens an involvirg cloud of gloomy de; -th, 


Ca:tiag dun night and terror oer the heads 
| Ct her inhabitants. Aghaſt they ſtand, 
Sad-gazing on the mournful ſkies around; 
A moment's Greadful filence ! Then loud fcreams 
And eager ſupplications rend the ies, 

Lo, cruwuds on crouds, in kurry'd fream alepg, 
From ſtreet to ſtreet, from gate to gate rod 6 on, 


To dittant hill or cave: wh TY half the globe, 
Fer frame convul,, ve rocking to an'l fro, 
Jrembks wich ſecond agony. Upheav'd 


In furges, her vext ſurface rolls a ſca. 


Ruin enſues: towers, temples, patzces, 

1 Flung from their deep four: ions roof on rf 
Sruſtod horrible, and se on pile oferturi'd, 
Io. total— In that uvive rfl groan, | 
Sorrding to heaven, ex rd a thouſand lives, 


Light full of ſote ! vp from the ccutre tory, 
The ground yawns horrible a hundred men ha, 


e 


proſound, 
| Screeming; whele cron: is oC every age ar a rn! 
With hard: ta heaven valet | dich inen in; ond, 


nig lu 

Return no mere: Pa xt en the waſting Wave 

| Ferre trough the Carnes OF tir of rl v . 
72 Far diitaut rite, emer): g with the bod 5 

Pare as ending £4 1 coll by ox to Oat, 


Am udien 7 bad 41 T:inrg3;on in 3 dye 


„. 


A gvlp of ale, and graſp with dying ain 

Te verec! that drives along 7, to gain (rom late, 
bart interval! a moment's doubteul lite. 

For: Ov earls felid ſphere aſundler rent 

With anal dificlation, tte huge maſs 

ale * nderwin' —down, down th” exten ve . 1. 

1113 ity 05 Ny , d oven her buli ing« ina! 

SS. zh Lal pride her r ain ple wall; er clos'd, 


— —ä—-4 —U—U — — T—p — — 


Nine fr'd by mine ia train, with baundleſs rage, 


oO eos ee. > oe Mi A. i a 


Ts, that way burſt in waves, by horror wing'd 


— erwhelm d at once, ons und fling: HE wrech! 


Elattirg rale ba nes— down through the gulphs 


Prone to tin? abvy: deſcen 4 ; anc, ober their deals 
art ſtuts her ponderous | 1 aws. * i in 
— 9 . 5 


Stares u ind IG 4 "the; y mit, they catch 


\ 
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In one wild hovnck craſtd, with burſt bey ond 
Neavenꝰs loudeſt thunder ! Uproar uncopcriv'd! 
Image of Nature's general frame deſtroy'd! 

Now greatly terrible, how dark and deep 
The purpoſes of heaven! At oe oerthrown, 
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With fiery minerals and metallic ore 


Pernĩcious ſraught, aſcends eternal ſmobe: 

Now wavering loofe in air; now borne on tigh, 
A duſky column heightening to the jun! 
Imagination's eye looks down diiiray'd 


White age and youth, the guilty and the juſt, | The ſtecpy gulph, pal:-tlaming and profound, 


O, ſeemingly fevere ! promiſcuous fall. 

Reaſon, whoſe daring eye in vain explores 

The ſearſul providence, confus'd fubuued 

To blence and amazement, with due praiſe 
Actnowldzes th* Almighty, and adores 

His will unerriug, wiſeſl, juſteſt, beſt ! 

The country mourns around with alter'd look. 


Fields, where but late the many-colou:'d Spring A night of ſmoke, thick driving, wave on wave, 


| With hourly tumult vext, but gow inczns-d 


To ſevenfold fury. Firtt difcorvant fourd:, 

As of a clamouring multitude earag'd, 

The daſh of floods, and hoo now} of Wins 
Through wimery weod or cavern'd ri heard, 
Fife from the diftant depth whcre uproar reigas, 
Anon, with black eruption, from its jaws, 


Sat gaily dreſt, amid the vernal breath In ftermy f.., and cloud involving cloud, 


Of roſes, and the ſong of nightingales, 
Soft-warbled, filevt Iuiguiſh now and die. 
Rivers engulph'd the ir ample channels leave 
A fandy tract; and goodly mountains, hurl'd 
In whirlwind from their ſeat, obſtruct the plain 
With rough incumbrance; or through de pths of 
| earth | 
Fall ruinous, with all their woods immers'd. 
Sulphurcous damps of dark and deadiy power, 
Steam'd from th aby, fly ſeeret over-head, 
Wounding the healthful air; whence foul] diſcaſe, 
Murrain and rot, in tainted herds and flocks : 
In man fore ſckneſs, and the lamp of life 
Dimm'd and diminiſ}d ; or mere fatal ill 
Of mind, unſettling reaſon cverturn*d. 
Here into madneſs work'd, and boiling o'er 
\ _ Outrageous fancies, like the troubled fea 
Foaming out mud and filth ; here downward 
© N | 
Io folly, and in idle muſing wrapt ; . 
Now chaciag with fond aim the fiy ing eloud; 
Now numbering up the drops of falling rain. 
A while the fiery Spirit in its cell x 
Infdious flumbers, till ſome chance unknown, 
Perhaps ſome rocky fragment hom the rooi 


Petaciy'd, ard roll'd with rough colluſon down | 


Its echoing vault, frikes out the fatal ſpark 
That blows it into rage. Shakes earth again, 
Wide through her entrails torn, To all des 
baff. , | g | 


Immeafvrable ſource, whence ocean fills 
His numerous ſcas, and pours them round the 

„ | | A 

Tuo Iiquib orb, through all its dark expanſe, 

I dire commotion boil; ; and burſting way 

Up through th ui;founded boitoms of the main. 
V here never tempeſt ruffled, lifts the deeps, 

At once, in billowy mountains to the ſky, = 
Wich raving violenc2, And now, thei: ſhores 
_ Robellowing to the ſur ge, they ſwallow eree, 
Ccriwelling mound and cliff: now fwiit and 

ſtrange, | „ ow nn 
With reduent wave retreatin g, have the hench 
A raked watte of ſand —M. anti: ne, behei? ! 

| * neighbouring Mountain rifiag bleas. and 

bare, | | 


Rells furging forth, extinovifiircg the day; 


Of ſtones and cinders ratthug up the air, 
| Inſtant, in one broad burſt, a ſircam of tre, 
Red- iſſuing, Roods the hemiſphere around, 
Nor pauſe, nor reſt; again the mountaia groans. 
Amazing, from its 12moif cavern ſhock : 
Again, with loudenirg rage, ioteaſely fierce, 
Diigorges pyramids of quivering fiame, 
Spire atter ſpire enormous, ard tern roots, - 
Flung out in thur.dering ruins to the fly, 
But ſee, in ſecond pangs, the rearing hill 
From forth its depth a cloudy pillar ſhoots, 
Gradual and vaſt, in one aſcending trunk 


— 


On its own baſe dire&, aloft in air, 
Beyond the ſoaring cagic's ſunward flight. 
Still as it ſwells, through all the dark extert, 


Inceſſant thunders roar. No longer now 


| Protruded by the exploſ.ve breath below, ; 


At once the ſhadowy ſummit breaks av ay 

To all fdes round, in bilioys bre ad and black, 
As of aturbid cocun firr'd by wins, 

A vapoury deluge hiding cart and heren. 


Sets as in blond, A dreachtul Paliie entucs; FOI 
Deceitful calm, pertending f̃ercer form. 


Fall; baz% and bhovndlows o'er the ſcene. Suſpenie 
And terror rule the hour. Bei Id, from 1a, 
Imploring heaven with fupplicating hat ds 


| And treaming eycs, in mute amazement 5x'd, 
Von peopled ( ity ſtands 3 each fadden'd a 
Turn'd toward tir: hill of fears: and hark! oc: 


The ritng tempeſt ſrabes its ſour zing vauls, 
Now faint in dittant murmure, nam mare wear 
Reboundiag herrible, With all be ruar 

Cf wiads ard fois 3 or engines big win decth, 
That, planted by the murderous band of Was 
To :t ake the roun.l of ſore pra capital, 

At once dipl. in ne barg Pral 


| Uhcir mortal thundes mix. Along the fer, 


From eat to Huth; a ruddy 13 o fn cl 
Extentis its ridge, with dt., 1 light ini 


Its double top ia ſteril aſhes; hid, 
| But green around its baſe with oi! and wine, 
Gives ſigu of flerm and defelation near: 


Norehuule of fate ! from who: l. icin womb I fri „ Lag g hrce ut once; 


— 


vc al Il, the nd Takes that wor'ts buiow, 


Riu men, fulpaur, ſalt, and iren-ſcun:, 


Reaves up its Fair g hat. Ihe labeuring po, - 


- 


- 


Wich vollied fparkles miz2d, ard whirling drifts 


Of length immenſe, heav'd by the force of fre, 


With wonder een ! ten thou: and lightnings play 
In flaſn'd vibrations; and fron height to height 


Thus all day long: and now the beumleſs fun 


| | Sad night at once, with all her deor=dyd ſb1de", 
The fames bear dawnward on the central deep, | 


| 
l 


| There ſhines the full magni 


ON 


Forth from its ſide diſparted, blazing.pours 
A mighty river, burning in prone waves, 
That glimmer through the night, to yuuder plain. 
Divided there, a hundred torrent-ftreams, 
Each ploughing up its bed, rolls dreadful on, 
Reſiftleſs. Villag-s, and woods, and rocks, 
Fall flat before their ſweep. The region round, 
Where myrtle walks and groves of golden frui: 
Roſe fair, where harveſt wav'd in all its pride, 
And where the vineyard ſpread her purple ſtore, 
Maturing iato nectar, now de ſpoilꝰd | 
Of herb, leaf, fruit, and flower, from end to end 
Lies buried under fire, a glowing ſa! 

Thus roaming with adventurous wing the 
From ſcene to ſcene excurſwe, I behold 
In all ber workings, beauteous, great or new, 
Fair Nature, and in all with wonder trace 
The ſovereign Maker, firſt, ſupreme, and beſt, 
W bo actuates the whole: at whoſe command, 
Odedient fire and flood tremendous rift, 
His miniſters of vengeance, to reprove, 

And ſcourge the nations. Holy are his ways, 
_ His works unnumber'd, and to all proclaim 
Unfathom'd wiſdom, goodneſs unconfin'd. 


TUE 25 
EXCURSION. 
Contains, on the plan of the former, a 


Lr ſufem, and of the fixed rs. 


T7 .NDLESS the wonders of creating pcwer, 
£4. On earth, but chief on high through hea» 
| ven diſplay'd. | | 
cence unveil'd 
Of Majeity divine: retulgent there fe 
Ten thouſand ſuns bluze forth, with each his tr: in 
Of worlds dependent, all beneath the eſe 
And equal rule of one eternal Lord. 8 
Io thoſe bright climes, awakening all her powers, 
And ſpreading her unbounded wing, the Muſe, 
Aſcendling ſeas, on through the uid ſpace, 
Te buoyant atmoſphere ; whoſ. vid breath, 
Soul of all ſublunary life, pervades 
The realms of Nature, to her iumoſt depths _ 
_ Piffuy'd with quickening energy. Now ttill, 
From pole to pole the #rial ocean ſiceps, 
_ Une limpid vacaacy 3 um rous'd to rage | 
| By bluſtering nictcors, wind, hail, rain, or el 
With thunderouz fury chary'd, its bilows riſe, 
And ſhake the neten ori, Still as I mount, 
_ A path the vulturc“ yo hath nat chſerv'd, 
or ſoot of cayle trod, i): cthereal ſphere 
Roerding flies pppronen; its circling arch | 
ine remote, tembucent, aud ſerene. 
( oriaus exponfion! by vi! Almighty ſpread, 
\y ot Emits whe hure feen! or who with him 
ah wald the fun-pay' circuit from old time, 
4.d410kd the boſt of b.aven around! 
(:\.4m1ng a borrou'd light, whence how ſmall 


1 


203 GL dard agd dim air cycumous?d ! 


— 
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| ur xey of the | 


ud 
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| Mutable region, vext with hourly change. 


But here, unruffled calm her even reign 

Maiatains external: here the lord of day. 

The neighhouring fun, ſhines out in all hi; 
ſtrength, 3 5 

Noon without night, Attracted by his beam, 

I thither bend my flight, traci g the ource 

Where morning ſpriags ; whence her innume. 
rous *rcams | | 

Flow lucid forth, and roll through trackleſs ways 

Their white waves oer the ſky. The fountain 
orb, | | | | 


| 


Dilating as I riſe, beyond the ken 


Of mortal eye, to which earth, ocean, air, 
Are but a cel. tral point, expands immenſe, 


A ſhoreleſs ſea of fluctuating fire, 


That deluges all ether with its tide. 7 85 
What power is that, which to its circle bound; 
The violence of tiame ! tu rapid whirls 
Con ici ig, foods with floods, as if to leave 
Their place, and, burliing, overwhelin the world! 


I Motion incredible ? to which the rage 


Of oceans, when whole winter blows at once 
In hurricane, is peace. But who ſhall tell 
That radiance beyond meaſure, on the ſun 


I Pour'd out tranſce::dent ! thoſe keenetafhing rays 


Throwa round his ſtate, and to yon worlds atar 
Supply ing days and feafons, life and joy! | 
Such Virtue He, the Maietiy of Heaven, 
Brightneſs original, all-bounteous king, 

Hath to his creature lent, and crown'd his ſphere 
| With matchleſs glory, Yet not all alike 
Reſplendent : in theſe liquid regions pure, 
Thick miſts, coadeniing, darken into ſpots, 
And dim the day. Whence that malignant light, 


When Czfar bled, which fadden'd all the year 


With long eclipſe. Some at the centre riſe 

In ſhady circles, live the moon beheld | 
Fromearth, when ſhe her vacrlighter% ſace 
Turns thitherward opa ve : a ſpace they brood 
In congregated cloMs; then bra ing oat 

To all des round. Dilated ſome and denſe, 


| Bread as earth's ſurface cach, ky flow d- grees 


Spread from the conFnes of the Tight aloi:g, 
Uſurping half the ſphere, and ſwim obſcure 
On to its adverſe cha; till there they ſet, 
Or vaniſh ſeatterꝰ d: meaſt riug thus the time, 


| That round its axle whirls the radiant orb. 


Faireit of beings : firſt- errated light! 


Prime cauſe of beauty ! for from tlice alone, 


The ſparkling gem, the vegetable race, 


_ | The nobler worlds that live and breathe, th: 3 


charms, | | = 
The lovely hues peculiar to each tribe, 
From thy unſailing ſource of fplendor draw! 


| In tay pure ſnine, with tranſport ] furvey 


This Firmament, and thete her rolling worde, 


| Their magnitudes, and motions: thote how vaſt! | 
_ | How rapid theſe ! with ſwiftaeſs uncore:iv'd, 


From weſt to eaſt in ſolemn poinp revolv*, 
Urerrivg, vnciſtunb'd; the ſun's bricht train, 
Progreſi ve tlircugh the fk y%s light fluent borne 
Around their centre. Mercury the frit, 
Near bordcriag on the day, with ſpeedy wheel 
Flies ſwiſteſt on, infaming where he crmu*, 
V ich ſevenfold ſplender, all his uzure road, 


{ 


ir 


Hier annual orb: and by her i de the Moon, 


| Rocaurral, to her dar en'd globe ſupply 


From the mid- dee ps oer i. g to their ſhores, 
Rcvolv:s the mighty maguitude of ;jovey | 


About him round, four pla ctacy moons, | 
On earth with wonder ali right long beheld, 


Their (ler ra ance, brighter. a 
| Thoſe oppo. ty roll — ar ,r01 their noon 


A du y cone immenſe, cartens the fly 


Through many a region. To theſe bounds arriv d, 
A gradual pale crecps dim or each fad orb, 


_ Heedful explere” the e late diftove, * 
Ny this ob-. re, the rapid progreſs finds 


Shoots from the tun?s * through unbounded 


| Faii: t=v] :11DCrir.g turaugh tue dark eis right has 


Such atur. ? 
Amid theſe 091-54] corner, ew rv. ater tnds 
(Ct wa der a. d ee gh: !! a: 
On cach fd. ring rom t. * hertzens verge, 

Sei-pei- di air, with its bri ur cirel. md 


dDaturn's broad f alle, cait on its eattern arch, 
( bos foul; te its heiglit: 


In di ant view ty Mum: Wies ire ſeen. 


| Great, urivertal R. ler! carth aud hez ven 


Tervadin g actuates; 
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Next Venus to the acted of the ſun, 
Full orb'd her ure, a goldei plain of light, 
Circle her larger round. Fairy morning=tiar! 

Trat cas oa dawning day to yonder World, 

The eat of man, hung I the heaveas remote, 
Whoſe northern he mitphere, deſcendi. g, ſees, 
Ihe un ariſe; as through the zodiac rolb' d, 
Full in the middle path oblique ſhe winds 


Companion of her flight, whoſe folema beams, 


A ſo ter day-light ; whole attratt ire power 
Swell; all her cas and oceans into tides, 


Beyond the ſpl: re of Mare, in dittant fk ies, 


With kingly ſtate, the rival of the for. 


Moon above moon, his farr attenda: t, dance. 
Theſe, in th' horizo.., cw ae i 8. eli nb 
The itcep of heaven, aud, mi e's in doit 20 


12 ri'e 


To where the ſhade of qove, out:iirctcly'd in Jer Seh 


Fading their Ius re; tal they {nk invalid 
In total night, a d qi api ear cclips*d, | 
By this, the cage, who, ſtudious g the Wies, 
* . 


Gi light ictelt: bow (Wit tne headlong ray 
rare, 


Lal, outet atur: Walls his Fro: tier-re ut d, 
The Low dary of werlls 3 inn his pal: moose, 


throw::, 
Decpulgtt and dead, wr his chill lobe forlorn: 
An; diſs de art, Where xtremæ ot cold 
ter al ts, as in his 2 at, 
C. wintery Fill e „eve. ot ui g-ien! 
ee” > ha = vet v'. h re the (ght, 


"1, ty ring, 


Lr.co:npeſteth his orb. Ae intu coines ann 


and at tu' approaen 
Cf mori returning, will. le ft. al why pace 
Draws weſtward ov 3 till inravgh the lueid round, 


Beautcous at prura ce! by tht Almighty*. Land 


Peouliar af in. 30. Thi: e the. C noble Werks, 


Are ire, po. ta: cus Oi Fring oi thy Win, 

Seen With tran eendent raviſi ment iublime , 

That lifts the foul to thee ! uu i, 

By reaton prow>ted, and by reaton fy; iP 
eyor d all kei: zu. —lor zou art jahn 1e! ; 

Thy virtual energy the frame of things 


5 is fo thine hand SY 


Ct fats and angels, ra 
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Dif us*d through endleſs fpace this lIimpid fy, 
Vait ocean without ſtorm, where theſe huge globes 
Sail undiſturb'd, a roundivg voyage each; 
Cbſcrvant all of one unchanging law. 
Simplicity divine! by this ſole rule, 
1he Maker”: great eſtabliſhment, theſe worlds 
Rovolve har monious, work attrafting world 
Lich mutval love, and to their central fun 
Al gravitatiug: now with quickend pace 
Deicerding tow*rd the primal orb, and now 
Receding low, excurſve from his bounds, 
his ſpring cf motion, this hid power infusꝰd 
Through u iverſal nature, firſt was known 
To thee, great Newton ! Britain's juſteſt pride, 
Th. boa of heman race; whoſe towering 
thought, | 
In har amazing progreſs unconfin'd, 


| From truth to towel aſcending, gain'd the height 
| Ct ſeierce, whither mankind from afar | 


Gaze vp ann iſt'd. Now beyond that height, 


| By death rom rail mortality ſet free, 
A pure i:: tellige nee he wings his way 


Through W OL:CTOUS Tenes, 3 — in the 
world 

Tovifible, amid the gereral quire 

rapt with joy divine, 

Which flls, &crf ws, and ravnbes the foul ! 


| His mind?. elt ar vi! on from all darkneſs purg'd, 


Far God in {cl; ſhines forth immediate there, 
Through thoſe eternal climes, the frame of things, 
In ite ideal harmony, to him | 


Sta. d; all reveaPd,— 


But how ſhall mortal wing 
Attempt this blue profundity of heaven, 
Unſaths:: able, eutdlcſs of extent! 


| here un town ſuns to unknown ſyſtems riſe, 
At onen © Vightring air, aud earth, and heaver. 


Whoſe numbers who ſhall tell? ſtupendous hott! 


Tn. aviag 2:15ons through the vacant hung, 


Su bevoid ſun, ard world to world unſeen, 


Me aſureleſs flittatce, uncenceiv*d by thought ! 


AW.il their eder; each the central fre 
Cf hi- ſurren, ding ftars, whoſe whirling ſpeed, 


Scl me and int, through the pathleſs void, 
Ner ehan Ze, er Error knows. . But, win * 


ways, 


7 M reaſon, bold e one wnexplortd, 


I. Rructed cu declare! What ſcarch fall find 


Their tines and ſeaſons! their appointed laws, 
Peculiar! their inhabitants of life, 
Ard o; inter ce, from ſcale to ſcale 


Farmo: tou* rb rg and in fx'd degree; 


i Nun+berlefs erder, cach reſembling each, 


Yet all diverſe — l re mendous depth and height 
f wiidom ar d of power, that this great whele 
Fran id ine xpreſſ. he, and ſtill preſerves, ö 


An inf ite of wonders — Thou, r 
Firn, Indeper dent cauſe, whoſe preſence fills 
Nature“ veal circle, and whoſe p:cafure moves, 


Father of human Lind ! the NMufe's wing 
Suſtainir g vide, while to the hei;chts ot heaven, 


Roamirg I interminable vatt of jpace, 


She rifes, tracing thy almighty haud 
In its dread operations, 


Where is now | 
The feat o: mankind, earth? where her great 


{oc Nes 


Of wars and triumphs ? empires fam'd of — 
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Aſſyrian, Roman? or of later name, 

Peruvian, Mexican, in that new world, 

Beyond the wide Atlantic, late diſclos'd ? 
Where is their place ?—Let proud 1 pauſe, 
And ſeken at tne vanity that 

His little deeds— With 24 thoſe nearer orbe, 
Surrounding planets, late ſo * en ſeen, 

And each a world, are now ior ſight too ſmall ; 
Are almoſt loſt to thought. The fun bimſelf, 

| Deren of iiame, but twiakles from afar, 

A glimmering ſtar amid the train of night! 
While in theſe deep abyſſes of the ſky, 
Spaces incompreheni:ble, new ſons, 


Crown'd with unborrow'd beams, illuſtrious 


ſniue; 
Arcturus here, and here the Pleiades, 
Amid the northern hoſt: nor with leſs ſtate, 
At ſumleſs diſtance, huge Orion's orbs, 
Lach in his ſphere refulgent, and the noon 
Ot Syrius, burning through the ſouth of heaven. 
Mxriads beyond, with blended rays, inflame 
The Milky Way, whoſe ſtre am of vivid light, 
Pour'd from innumerable fountaius round, 
Flows trembling, wave on wave, from ſun to ſun, | 


And whitens the long path to heaven's extreme: 


Diſtingu . ſnd tract: But as with upward flight, 
Soaring, I gain thy? immenſurable fteep, 
Contiguous ttars, in bright profuſion ſown 


Through theſe wide fields, all broaden into ſuns, 


Amazing, fever'd each by gulphs of air, 

In circuit ample as the ſolar heavens, | 

From this dread eminence, where endleſs top, 
Day without cloud abides, alone and £1Pd 

With holy horror, trembliag I ſurvey : 

No downward through the univerſal ſphere 

Already paſt ; now up to the heights untry'd, 

And of tl enlarging profpc& fird no bound! 

About me on each hand new wonders riſe 

In long fueceſſion; bere pure ſcenes of light, 


Dazzling the view; here nameleſs worlds atar, 


Tet undiiccrer'd : there a dvin 9 ſun, 
Grown dim with age, whoie orb of flame extind, 
Incredible to tell! tick, vapoury miſts, 
From every ſhore exhaling, mix obſcure 
 Innumerable clouds, diſpreading flow, 
And cQeepening ſhade on fade 3 till the faint | 
File, 
Pfonrntul of aſped, els in all his beams. 
VNlillious of lives, that live but in his light, 
With horror ſee, from diſtant ſpheres around, 
The ſource of day expire, and all his worlds 
At once involv'd in everlaſting night! 


© Such this dread revolution: heaven itſelf, 
Sub'et to change, fo feels the waſte of years. 
Sa this c -rulin round, the work divine 
Of Coeds own had, ſhall fade and empty night 
Re: n folifary, where theſe fiars row roll 
Trem weft to eaſt their periods: where the train 
Cf comets wander their eccentric ways 
V ih intrite excurſen, through the immenſe 
Cf ther, traverſing from ſl. y to 3 
Ten thouſand regions in their winding youth 
M hoſe length to trace imagination fails ! 
V:rious their paths 3 without reſſtance all 
Through theſe ſree ſpaces borne : 
En! indled this with beams of angry light, 


» 


a various face; 
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,Shot circling from its orb in fargnine ſhowers 
| . That, through the ſhade of right, NA 

nuge, 

In horrid trail, a ws of duſky flame, | 
Embody*d miſts and vapours, whoſe {rd maſs 
Keen vibrates, ſtreaming a red length cf air. 
Whil- diſtant orbs, with wonder and amaze, 

Mark its approach, and night by _ alarnod 
Its dr-ad=:d progreſs watch, as of a foe 
| Whoie march is ever fatal; in whoſe train 
Famine, and war, and deſolating plague, 

Each on his pale horſe rides; the miniſters 
Gf angry heaven, to ſcourge offending woridz! 

But jo, where one, from ſeine far world 
return'd, 

Shines out with ſudden glare through yonder ly, 
Region of darkneſs, where a ſun's loſt globe, 
_—_ overwhelm'd with night, eztinguiſh'd lies. 
y ſome hid power attracted from his path, 
Fearful commorion ! into that duſk tract, 
The devious comet, ſteep deſcending, falls 
With all his flames, rekindling into life 
Th? exhaufted orb: and ſwift a flood of light 
Breaks forth diffuſive through the — and 

ſpreads ; 
| Tn orient ſtreams to his fair train afar 

Of moving fires, from night's dominion won, 
And wondering at the morn's unhop'd return. 

In ſtill amazement loſt, th? awaken'd mind 
Contemplates this great view, a ſun reſtor'd 
With all his worlds ! while thus at large her flight 
Ranges theſe untrac'd ſcenes, progreſſive borne 


Y through æthereal ground, the boun d 4 | 


walk | 
| of ſpirits, daily travellers from lesen! 5 


| Who paſs the my ſtie gulph to journey here, 
| Scarching th? Almighty Maker in his works 


| From worlds to worlds, and, iu triumphant quire 
| Of voice and harp, extolling biz high praiſe, : 
Immortal natures ! cioath'd with brigluneſs 
round, | 
rmpyre al, from the ſource of light eſſus' d, 
ore orient than the noon-day's ſlai . le ſs beam. 


5 Their will uncrring ; their aflections pure, 


And glowing ervent warm th of love divine, 
Whoſe object God alone: for all things ah. 
Created beauty, ard ereated good, 
mufve all, can chorm the foul no more. 
Sublime their intellect, and without ſpot, 

Ex la: gd to draw Truth's endleis proſped 1 in, 
| Jnefiable, eternity and time; 


_ | The train of being, all by gradnal ſcale 


Deſoci ing, ſumleſs orders and degrees; 


Gf God's perfect ions; how theſe heavens firſt : 
ſprung el 

Frem unpralife nights kow mov'd and ruld 

In number, weight, ad meaſure 3 what bid laws, 

Irexplicable, guide the moral world. 


AQive a3 fame, with prompt obedience all 


| Bear through the rations, peftilence and war: 
His copious goodneſs ſome, life 
To thouſands. Some the fate of empires rule, 
Commiſſion'd, ſt eltering with their qu; ardian wing 


The pious — and the legal throne. 


—— 


Ib unfounded depth, which mortals dare not try. 


| The will of heaven fulſl: ſome his fierce wrath | 


„light, and bliſs, | S | 
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* | 3 — | "1 My . 1 — * 6 t 
Nar is the ſovereign, nort? Lluftrious great, tle world, 
| Ma vs auppiclt ic; the foul ſcrenc and found 


Alone tu ir care. To every LiÞDatug rank 

Or worth propit ous, theſe zl miads embrace 

With noivertai love the juſt and gd, 

wo rerer found; uapriz'd, perhaps unknown, 

Deyreſt by fortune, and with unte par ſucel, 

Or iafult tro the proud oppreuor's brow. 

vet dar ta heaven, aid meriting che teh 

Of angel's Wer his una nbitions Walk, 

At mhrn or ve; when Nature's air't Nee, 

Cal miy mignigeent, infpires tha ol f 
With.virtu ns rapt- res, prommtiag to for ſake 

Ii ſin-hor 1 vanities, and low purfuits, 

Thu buſy human kind; ta view tavic ways 

With pity ; tu rep, tor numergus Wrongs, 

NMc:-ineſs and clarity. Or, rails“ Jaloft, 

Fir'd wn ethereal ardour, to lur rey 


K 
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Thi; little world, to all its ſons ſecure 
Fen paon's rage, tue body from diicaſe, 
A on dne 3 Cae2k behold the rote of health; 
Firm iu cazn lia-w Vigor's pliant ſpring, 
By temperaac? brac% to peril a. ad to pain, 
uud tue aouds tacy tym, or on the ſteep 


18 


| Oc ypr:giat roc .5 tuvir teaidlug tteps furmount, 


For ru or paitins. Fact: ugat up tacir morng 
And clo!: tneir eve in tlambers tweetly deep, 
B:aeah the noctu, within tne circliag ſwell 
Or y2ea ys ragiag found. But kt and beſt, 
Wimt Avartce, what A:nbition inall not know, 
True liverty is theirs, tac hæaven- ent guet, 36 
Wo ia tus cave, or on tif uncultur'd wild, 
Witu Ladiepeudeuc: dwells; and Peace of mind, 
In youth, in age, their ſun that never ſets. 


The gir-zuit af creation, all theſe ſuns 


Wi nallt 


tote worlds: ad ill from beight to 
hight, 


By things created rifug, lat aſcend | 
To that Fir Cauſe, was made, wad governs all, 
Fountain of being, iclt-c:attent power, 
All-wiic, aÞ-good, who from eternal age 
Eudur2s, and Rs th' immenfty of ſpace z 
Thu infinite ditiufion, where the mind 

Con eeives no limits; uodittingui/hd void, 
I:variable, where no land- mar :s are, 

No patus to guide Imagiuation's flight. 


AMxNToR AD THEODORA : 

„„ 8 
THE HERMIT. 

(ADDRESSED TO LORD CHESTERFIELD.) 
| ' CANTO 1. 

DAR in the watery waſte, where his broail 

From world to world the vaſt Atlantic rolls, 

On from th- piny ſhores f Labrador 

Io tren Thale calt, ler airy light 

Alt to heaven re moieſt Kilda lifts; 

Laſt 97 the ſca-girt Hebrides, that guard, 

In fila! train, Rritu:niæ's parent-eoaſt. | 

: wice happy la d! though freezing on the verge 

Oi arctie ſkies ; yet, bla meleſs till of arts | 

That poliſh to deprave, each ſofter clime, 10 

With Umple nature, ſimple virtue ble t! 

Beyond Xabition' walk: where never War 

l' prear'd his ſanguiue ſtandard; nor un heati'd, 

Fr wialth or power, the deſolatiug ſword. 

Were Luxury, foft ſyrea, win around 15 

To traufind nations deals her nectar'd cup 

Of pl-ating bane, that ſoothes at one: aud kills, 

I; yet a name unknown. But calm content 

That lives to reaſon 3 a icient Faith that binds 

Tae plain co n:munity of guileleſs hearts 

In Dove and union; Innocence of ill 

Their 8 geuius: theſe, tac powers That 

rule 3 


- 
— 


2 


Thy wiag 
The borcal ſpirit breathing liberal round 

| From echoing hill to nill, the lyre attune 
With anſwering cadeuce tree, as beit beſeems 
The tragic theme my plaiative verſe untolds. 


| That ſaw him bleſt, now wretched and unknown, . 


4 


Daughter cf neaven and nature, deign thy aid, 


Spontaeous Mule! uw Wazther cro:n tac depth 


Gi evening ivrcit, brow: with breadeit Made; 
Ur trom tw. brow ſublime of veraal xlp 

A3 moraiug dawas; or trom the val- at noon, 
By ioine ſott {tream that ilides with liquid foot 
 Tarough bowery gruves, where Taſpiration tits | 
A:id liitæus to thy lore, auſpicious come! 5 
Ur theſe wild waves, o'er this unnarbour'd 
| ſhore, h EO 
high-hovering ſpread ; and to the gale, 
50 


Here, good Aurelius and a ſcene more wild 
The world around, or de- per ſolitude, N 
Amliction could not find Lurclius here, 
By fate unequal and the crime of war 
Expell'd his native home, the iacred vale 
| Wore out to ow remains of itting life 60 
In bitteract> of thought: and with the ſurge, | 
Aud with the ſounding itorm, his murmur'd 
dn | | 
Would often mix Oft as reinembrance fad 
Ci” un Gappy Pait recalPd a faithful wife, 
Whom Love tir!t choſe, whom Reaſon long 
d. ad, 3 e 5 Ys: 
His fo. companion and his ſofter friend; 
With © ae air daughter, ia her roſy prime, | 
Her dawn of openicg charigs, detcucelets leit 


en- 
65 


| *Vithin a tyra. graſp! Lis toe proter>*d, 


E, civil madi.ef:, by inte rqperate zeal 76 


vor diisring rites, embi-er'd into hate, 


| And cruelty re mortzlſs — Thus he lived: 


I this was lite, to load the hlt with bghs; 
Hung o'cr its edge, to ſwell tie hood with tears, 
At midnight hour: for nudeizin frequent heard 
The loncly mourner, duc ot heart, 75 

Pour all the huſbaszd, all the father iorth 


| To unavaiing anguiſh; ſtreteh'd along 


The nated beach ; or ſhivering on the cliſt, 
Smcte with the wintery pole in bitter born, 80 
Hail, ſnow, and ſhower, dark-drifiing round bis 


Voi. VII. 


Ih 
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Such were his hours; till Time, the wretch's Ober this wide ocean, through yon pathleſs ey, 
friend, Oae certain flight to one appointed ſhore : 
Life's great phyſician, {cilld alone to cloſe, By heaven's directive ſpirit, here to raife 
Where ſorrow long has wald, tne weping eye, Their temporary realm; and form fecure, | 
And from the brain, with baletul vapours black, Were [ood a aits them copious from the wave, 
Each full n ſpectre chace, his bal at I-.gtn, Ad Helter rom the roc, their nuptial leagues; 
Leoi-nt ©: pain, through every .ever*d pulſe | Each tribe apact, and all on taſks of love, 
With gentleit hand i»fus%d, A penſive calm To hate? the prez ant egg, to rear and guard 
Aroſe, but unaffur'd: as, aiter ud; Taneir helolets inlants, piouby mtent, 5 
Of ruffling wiog, the ſea ſubſ ding fow G9 Led by the day abroad, with loucly ſtep, 
Still trembles from the ſtorm. Now Reaſon firit, And rut nating ſweet and bitter thought, 
Her throne reſuming, bid Devotion rai: Aurelius, ron the wett-rn bay, his eye 
To heaven his eye; aid tarough the turbid mift, Now raĩ d to thi. am ve ſcene in air, 
By ſenſe dark-drawn between, adori.g own, With wonder mar d; now cait with level ray 
Sole arhiter of fate, one (auſe ſupreme, Wide ver the moving wilderneſs of waves, 155 
All- iu, al-wif:, who bids what ſtill is beſt, 95 From pole to pole through boundlcſs ſpace dit. 
In eloud or ſun- hie; whoſe ſeve reſt hand | fus'd, 1 n 
Wounds but to heal, and cha“ ens to amend, Magni cently d 
Thus, in his boiom, every weak exceſs, Leviathan, with each inferior name | 
The rage of grief, the ſellieſs of rever ge, 100 Of ſea-bora kind, ten thouſand thouſand tribes, 
To healthiul meaſ-re temper'd ad reduc'd Finds endleſs range for paiture and for port, 168 
Py Virtu=% hand; and in her brigu ing beam | Amaz'd hie gazes, aid adoriug owns 1 
Each error cl.ar*d away, as fe. -born 025 The hand Almighty, who its channePd bed 
B. fore th aicerdi..g ſun; through faith he lives Immeaſ':rable funk, and pour*l abroad, 
Beyond Time? bounded continent, the walls Fend with eternal mounds, the fluid ſphere; 
Of Sin and Death. Anticipating heaven With every wind to wait large commerce on, 16g 
Jn pious hope, hi ſeems already there, Joi pole to pole, confociate ſever'd worlds, 
Eaſe on her ſacred ſhore ;, and fees beyond, And link in bonds of intercourſe and love 
In raciar't view, the world of light a. d love, Earth's univerſal family. Now roſe 3 
Where Peace dcliglits to dwell; where one ſair Sweet evening's ſolemn hour, Tae ſun declin'd 
1 | TIT Hung golden oer this nether firmament? 170 
Still orient ſmiles, and one diffuſive ſpring, Whoſe broad czrulean mirror, calmly bright, 
That fears „o ſtorm, and all no winter now, Gave bac his beamy viſage to the iky N 
 TW1.nmortal y ar emnurples Ian gh With ſplendor undi niniſn'd; aud each cloud, 
Yet mur mor- from hi hreaſt; tis for the pangs White, azure, purple, glowing round his throne 


135 


e-adful | where, at large, 


_ Thoſe de.reſt name, a wi e, a child muſt feel, In fair ab real landſcupe. Here, alone 1 
Still ſuffering in his fate: »tis for a toe, On carth' rent it verge, Lurelius breath' “ 

MWM ho, deaf nimſeiſ to mercy, may of heaven | The bealthrul tale, aid felt the f'nili. g icene 

That mercy, when mo!? wa:.ted, aft: ir win. 


Witn awe- i. pleaſure, muiug as he ſung 
The ſun, now YPati.2d with the lucid Twins, In I. ce ver the billows huſted hes. cath. ; 

Ober every ſontheru (lime had pour'd protulſe 120 When lo! a for ds, amid the wave-wor rocks, 
The roſy year: aud in cach pleats” luc, | Dea -i21 rmuri. g ro, aud pluintivc rolPd along 
That greens the lraf, or through the bloſſom From ci! t cavera ; as the breath of wi. ds, 
5 lows | At twiigt our, remote aud helle, hoard 


With cri licht, his fd re month array*d +: ' Through Wintzry pines, high-wavig ofer the 
Wil. 7ephyre, while the Ivcrefooted dews, ! cp. | | | 


Her fort atte-yCa te, wide or field a: d grove 25 Of fry-crowr 0) Apperpnine, The Sea-pye cad. 
Freſß ſpirit breathe, à d ff. d periur ig balm, At oc tt wort, Sereaming, from luis neſt 
Nor here, iu this chill r. gion, o, the brow To Fl ar ard, aid ſhot a weitward ight 
y Of wirt er's Male demi ion, is ur felt From or. ta ſca. un caine, betore her hour, 
The ray ethereal, os u: hail'd the riſe « Invadrg nigh, ad hung the troubled fy 
Oft her mild reign. From warbling vale and hill, With fcarful blactueſs round *. Sad occan's face 
With wid. thy me oxcring, beto: y, and balm, A curli g unclu lat ion ſt. ĩvery ſwept 9 
E. lave der and carmei*s ſpicy root, From wave to wave: and now impetuous roſe, _ 
S801. e, fragrance, health, ambroſ ate every breeze. Thick cloud and ſtorm and ruin on his Wing, 
But, high above, the f. afon 1 exerts The raging South, and hcadlong oer the deep 
| Its vor a force i. you der peopled rocks, 35 Full horrilile, with broad-deſcending ilaſt. 195 
TVowbeT wild ſolitude, from worlds unknown, Alvit, and fuc beacath a ſhelteriag elin, . 
The bir..5 f pa age tranſmigrativg come, | Whoſe moſ<-grown ſummit on the ditta;t food | 


—— 


Lame: bred enfonies o (orrign wing, Proiefted ſfrowne, Aurelius tigod appall'd: 
At Nature ſummons their areal Hate {is ſtunn'd ear ſnote with all the thundering 
Annual to found; and in bold voyage ſteer, 140 main |! TEE 
| eee . WP | His eye with mountains ſurging to the far> ! 2c0 
Eire i212, The roo! rf t' fs pl irt, other wife named | Commotion in':nite, Where you laſt wave 
6c 9 . 77 Glatt ie [x CF emullcy ang 'v the | 


rf reca red cen 12 i/e omuch, See Mut tin, _ * See Martin's weyuge 1. St, Kiliiay P. 58. 
Meſiern Ifes of Scotland, f. 180. | | | | 5 
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Alends with the fy its TI a ſhip in view 
Shots ſudden forth, ſtecp-falling from the 
cloud : 
Yet ditiant ſeen and dim, til, onward borne 
Beiore the bla't, each growing ſail exya:ds, 205 
Fach mali aſpires, and all ty? advancing frame 
Bond: on his eye diſtinct. Wit Harper Aken 
Its courſe he watches, and in awful thought 
That power invokes, whoſe voice the wild winds 
hear 
Whoſe ad the ſurge reveres, to look from . 
And ſave, who elſe muſt periſh, wretched men, 
In this dark hour, amid the dread abyſs, 
With fears amaz*d, by horrors ape round. 
But O, ill-omen'd, deathedevoted heads! 
For death b-ftrides the billow, nor your own, 21; 
Nor others? offer*d vow's can ſtay the night 
Of inſtant fate. And, lo! his ſ-erct ſcat, 
Where never ſun-heam glimmer'd, deep amidſt 
A cavern's aws voraginou- and vaſt, | 
The ttormy Genius of the deep forſakes: 220 
And ver the waves, that roar beneath his frown, 
Aſcending bal-ful, bids th: te mpeſt ſpread, 
Turbid andd terrible with hail and rain, | 
Its blacke* pinion, pour its loudening blaſts 
In whirlwind forth, and from their loweſt depth 
Upturn the world of waters, Round and round 
The tortur'd ip, at his imperious call, 
Iz wheePd in dizzy whirl: her guiding helm 
Breaks ſhort ; her maits in craſhing ruin fall; 
And each rent fail flies looſe in diffant air. 
Now, fearful moment! o'er the foundering hull, 
Half ocean heav'd, in one broad billowy curve, 
| Steep from the clounds with horrid ſhade im- 
pends 


Ah! fave them, heaven! it bur3s in deluge i 


With boundleſs undulation. Shore and Gr 235 
Rebellow to the roar. At once engulph'd, 
Vefcl and ere w- beneath its torrent fwecp 
Are ſunk, to riſe no more. Aurelius wept : 
The tear uvbidden dew'd his hoary check. 
HH, turn'd his ſtep; he ted the fatal ſcene, 
A:d broodings in ſad {Jence, o'er the fight 
To him alone df, elos'd, his wounded Wart 
Paur'd ovt to heaven in {:gns ; 
Not mine, fupre:me Di poſer of Events! 
Bit death dzmands a tear, and man mu! feel 245 
For human woes: the reit fubmilon cheeks, 
Not di ant far, where this rzceding hay“ 
Look northward oa the pole, a roc'y arch 
Ecpandl- its ſelf-pois'd concave; as the gate, 
Ample, and broad, and pillar'd miſſy- proof, 2 50 
| Of ſome unfolding nel On it: height 
Fs heard the tread of daily-climbing loc lte 
That, o 
too 5 
Unteaded crop. As through this cavern'd path, 
 Tivolv"l in penſive thonght Aurelius paſt, 
Steuer with ſad echnes from the ſounding vault 
Remmwmurd &rill, he topt, he rais'd his head 
And faw th? aſſembled natives in a ring, 
With wonder and with pity bending oy er 
A ſhipwreck'd man. 


240 


* 8. Ir tins voyage to &. ld, P. 20. 


er the green roof ſpread, their fragrant 
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Il-motioaleſs on earth 2660 


1 


Thy will be done, | 


O, for a ſun to lizht POE black abyr⸗ ! ! ! 


| F o hi; poor cell that lonely food and low, 


Of direful vition, it e * he a 2 
While lite, to ſcarce- elt motion, 1ai tly lifts 


199 


He lay. The living Ju ſtre from his eye, 

The vermil hue ext'nguiſh'd from his cheek : 
And in their place, on each e- ail :cature ſpread, 
The ſhadowy cloud and gha{1i.:cs of death 
With pale ſuffuſon ſat. So looks the moon, 265 
So ſaintſy wan, through hovering miſts at eve, 


Grey - - wake train, Faſt from his hurs diſ- 
till d | | 


| The briny wave: and cloſe within hi: graſp 
Was elene'vd a brote; oar, as one who long 


Fla ne m d the tiood with ago. izi g breaſt, 
Ad Urugaled ſtrong for lite. 
pri me | 
Tie ſcem'd, a d built by Naturc's nobleſt hand; 
Where hold proportion, aud here ſofte: by 
grace, | 
Mis di each limb, and harma: iz* his frame. 
Aurclius, from the br athleſs el. ay, his eye 275 
To heaven imploring rai- d : then, for he knew 
That life, within her central cell retir'd, | 
May lurk unſeen, dimini': *d but not quenelyd, 
He bid tranſport it ſpeedy througn the vale, 


2 270 
Gf youthtul 


2830 
Safe from the north beneath a ſloping hill! 


An antique frame, orbicular, and ruis'd 


On columns rude; its roof with reverend moſs 


 Light=ſbaded oer; its front in ivy hid, 
That mantli: g crcpt alo't. 
They turn'd, they chat *d his frozen _ and 


With pious hand 295 


fumꝰ'd 
The vapoury air with aromatic ſmel]- : 
Ihen, drops of ſovercign efficacy, drawn 
From mountain plants, within his lips infus'd. 


| Slow, from the mortal trance, as men from 


dreams 


29 


His fivitering p: :Ife, ad gradual oer his cheek 


The ro current wins its re 12) t vay. | 
Ri covering to new pain, his eyes he turn'd 295 | 


Severe on her ven, ori the ſurrounding bells 


With tw ilight dim, à id on the croud ur known 


on . iin tear; around: the: clusblagein, | 
A< Fathiag light aud lie. At longta, | in ſounds | 
Bro: en and aper, from bs having krea:t 


Merey, weet heaven Ila! now whole occan 
ſweeps | 


| In tempeſt er our W Ty "I lag n | 
We will not part—tic p. n. Ip! von wave, be · 


hold ! 


That ſw-lls betwixt, has borne her rom my 


ght. 305 
Gone—lot—ior ever loſt! He ceas'd. Amaze 
vnd tr:mb!ing on the pale affi ſtants fell: _ 
Whom now, with greeting and the words of 


ace, 

Aurelius bid deport. A pauſe eafucd,. 310 

Mute, mournful, ſolemn. On the irangec's 
face | 


| Obſervant, anxious, hung his fix'd , 'egard : 


Watchful his car, each mim ur, very breath, 


Attentive 1ei2'd; no veg. 'o begin | 
Conſoling ei, „o ꝗoubtful bo nvade 317 ; 
haz 


WAITS ract ion fp: „Dow 3 owa with every Gil. 


The ſacred ſlenee due to grief ſupreme. 
The:: thus at laſt. O from devour! g ſe2s, 
By miracle eſcap'd! if, wit't thy life, 
Thy ſenſe return'd, can yct diſcerr the Hand 
All- wonderful, that th ough von raging ſ{c0 » 329 
Yon whirling weſt of tempeſt, led thee ſafe ; 
That Hand divine with grateſul awe confeſs, 
With profirate thar ks adore, When then, alac ! 
Waſt number'd with the dead, and clos'd within 
TIP unſathom'd gulph ; when human hope was 
8 fled, | | - bo q 325 
And human help in vair—th' Almighty Voice, 
hen bade de ſtrudt ion ſpare, and bade the deep 
Vield up its Prey : that, by his mercy ſav'd, 
That mercy, thy fair liſc's remaining race, 
A monument of wonder a+ of love, 
May ju*ify ; to all the ſons of men, 
Thy brethren, evey 3 5 their need, 
ch praiſe d lights him moſt— | 
8 oo * | He hears me not. 
me ſeeret anguiſh, ſome tranſcendent woe, 335 
gits heavy on hie beart, and from his ey s, 
Through the closꝰd lids, now rolls in bitter 
"Be + 
| ver n thy ſovl, aff icted as thou art! 
For knew, by mournful privilege *tis mine, 
Myſelf moſt Ge and in ſorrow's ways 340 
S v trained, to ſhare in every parg 
83 feel; to ſoothe the ſad of heart; 
To number tear ſor tear, and groan for groan, 
Witch every ſon and daughter of diftreſs, 
Speak then, and give thy Þbourir g hofom vent : 
My pity is, my ſrie ndſt ip all pe, thine 1 
Ta calm thy pain, and guide thy virtue back, | 
Through reaſons paths, to happineis and heaven, 
The hermit mus; and, aſter ſome fad pauſe 
Or muſing wonder, thus the Man unknown, 3:0 
What have I heard ?—On this untraveP( ſhore, 
Nature's laſt limit, be mm'd with ocα 8 round 
Howling and harborrlets, beyord all faith 
A comforter to find ! wheſe language wears = 
Tue garb of civil life; a friend, u he te breaſt 
The gracinus melting of ect pity move? 
 Amazement all! my grief to tlevce charnvd 


330 


Is Joſt in wondr— But, thou good unknown, 1 


If woes, ſor ever wedded to defrair, : 5 

That wiſh no cure, are thine, benold in me Zo 

A meet companion; one Whom earth and 

: heaven 8 | 
Combine to curſe 5 whom never ſuture morn 

5 9 1 . p . 1 _ * 1 N 8 #. 

_ Shall light to joy, nor event ht ith repore 
' Pefcendirg f ade—O, ſon of this wild world! 


| Spread, ere 


| By faith and ſriend{tip's ſympathy divine 
| Could I the ſorrows heal I more than i? are, 


From focial corverfe thongh for ever barr'd, 365 
4 Though child with cudleſs winter from the pole, 


| Yet warin'd by goodneſs, form" to tender En.e 
Cf human woc, beyond u hat: milder eli mes, 

Pe fair:r ſuus atteinper'd, court]; boats 

CG ſay, did, cr thy brea!?, in vo lite, 370 
Touelud by a beam from Beauty ali- divine, 
N eur thy boſom her weet inguenge on, 
la pleaſing tum: lt pour'd through every vein, 
And panting at the heart, when !rlt our eye 
Receives impreſiioa ! Then, as paſFon crew, 375 
Pid heaven couſrnting to thy with indulge 

1 het bays ni raltt Cal bribe, no power Leſtow, 


j 
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That Þlifs of angle, leve by lere repaid ? 

| H>art ſtream ing full to heart in mutual fi u 

| Cf faith ar d friendfbip, tenderne ſs and tru-!—. 
If the thy fate Ciſtingui? id, thou v-ilt then, 

My joys co ceiving, iu age my deſpair, 

| How total! how extreme ! For this, all thi:, 
Late my fair fortune, wrec!*d on ponder ford, 

Lies loſt and bvry'd thire—O0, awful heaven! 
Who to the wiad and to the wh-Iming ware 
Her blameieſs head devoted, thov aloue v7 
Can'ſt tell what J have lo -C, ill. ſtarr'd mid i 

©, moſt undone Amynter!—Sighs a: d tears, 
and hcart-neav*d grean:, at this, his voice tup. 

preſs'd: | 


| The rett was 2gory and dumb deſpair. 


| Now oer their heads damp vight her ſtorn'y 


gloom | | 
the glimmering twilight was ex. 

pir'd, | | | 5 RR 
With huge and heavy horror cloſing round 
In doubling clouds on clouds, The mourrful _ 
ene, N . | 395 
The moving tale, Aurelius deeply felt: 8 
Ard thus reply'd, as one in Nature ſl i'd, 


| With ſoſt aſſeuting ſorrow in his look, 


And words to ſoothe, not combat hepeleſs love, 
Amyntor, by that heaven who ſees thy tears! 
401 


This boſom, truſt me, ſſ eld from thine transfer 

Its harpeſt grief. Such grief, alas! how juſt? 
Hew long in ſllent anguith to dt Tend, 405 

M hen reaton and when fore fs ver the tomb 

Are feL.ow-movrners? He, who can ref un, 

Has never lord: and wert thau to the feate, 

| The ſacred feeling of 2 } fs Jike fine, 

Cold a. d infor. blc, thy breaft were then 

No maai ou tor humaz ity, or thought 

Gt ebe atm, Their on cllin g is with love, 


413 


| Int tender pity ; whe Lind trars adorns 
| The clovded check, ard lauctifes the ſor ] 
They fitcn, not fake, We both will mix, 


415 R 


For her thy virtce lov? ll, thy truth Jamcuts, 
Our ſocial fghs 2 and fill, as morn upv< ils 


The brighteiing hill, or evening mif'y Fade 

Its brow ob/ceres, her graceit luce ot ;orn, |» 

| Her mind all-lovely, each enuolling cacb, 429 
Shall be our frequert theme, Thea ff alt thou 

“VV = . 

From i e, in ſad return, a tale of wees, 

$9 terrihl—Amyntor, thy pain'd ucart 

X. id its on, will ftortder at the ills e 
That mine bas bl. d with—But beb- 18! the dar!: 
And drowty hour ſteals fait upon our talk, 

Here break we off: aud thou, fad meurner, try 


| Thy weary Embs, thy wounded mind, to balm 
| With timsly cep. Each gracious wi: g from 


.._ heaven 5 | 

Ot theſe that miniſter to erring man, 
Neur-hhverin g, huth thy paſtion into calm; 
Serene thy ſlumhers with preſented ſceres 
Gt brighieſt viſons ; whitper to thy heart 
That hely peace which goodneſs ever ares 
Aud to us both be friendly as we nocd, =» 


435 
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P ſcene, 


Air, ocean, earth, drew broad her blacheſt veil, 
Vapour : and cloud. Around tl unſiee ping iſie, 
Vet howPd the whirlwind, yet the billew 
round; 
Ard, in mien horror, to Amyntor's ear 
Berne through the gloom, his ſhrieking ſenſe ap- 
pall'd. 
Shook by each blaſt, and ſ wept by every ware, 
Again pole memory labours in thc ſtorm: 
Again from her is torn, whom more than l 
His fondneſs lovdd. And now, another We 
Of if ſorrows © er the dear unhappy maid, 
FFu've ſtream'd; till late, through every power 
| The ſoul ſubdued ſunk fad to ſlow re poſe: 
And all her darkening ſcenes, by dim degrees, 
Were quench'd in total night, A pauiſe from 
ain | 
Net TT cw to laſt: ſor Fancy, oit awake 
While reaſon Necps, from her illufve cell 
Calbd up wil d ſhapes of viſonary fear, 
Ot vißonary bliſs, the hour of reſt 
To mock with mi mie ſtews. And lo! the deens 
In airy tumult ſwell. Beneath a hit] 21 
Amvyntor heaves of overwhelming fea: ; 
Or rides, with dizzy dread, from . to cloud, 
The billow's back, Anon, the ſhatowy world 
Shiſts to ſome boundleſs continent vnEnown, 
Where ſolitary, oer the ſtarleſs void, | 
Dunib ſilence broods, Through beatbs of d dreary 
length, | 
Slow en he drags his Pagerriog bep rin 
With breathleſs toil; hears torrent fonds war 
Roar through the wild; and, plung'd ia central 
h ches, 
Falls headlong wany a fathom into nig. t. 
Vet thre, he once, in all ler living charme, 
And brightering with their glow the brown aby, 
Fuſe Theodera, Smiling, in her eye 
sst, without cloud, the foſt-conſer.t” og ſoul, 
Tha, gilt unnewing, had no with to hide. 
A fpring of ſudden myrtles fowerin rn 


5 


25 


2 


5 


Ib ir wal embower'd wile big tiogales be- 


venth | 

Sung ſpouſals,- as loo th enamel'd turf 

They ſeem'd to f'y, and interchang% their ſouls, 

M. line! in wutual ſoftneſs. Thrice his arms a 

The Fair encircled : thrice ſhe ed his gra! v. | 
And fading into darkneſs mix'd with — 

0. turn! O, ſtay the fight —ſo lowd he: ery%d, 
$:op aid its train of humid vapours bed. 45:1 

Ee groa: 2d, he gaz*d around: l in ware ene 

Y-t glewir g ith the vi hs vivid! zen m, 

Stil, on his eye, the hovering ſhadow bla : 

. voice fill mur mur in his tin ling er; 

Cratetul deceptlon! till returning tho: 10 he 

Left Froad awate, amid tht i cumhent by r 

Gf mute anden ournſol right, again he elt 

His grief inflant'd throb freth in every vei). 

To Farenſy dung, n lrom his conch, 


50 


CW midnight roſe, and o'er the general 


15 


— 


—_—_— 


, 


: 
| 


| Thy effepce, thong! „ from human cel. anch f arc“ 


ö 


—— — 


| 


Nor od ſubmiſſ on to tue will of heaven, 


May y*t be ſeen. 
He roll'd his ardent eye; 
On had or ware within his fen appears, 


The laſt {ad tear, and lay the e 


| The vernal verdure tindures g 


Nepoſe that hemperanee ſFeds in timely 


Spring of all charity, who gave th 
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e vale, the ſh cre, with dorkling ſtep he rcam 2.4, 
| Lite ſome drear fpefre from the grave unborn ds : 


Then, ſealing y onder elit, prove Ger its brow. 


He hun, iu act to plunge amid che food | 
Scarce from that height diſcern'd, Nor reaſoa's 
voice, 
(gs 
Reitrains him; but, as paſou whirls bis thought, 
Fond expectation, that perchance e[cap*d, 
Though paſting all belict, the irailer lift, 
To which himſelf had borne ti? unhappy Fa'r, 
Around, o' r ſca aid ſhore, 
bit ror ght around 
+ to 
Nor ſi, nor floating core, on which to 7 
covering me na: 
And now, wide open'd by the wakeful hours 
Heaven's orient gate, forth on her progrets comes 


ed 


Aurora ſmiling, and ber purple lamp 

| Lifts high oer earth and ſea : while, all-unveil'd, 
The valt horizon on Arzyntor's eye 

Fours full its ſcenes of wonder, Wildly great, 55 


Magnificently various. From this ficep, 
Dia us'd immenſe in rolling profped L y 
The SH deep. Amidit, from ſpace to 
pace, 
Her numerous iſles, rich go m3 of Altius 
crown, | | 
As flow ti aſcending miſts diſnerſe ia air, 
Shoot gradual from her boſom :; and beyond, 


92 


Like diftant clouds Llue-floa'ir.g un the verge 


Of evening ſl ies, break forth the dawning kills, 


A thouſand landſcapes! barren ſotne and ſ are, 
Rock pil'd on rock, amazipg, up to heaven, 


92 
* 7 


Of horrid grandeur: ſome with ſounding af, 


| Cr oak brond- ſt adaw irg, or the ſpiry orc mY | 
Of waving pine high-plunsd, and al F ch.! 
More lovely in the fun's ade ruirg heam; 


Who row, ſair-riling or yan calter.: eg, 
guy wh ved, , 
Meanwhile Aurelius; wak'd from hct ro 4 ſe, 
5 


GS 


On all who live to har, his maurnfu! g eic 
Came forth tc hail, as hoſpitable rites 
Ind Virtues rule enjoin $ but Erfſt to Eli, 
2 heavt © 
With kindly ſenſe to glow, his P12 =cOr 7 
Superior duty, thus the ſage addreſt: 
Fountain oi light! from w hom yon ori-nt ſun Tc. 


| Firſt dre w his Tplendor ; $ YE ure of Ic ard love 


Whoſe ſmile 2ow Waldes or earti.*: rel. iin? 


eee 
The boundleſs bluſh cf bre. 0, Fir! 2, 2 0 
Belt! 


Thotgb from tho lib of all creat & then ., 17; 
' Tre Ja! ly ren 124.3 yet man himſelf, 
Thy leut uid of Pu, man May read 


Uchounded Dewer, inte Hige re furwer Ne 
9 


The Mor ers bard on was works ire“, 


In characters couval with tte fun, tis 


Ana with the ſun to Ja:ts from world te world, 
From age to age, in every clime, diſclosid, 


Sole revelation through all time the ume. 


Hail, uu iverſal Coo: laefs ! w Rh full Hen 


For ever cwir z ii fr 


m kercuth tlie throve 
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Throngh earth, air, fea, to all things that have 
1 

From all that live on earth, in air and ſea, 

e great community of Nature's lons, 
Th — fir it — ceadclel praiſe aſcend! 
And in the reverent hymn my grateſul voice 120 
Be duly heard, among thy works not leaſt, 
Nor loweſt ;, with intelligence inform'd, . 
To know thee, and adore; with free- ill crow n'd, 
Where Virtue lead, to follow and be bleſt. 
O, whether by thy prime decree ordainꝰd 125 
To days of ſuture life; or whether nox 
The mortal hour is inſtant, ſtill vouchſafe, I 
Parent and friend, to guide me blame leſs on 
Through this dark ſcene of error and of ill, 


Thy truth to light me, and thy peace to chear, 130 | 


All elſe, of me unaſk%d, thy will ſupreme 
Witk- hold or grant: and let that will be done. 
This from the ſoul in filence hreath'd ſincere, 
The hills ſteep fde w th frm elaſtie tep : 
He lightly ſcaPd; fuch health the frugal board, 
The morn's freſh breath that exerciſe reſpires 125 
In mountain=walks,andconſcience free from hlame, 
Our Bie's beſt cordial, can through age prolo! g. 
There, loſt in thought, and ſelf-abar dowd, Jay 
The man unknown; nor heard approach his hoſt, 
Nor rais'd his drooping head. Aurelius mov'd 
By ſoft compaſſion, which the ſavage ſcene, 
Shut up and barr d amid ſurrounding feas 
From human commerce, quicken*d into ſenſe 
Of ſt arper ſorrow, thus apart begar. 145 


O \' ght, that from the cye of wealth or pride, | 


Even in their hour of vaineſt thought, might 
V . 

A feeling tear; Whom yeſterday beheld 
By love ard ſortune ere d, of all poſſeſt 


Tha: Fancy, tra e'd in faireſt viſion, dreams; 130 
Nou let to all, each hope that ſoftens life, 
Fach bliſs that chears, there, on the damp earth 


ſpread, n "No ö 5 i 
| 3 a heaven unknown, beheld him now! 
And let the gay, the fortunate, the great, | 
The proved, be taught, what now the wretched 
feel | = | NJ 155 
The happy have to fear O man enn 
Too plain I read thy heart, hy toncnefs drawn 
To this ſad feene, to ſignts that but inflame 
lis tender anguit— _ 


Hear me, heaven! exclaim'd 160 


5 The frantic mourner, could that ang uiſh pi i 
To madneſs and to mortal agonyy ec, 
J yet would bleſs my ſate; by one kind pang, 


From what 1 ſeel, the keener pangs of thought | 


For cver freed. To me the fun is lots 165 
To me the future fl. glit of days and years | 
1s darinefs, i- deſpu.r—But who complains 
Forvets that he can die. O, fainted maid! 
For ſuch in heaven thou art, if from thy ſcat 

Cf holy reſt, beyond thaſe changeful flies, 

If names on earth moſt ſacred once and dear, 

A lever arda friend, if yet theſe names 

Can wake thy pity, dart one guidiny ray | 

To light me where, in cave or ereek, are thrown 

Thy lifeleſs limbs: that I—0 grief ſupreme! 75 
O fas remerſeleſs ! was thy lover ſav'd : 

For ſuch a taſk ?—taat I thoſe dear remains, 


With maiden-rites adorn'd, at laſt may lodge 
Beneath the hallow'd vault ; and, weepirg there 
Cer thy cold urn, await the hour to cloſe 190 
Theſe eyes in peace, and mix this duſt wh! 
_ thine ! | 
Such, and fo dire, reply'd the cordial friend 
In pity's look and language, ſuch, alas! 
Were late my thoughts, Whate'er the human 
heart | 
Can molt afflict, grief, agony, deſpair, 
Have all been mine, and with alternatc war 185 


My ſtory mark, and from another*s jate, 

Pre-eminently wretched, learn thy own, 

Sad as it ſeems, to balance and to bear. 19 
In me, a man behold, whoſe mor- ſerene, 

| Whoſe noon of better life, with honour ſpent, 

In virtuous purpoſe, or in honeſt act, 

Drew fair diſtinction on my public name, 

From thoſe among mankind, the nobler few, 195 


ſource 


Whence happineſs with pureſt ſtream deſcends 
Union of hearts, conſent of wedded wills, 


Our hopes and fears, our earth and heaven the 
ſame! £5 | 

At laſt, Amyntor, in my failing age, | 
Fallen from ſuch height, and with the felon-herd 

| _— and out-laws, number*d—thought that 


ſhame! 


| Then doom'd to feel what guilt 3 ſhould fear, "= 


The hand of public ver geance : armad by rage, 
| Not juſtice ; rais*d to injure, not redreſs; 
To rob, not guard ; to ruin, not defend: 

And all, O ſovereign Reaſon ! all derived 20 


| From power that claims thy warrant to do wrong! | 


A right divine to violate unblanvd | 


know | | 1 
How hateful and how hard; thyſelf r:licv'd. 


Of equal load, adjure thee by thoſe days 


Be far th? unhallow*d licence of abuſe 
Be far th' bitterneſs of faiatly zcal, 


In juſtice founded, eircumſerib'd by laws, 
The princa to guard but 

too: | | 
Chief, one prime good to guard inviolate, 


By none to be reclaim'd, man's right divine, 


W hich God, who gave, indelible pronounc'd. 


This boſom ravag'd. Hearken then, good vou; 


Whoſe praiſe is fame: but there, in that tue 


In home- found peace and love, ſupremely bleſt! 
By friendſhip knit, by mutual faith ſecur'd 2060 ] 


Stings deep the heart, and clothes the cheek with | 


ZN SOFA | red nnr 


Each law, each rule, that, by himſelf obſer rd, 
| The God preſeribes whoſe ſanction kings pretend! 
O Charles! O monarch ! in long exile tra, 
Whole hopeleſs years, tl? opprefior*s hand to 


Now hear thy people, groaning under wrongs _ | 
Of want and woc, of danger and deſpair, 229 | 


| As heaven has thine, to pity their dittreſs ! 
Yet, rom the plain good meaning of my heart, 


That impicus hid behind the patriotꝰs name 225 
Nlaſks hate and malice to the legal throne, 


guard the people | 
Soul ot all worth, and ſum of human bliſs, 230 


Fair Freedom, hirthright of all thinking kinds, 
KNeaſon's great charter, from no king deriv'd, 


rt, 


& - 


2208 | 


Fron hill to vale, by daily ruin mark'd. 
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But if, diſclaiming this his heaven-own'd right, 
his firſt bett tenure by which monarchs rule; 
I, meant the bleſſing, he becomes the bane, 

Th: wolf, not ſhepherd, of his ſubj-a-itoct, 
To griad and tear, not Thelter aud protect, 
Widc-waiti:g where he reigns—to ſuch a prince, 
Alle giauce kept were treaſon to mankind; 241 
And loyalty, revolt from virtue's law. 0 

For fay, Amyntor, does juit heaven enjoin 

That we ſhould homage hell ? or bend the knee 


To earthauake, or volcano, when they rage, 245 


Rend eartiis firm frame, and in one boundlcis 
grave | | 


% 


Engulph their thoufand; ? Vet, O grief to tell! 
Let tuen, of late, ofer ti is devoted land, 


Was public rule. Our :ervile itripes and chains, 
Our ngus and groaas refoundiag from the ſteep 
Of wiatery bill, or waſte untravel'd heath, 251 
Lait refuge of our wretchedneſs, not guilt, 
Proclaĩ ind it loud to henven; the arm of power 
Extended fatal, but to eruſn the head 


R-claim from error; not with deadly hate, 


Tue tyrants law, exterminate who err. 


In tais wide ruin were my fortunes funk : 
Myſelt, as one contagious to his kind, gn” 
Waom nature, who;n the ſocial life renounc'd, 
Unſummon'd, unimpleaded was to death, 261 
To ſhaine: ul death, adjudg'd; again my head 
Th: price of blood proclaĩm'd, and at my heels 


Let looſe the murderous cry of human hounds. 
And this bliud fury of commiſſion'd rage, 265 


Of party-vengea ice, to a fatal ſoy, 


| Knowu and abhorr'd for deeds of direft name, 
Was given ia charge: a foe, whom blood-ſtain'd 


zeal 


| For whut—O hear it not, all- rig bteous heaven! | 
Lett thy rous'd thunder burſt—for what was 


dceenr'd „ 
Religions cauſe, had ſavag'd to a brute, 
More deadly fell than hunger ever ſtung 


| Toprowl in wood or wild. His band he arm'd, 
Sons oi perdition, miſereants with all guilt 


Familiar, and ia each dire art of death 275 


Train d ruthleſs up. As tigers on their prey, 
Ou my defenceleſs lands thoſe tiercer beats 
Devon ring fell: nor that ſequeſter'd ſhade, 


Tat !weet receſs, Where ee and Virtue long 


4 In happy kague had dwelt, which war itſelf 280 
Beheld with reverence, could their fury ſcape ; 
; Deſp iPd, de, ac'd, ant w rapt in waſteful flames! 


For na ne aud rapine their coaſuming march, 


So bore by winds along, in-banctul cloud, 285 


- Embody* locuſts from the wing deſcend 
On herb, fruit, flower, and kill the ripening 


year: | 


He dragg*d, the ruffian dragg d- heaven! do l, 


A maa, ſurvive to tell it? At the hour 291 
Sacred to reſt, amid the ſighs and tears NE 


Ot all who ſay and curs'd his coward rage, 
He forc'd, unpitying, from their midnight-bed, 
By meuace, or by torture, from their feacs 295 
My lait retreat to learn; and ſtill detains 

Rencath his roof accurſt, that beſt of wives, 


| 


—ẽ— — 


While, waſte behind, de ſtruction on their track | 
And ghaltly famine wait. My wife and child 


= 


Emelia, and our only pledge of love, 

My bloomiag Theodora! Manhood there, 

Aud nature bleed A let not buſy thought 300 
Szurch thither, but avoid the fatal coaſt: | 


Diſcovery, there, once more my peace of mind 


Might wreck 3 once more to deſperation ſink 
My hopes in heaven. He faid ; but O ſad Muſe! 
Can all thy moving energy, of power 305 
To ſhake the heart, to [reeze th* arreted blood, 
With words that weep, and ttrains that agonize 3 
Can all this mourntvi magic of t.:y voice 


Tell what Amyntor icels ? O heaven! art thou 


What have IT h ard? — Aurelius! art thou he 
Conſuſion! horror that moſt wrong'd of men! 


And, O moſt wretched too! alas! no more, 


No more a father — On that ſatal fiood, 
Thy Theodora —At theſe words he fell. 


A deadly cold ran freezing through his veins: 315 


And life was on the wing her loath'd abode 
For ever to forſabe. As on his way 


| The traveller, from heaven by lightniag ftruck, 
It ought to ſercen, or with a parent's love 255 


Is fix'd at once immov-able; his eye | 
With terror glaring wild; his ftifening limbs 
In ſudden marble bound: ſo ood, fo look'd 
The heart-ſmote parent at this tale of death, 
Half-utter'd, yet too plain. No ſign to riſe, 

No tear had force to flow; his ſenſes all. To 


Throꝰ all their powers, ſuſpended, and ſubdued 
| To cuil amazement, Silence for a ſpacz— 


Such diſmal ſilence fadd2ns earth and ſky 
Ere brit the thunder breaks —on either lide 
FilPd up this interval ſevere. At laſt 


As from ſome viſion that to phrenſy fires 33 


The fleeper?s brain, Amyntor waking wild, 
A poniard, hid beneath his various robe, 


Drew furious forth—Me, me, he cry'd, on me 


Let all thy wrongs be viftted; and thus 


My horrors end—then madiy would have plaag'd 


ſhe weapon's hoſtile point. —H's liited aria, 33 


Aurelius, though witn deep diſmay and dr-ad 
And anguiſh ſhook, yet his ſuperior foul 


Collecting, and reſuming all himſelf, 
Serz'd ſudden : then peruſing with ſtri eye, 340 
And beating heart, Aimyator®: blogining form 


Nor from his air or featvre gathering aught 
| Co ware remembrance, thus at length befpoic. 
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O dire attempt! Whoe'er thou art, yet Nay 


Thy hand ſell-violent; nor thus to guilt, 545 


If guiit is thine, accumuhting add 


A crime that nature “ rink from, and to which 
Heaven has indulg'd no mercy, Sovereign 


Judge I 


Shall man fr{ violate the law divine, Re 
That plac* kim here dependent on thy nod, 35 


Reſign, unmurmurinę, to await his hour 
Of tair diſmimon hence; ſhall man do this, 
Then dare thy preſence, ruſh into thy glu, 
Red with the im, and recent ſrom the ſtain, 


Of unrepented blood? Call home thy ſenſe; 255 


Know what thou art, and own his haud moi quit, 
Rewarding or afilicting— hut ſay on. | 


| My ſoul, yet trembli..g at thy frantic deed, 
| Recalls ty word), recalls their dire import : 
They urge me on; they hid me afl: no morc—360 


Wit woul'l T afl: ? Ny Theodora's fate, 


Ahl me! is kaown too plain, Eave I then fwd) 
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Good heaven! beyond all grace —But fhall I 
blame 

His rage of grief, and in myſelf admit 

Is wid exc:is? Heaven gave her to my with ; 

That giit Heaven has reſum'd: righteous in both, 

For both his Providence be ever blen! 

Ry ſhame repreſs'd, with ring wonder fill'd, 
Amyntor, flow recovering into thought, 
Submilive on his knee, the good man's hand 370 
Graipd cloſe, a bore with ardour to his lips. 
His eye, wher. & ©, coutuſion, rcecreace ipobe, 
Through ſwelllag tears, waat language cannot 

tell, 39 | 


Kow roſe to meet, now ſhunn'd the Hermit*s | 


g' mce, 
Shot awful at him: till, the various ſwell 375 
Cr pation 2bbiug, thus he faultering ſpoke: = 
What haſt thou done ? why ſav'd a wretch un- 
Enown ? 2 | 


Whom knowing ev'u thy goodneſs muſt abhor. 


>iita'en mau ! the houour of thy name, 
_ Tby love, truth, duty, all muſt be my foes. 330 
] am- Aurelius ! turn that look aſide, | 
That brow of terror, while this wretch can ſay, 
Abhorreut ſay, he is Forgive me, heaven! 
Forgive me, virtue ! if I would renounce 
Whom nature bids me revererce—by her bond, 
Rolando*s fon : by your more ſacred ties, 
As to his crimes, an alien to his blood; 
For crimes like this | 
| 1 | Rolando's ſon? Juſt heaven ! 
Ha! here? and in my power? A war of thoughts, 
All terrible arifing,. ſhakes my frame 391 
With dubtiul conflict By one ſtroke te reach 
The ather's heart, though ſ:as are ſpread between, 
Were great revenge !—Away: revenge? on 
We | 


Alas ! on my own ſoul; by rage betray *d - 2395 


Ev'n to the crime my reaſon moſt condemns 
In hi:n who ruin'd me. Deep- mov'd he fpoke; 
- Aad tis owa poniard ver the proſtrate youth = 
Suſpended hekl. But, as the welcome blow, 
Vin arms diſriay'd, Amyutor ſeem'd to court, 
Behold, in fſudden confluence gathering round 
The natives ſtood ; whom kindneſs hither drew, 
Th. man unknowe, With each relicying aid 
Cf fg 2.14 care, as antient rites ordain, 


Ah: hid of time with twenty winter's ſnow 
Tinu tow rl; aud to whole intellectual eye 


_ Faturi:y, behind her cludy veil, 5 


Stands iu fairlifht diſclos'd. Him, after pauſe, 
Aurclius drew 2part, and in his care ann 
Amv:tor plac*} , to lodge him and ſecure; 
Te i; him from hi aſelf, as one, with grief 
I. nien, and with rage, diftemper'd deep. 
Inis done, por waitlug for r. ply, alone 
Le ſongta che val, aud his calm cottage gain'd, 


CANT O-- MM. 
| 8 Kilda”> ſouthern hills their ſummit 


lit | 
Vi itn triple fork to heaven, the mounted ſun 


Vet, after long and painful conflict borue, 


335 
{ Who ftrength from weakueſs, as from darkneſs 


{ 'Yith cial fo.tucls, 
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| thirteen times in one week, v7; 
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'F all, from the midmoſt, ſuot in dazzling ſtream 
lis noor-tide ray. And now, in lowing train, 
Were ſeen flow-pacicg wellward oer the vale 5 
The wilky mothers, root putiui::g foot, | 
Aud nedding as they move; their vozy meal, 
The bitter healthtul herbaye of tic Coro, 
rouad its rocks to graze ; * for, flrangs to teh! 
The hour ot ebb, though ever varying leupd, 10 
A. yon pale planet wheels from day to day 
Fir courſe 1ncoaftant, their ſurc inftin4 tec ls, 
lut-!!gent of times; by heaven's owu lu. , 
To all its creatures equal in its care, 
Unerring mov'd. 'Thele fGgrs obſerv'd, that 
Cui | : 

ro labour and repoſe a ſuq le race, 
Theic hate {gas to due repaſt at noon, 
Frugat aud plain, had ward the temperate if : 
All but Aurelius. He, unkappy man, 

By Nature's voice ſolicited in vain, _ 
Nor hour obſerv'd, nor due repaſt partoo!, 
| The child no more! the mother's fate untold ! 
Both in black proſpect riſiug to his cye | 
»Twas anguil. there; *twas here diſtract ing doubt! 
25 


15 


20 


Where nature, rea on, oft the doubtful ſcale 


| !nclii?d alternate, ſummoning each aid 


That virtue lends, and Oer each thought infirm 


Superivy riſing, in the might of Him, 


light, 
Omnipotent can draw; again reſign'd, 
| Again he facrific'd, to heaven's high will, 
Each ſoothing weakneſs of a parent's breaſt ; | 
The ſigh ſott memory prompts ; the tender tear, 
That, itreaming o'r an object lov'd and loit, 35 
| With mouruful tragic turtures aud delights, 
Reli-ves us, while its ſweet opprefhor. loads, 
And, by admittiag, blunts the iting of uo 
A, realon thus the mental ſtorm teren*d, | 
And througu the darkneſs ſhot her fun-bright 


30 


ra | bo: 40 
That — while it chears ; behold from far 
Amyntor Low-approaching | o his front, | 
Or cach ſunk feature ſorrow had dil us'd 

Attraction, ſweetly fad. His noble port, 
 Majeftic in dittreſe, Aurelius mark'd ; 

Ave, uorei wing, ſelt his boſom flow | 
Strait, bciore the door 
Of his moſs- ſ.lverꝰd cell they iat them down 


= 


| | Ta counterview : and thus the youth began. 


With patient ear, with calm attention, mark 
Amvotor's ſtory: then, as juſtice ſces, 
On eicher band, her equal balance weigh, 
Abiolre him, or conde mn—But oh, may I. 


30 


IA father's name, when truth forbids to praiſe, | 


Tie cows eſter feed on the alga marina: and 


thy cm diringuiſh excattly the tidc of ebb from the 
tide of fleriy, tfeugl, at the [ume time, they are rot 


Irin wiew of the ſhore, Wien the tide has ebbed 


bent tau H. ure, then they ſieer their ceurſe directly 
46 the recreft ſi ore, in their uſual order, ere after 
A. Fier. ; 
tir's Malern Hes 


F Scetlaund, . 156. 
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Uablanꝰd pronounce ? that name to every ſon 55 Of heaven=inſpir'd emotions, undebasꝰd 


By heaven made (acred ; and by Nature's hand, 
With Honour, Duty, Love, her triple pale, 
Feac'd ftronsly round, to har the rude approach 
Of ench irreverent thought, Theſe eyes, alas! 
The cursd efects of ſanguinary zen] 

Too near beheld : its madneis how extreme; 
How blind its fury, by the prompting pri-ſt, 
Each tyrant's ready inſtrument of ill, 

Train'd on to holy miſchics, Scene abhorr'd! 
Fell d ruelty let looſe ia Mercys name: 65 
Intolerance, while oꝰer the free- horn mind 

Her h<aviett chains were caſt, her iron ſcourge 
Se vereſt hung, yet dari:g to appeal 


That Power whoſe law is meekneſs; and, for 


d-eds 


That outrage heaven, helying heaven?s command. 


Flexile of will, misjudging, though ſincere, 7 
Rolando canght the ſpreant inf ction, plung' d 


Implicit in to guilt, and headlong urg'd 


His courie uujuſt to violence and rage. 
Unmanly rage ! when nor the charm divine 
Of Beauty, nor the Matron's facred age, 


75 


gZeecure from wrongs could innocence ſecure, 


Found rev:rence or diſtind ion. Yet ſuftain'd 


| By conſcibus worth within, the matchleſs pair 9 


Their threate ning fate, impriſon ment and ſcorn 9 


And death denounc'd, unſhriaking, unſubdued 
To murmur or complaint, ſuperior bore, 


With patient hope, with fortitude re! gn'd, 


Nor built on pride, nor counting vain applauſe; 
But calmly conflant, without efort great, 383 
What reaſon dictates, and what heaven approves, 
But how proceed, Aurelius? in what ſounds 
Of gracious cad-nce, of aſſuaſwe power, 


My iurth-r itory clothe ? O could 1 Heal 
From Harmony her ſoiteft-warbled b ain 1 


Oft melting air ! or Zephyre's vernal voice ! 
Or Plulomela's ſong, when br: .li ve; 
To liquid blandiſhment hit evening-laz, 


All nature ſmiling round! then migut ! ſpeak ; 
Then might Amnyntor, anoffending, tell, yg 


How unperceiv* and ſecret through his breaſt, 
A morning riſes oer the mid ight-ſnade, 
What firſt was ow-w'd hu. anity to bor, 
Aſſiſting piety and tender tight, 


Grew ſwi't and leut into love for : 


My fole offence——i? love can then offend, | 
When virtue lights and reverenee guards its flame, 


O Tacotora! who thy world ot char ni, 


That foul of :wertneſe, that ſoft gluw of vouth, 
Warm on thy cheek, a. d beaming from thi:.e eye, 
__Unmorv'd coul. fee ? that dignity of eafe, 

That grace of air, by Þappy nature thi:e! 


For all in thee was native; from witii = 
Spontancous Jowing, as ſome equal ftream = 


From its unfailing ſouce: ! and then ton ſeen 110 


In milder Iizhts ; by forrow*'s ſlaclinng hand A 


Touch'd into power more exmiiitiy fo't, 
By tear adoriwtl, intender td by di'trefs, | 
Otweetneſs without name! when Love looks on 
With Pity's melti.1g eye, that to the foul 115 
Endeurs, ennobles her, whom fre afflicts, _ 
Or fortune leaves unhappy ! Paſſion thea 


ReSnes to Virtue : then a purer traia 


Vor. VII. 


100 


| 
| 


| The mortal worm that on Emilia's frame 
_ | Bad przy*dunicen, now deep throꝰ all her powers 


— 


106 | | | 
I ͤAurelius ſmote his breaſt, ard groaning ery'd ; 


_ | By all the war of n4#.ure though aſſuib, 
_ | Efeap'd hi: lips. What! ſnal we from heaven's 


Reluctant to proceed; and filial awe, 
with pious hand, would o'cr a parent's crime 


And all the ſavage reaſſum'd his breaft, 150 
*Fis juſt, he cry'd : who thus invites diſdain, 


By ſeli-regard, or thought of due return, 120 


The breaſt expanding, all its powers exalt 


To emulate what reaion beſt conceives 
Of lc ve celeſtial z whoſe prevenient aid 
Forbids approaching ill; or gracious draws, 
When the lone heart with anguith taly bleeds, 125 
From pain its fling, its bittcraeſs from woe! 

By this plain court }.ip ot the honeſt heart 
To pity mov'd, at length my pleaded vows 
Ihe gentle maid with unreluctant ear . 
Would oft admit ; would oft endearing crown 


With ſmikes of kird affent, with looks that ſpoke, 


In bluſt.ing ſoftneſs, her chaſte boſom touch'd 
To mutual love. O fortune*: faireſt hour! 

O ſeen, but not enjoy'd, juſt hailꝰd and loſt * 
Is flattering brightneſs! Theodora's form, 135 
Event unfear'd ! had caught Rolando” eye: 
And Love, if wild Deſre, of Fancy born, 


| By Curious paſſions nurs'd, that ſacred name 


Profanes not, Love his ſtubborn breaſt diſſolv!d 
back, 


The veil of tence and oblivious night 
Permitted throw. His impious ſuit repelÞd, 


thought Rs 

Ot ſoft emotion or of ſocial ſenſe, 

Love, Pity, Kindneſs, alien to a foul 

That Bigot-rage emboſoms, tied at once: | 
150 


De ſerves repulſe; he wo, by fave-like arts, 


| Would meaaly ſteal what force may nobler take, 


And, greatly daring, diguily the decd. | 
When next we meet, our mutual bluſh to ſpare, 


Thine ſrom difiembliag, from baſe flattery mine, 
Shall be my care. This threat, by brutal ſcora 


Kee: d and embitter'd, terrible to botn, 
To one prov'd latal. Silent-waſt ing grief, 


Its poiſon ſpread, and ill'd the ir vital growth. 
Sie ening, ſhe ſunk beneath this doublz weight 
Ct ſhame and horrr.— Dare I yet proceed? 
Aurrlius, O wot inſur'd of mankind! 1635 
Shali yet my tale, ewſperating, add  _ 
To wot, new anguiſh? aud to grief, deipair- 
She is no more „ e 
BE O Providerce ſervers! 


But curb'd a ſecond groan, repelPd the voice 171 
Of froward grief: and to the Will ſupreme, 
In juſtice awful, lou ly bendiag his, 1 

Nor ſigh, nor murmur, ner repiuirg plaint, 
12 


rice | 
With lite receiving bappineſs, our ſhare 


Ir ill refuſe? And are afittions aught 
But mereie in diiſquriſe ? th' alternate cups 


180 


11 \ 


| Medicinal though bitter, and preper'd 


To tranſient goodneſs, But my thought ſhrinks 
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Avid from her eye, and from her lip ſevere 143 
Dao'd with indignant icorn; each barboui 


160 
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But were they ills indeed ; can fond Complaint 

| Arreſt the wing of Time? Can Grief command 
This noon-day fun to roll his flaming orb 
Back to yon eaſtern coaſt, and bring again 1$ 

© The hours of yeiterday? or from the womb 

Of that unſounded deep the bury'd corſe 
To light and life reftore ? Bleſt pair, farewell! 
Yet, yet a few ſhort days of erring grief, 

Of human fondneſs ſighing in the breaſt, 190 
And ſorrow is no more. Now, gentle youth, 
And let me call thee fon (for O that name | 
Thy faith, thy frieadſhip, thy true iriendſhip borne 
Of pains for me, too ſadly have deferv'd) 

On with thy tale. Tis mine, when heaven afflicts, 
To hearken and adore, The patient man 

Thus ſpoke : Amyntor thus his ſtory clos'd. 

As dumb with anguiſh round the bed of death 
Weeping we knelt, to mine ſhe faintly rais'd 
Her clofing eyes: then fixing, in cold gaze, 200 
On Theodora's face—O fave my child! 
She faid; and, ſhrinking from her pillow, ſlept 
Without a groan, a pang. In hallow'd earth 
I faw her ſhrouded; bade eterual peace 
Fer ſhade receive, and, with the trueſt tears, 205 
Aſſection ever wept, her duſt bedew?d. | 

What then remaia'd for honour or for love? 


2 


What, but that ſcene of violence to fly, 


With guilt profan'd, and terrible with death, 
Rolando's fatal roof, Late at the hour, 
When ſhade and ſilence oer this nether orb 
With drowſieſt influence reign, the waining moon 
Aſcending mournful in the midnight ſphere ; 


210 


85 On that drear ſpot, within whoſe cavern'd womb 


Emilia ſleeps, and by the turf that veils 
Her honour'd clay, alone and kneeling there 
I found my Theodora! thrill'd with awe, 


215 


With ſacred terror, which the time, the place, 


Pour'd on us, ſadly-ſole mn, I too bent 
My trembling knee; and lock'd in her's my hand 
Aeroſs her parent's grave. By this dread ſcene ! 
By night®s pale regent! By you glorious train 
Of ever-moving fires that roucd her burn! 
By death's dark empire! hy the ſheeted duſt. 
That once was man, now mouldering here below ! 
But chief by hers, at whoſe noQurnal tomb, 
| Reverent we kneel! and by her nobler part, 
Th' u:body?d ſpirit hovering near, perhaps, 
As witneſs to our vows ! nor time, nor chance, 
Nor aught but death's inevitable hand, 2230 
Shall e*cr divide our loves —T led her thence; 
To where ſafe-ſtation'd in a ſecret bay, 


| Roughot deſcent, and brown with pendent pines 


That murraur'd to the gale, our bark was moor'd. 
We fail'—But, O my father; can I ſpeak 235 
What yet remains? yon ocean black with ftorm ! 


Its uſeleſs fails rent from the groaning pine ! 
The ſpeechleſs crew aghait ! and that loſt fair! 


Still, ſtill I ſee her! feel her heart pant thick! 
And hear her voice, ir. ardent vows to heaven 240 
For me alone preferr'd ; as on my arm, 

Expiring, ſmking with her tears ſhe hung! 

I kifgd her pale cold cheek! with tears adjur%d, 
And won at laſt, with ſums of proffer'd gold, 

The boldett mariners, this precious charge 245 

n ſtant to ſave ; and, in the fcifi ſecur'd, 
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| Their oars acroſs the foamy flood to ply 
With unremitting arm. I then preparꝰd 
| Fo follow her L hat moment, from the deck, 
A ſea ſwelPd oer, and plungꝰd me in the gulph, 
Nor me alone: its broad and bilowing ſweep 
| Muſt have involv'd her tao. Myſterious heaven! 
My fatal love on her devoted head | 
Drew down—it muſt be fo! the judgment due 
To me and mine: or was Amyntor fav'd 255 
For its whole quiver of remaining wrath ? 
Eor ſtorms more ſierce? ſor pains of {:.arper ſtipg! 
And years of death to come?—Nor further voice, 
Nor flowing tear his high-wrought grief ſupply'd : 
With arms out-ſpread, with eyes in hopeleſs gaze 
To heaven uplifted, motionleſs and mute 261 
He ftood, the mournſul ſemblance of deſpair, 
The lamp o. day, tho? from mid-noon declin'd, 
Still flaming with full ardor, ſhot on earth 
Oppreſſive brightneſs round; till ic, ſoit tteamz 65 
From occan's boſom his light vapour”: drawn, 
With grateful intervention oer the ſky. 
Their veil diffuſive ſpread : the ſce ne abroad 
Soſt- ſhadowing, vale and plain, and dazzling hill, 
Aurelius, with his gueſt, the weſtern cliff 250 
Aſcending flow, beneath its marhle roof, 45 
From whenge in double ſtream a lucid ſource 
Rollꝰd founding forth, and, where with dewy wing 
Freſh breezes play*d, ſought refuge and repoſe, 
Till cooler hours ariſe. The ſubject iſle 275 
Her village- capital, where health and peace 
Are tutelary gods ; her ſmall domain 
Cf arable and paſture, vein'd with fireams 
That branching bear refreſhful moiſture on | 
To field and mead; her ftraw-rooPd temple rude, 
Where piety, not pride, adoring Eneels, 281 
Lay full in view. From ſcene to ſcene around = 
Aurelius gaz'd ; and, fghing, thus began, 
Not we alone, alas! in every clime, 
The human race are ſons of forrow horn. 
Heirs of tranſmitted labour and diſcaſe, 
Or pain and grier, from fire to ſoa derived, 
All have their mournful portion; all muit bear 
Tb impos*d condition of their mortal ftate, 
Viciſſtude of ſuffering, Caſt thine eye 290 
| Where yond:r vale, Amyntor, ſloping ſpreads 
Full to the noou-tide beam its primroſe-lap, 


mY 


| From hence due eatt. Amyntor loo!:d, and faw, | 
Not without wonder at a ſight ſo ſtrange, | 


Where thrice three females, earneſt each and arm'd : 
With rural initruments, the ſoil prepar'd 296 
For ſuture harveſt. Theſe the trenchant ſpade, 


Employ'd affiduous, | 
And arm alternate, ftrew'd its freſt lap white 3co 
With fruit: zu Ceres: while, in train behind, 
Three more th? ineumbent harrow heavy on 
Ober- labour'd drew, and clos'd the toilſome taſk. 
Behold ! Aurelius thus his ſpeech renew'd, 
From that ſoft ſex, too delicately fram*d 305 
For toils like theſe, the taſk of rougher man, 
What yet neceſſity demands ſevere. FR 
Twelve ſuns have purpled theſe encircling hills 
| With orient beams, as many nights along 
| Their dewy ſummits drawn thy alternate veil 310 
Of darkneſs, fince, in unpropitious hour, 
Tac huſbands of thoſe widow'd mate, who now 


To turn the mold and break th adheſive clods, | 
Thoſe, with equal pace, 


Our eyes, pet unbelieving, faw diſtinct, 


1 By fad conj: cure damp?'d, and anxious thought 
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For both muſt labour, launch'd,. in queſt of food, 
Their ifland-{&iff adventurous on the deep. 
Them, while the ſweeping net ſecurethey plung'd 
The finny race to ſaare, whoſe fodful ſhoals 
Each 6&rcck and bay innumerable croud, 

As anuual on from ſhore to ſnore they move 

In watery caravan; them, thus intents = 

Dark rom the ſouth a guſt of furious wing, 320 
Up-ipringiug, drove to lea; ad leſt in tears, 
This little world of brothers aud of friends! 
But when, at cvening hour, di jointed planks, 
Borne on the ſurging-tide, and broken oars, 
Jo fight, with fatal certaiaty, reveaPd 325 


The wreck betore urmiz*d; one general groan, | 


Jo heaven aſcending, ſpoke the general breait 
With ſharpeſt anguiſh pierc'd, Their ceaſeleſs 
Lant, * | | 

Through theſe hoarſe rocks, on this reſounding 
| INOrCcy 
At moru was heard: at midnight too were ſeen, 
Ditcoutolats on each chill mouutain's height, 331 
The monracrs ſpread, exploring land and ſea 
With eager gaze—till irom yon kijer iſle, 
Von rod of moſ>=clad hills, Borera nam d 
Full norta, be hold! above the ſoaring lark, 335 
Its dizzy clids aſpire, hung rourd and white 
With curling miits—ut Ja:t from yon hoar hills, 
Intaining the brown air with ſudden blaze, 
A.. d ruddy undulation, thrice three fires, 
Li. e meteors waving iu a moonleſs ſky, 340 


Succell ve kindled, and from night to night 
Rene wd continuous. Joy, with wild exceſs, | 
Took her gay turn to reign : and Nature now 
From rapture wept : yet ever and anon 345 


How from yon rocky priſon to rekaſe | 
| Whom the deep ſea immures (their only boat 
Deitroy d) and whom th inevitable ſiege | 
Of hunger mutt aſſault. But hope ſuſtains 3 50 
The human heart: and now their faithful wives, 
With love-taught {kill and vigour not their own, 
On yonder field th? autumnal year prepare#, 
Amyntor, who the tale diſtreſsful heard 
With ſympathiziag ſorrow, on himſelf, 335 
On his ſeverer fate, now pondering deep, 
Wrapt by fad thought the hill ucbecding left; 
And reach'd, with ſwerving ſtep, the diſtant 
Above, around, in cloudy circles whe:ÞPd, 
Or failing level on the polar gale 360 
That cool with evening roſe, a thouſand wings 
The ſummer-nations of theſe pregnant cliffs, 
Play'd ſportive round, and to the ſun outſpread 
Their various plumage ; or in wild notes haiPd 
His parent beam that ani mates and chears 365 
All living kinds. He, glorious from amidſt 
A pemp of golden clouds, th' Atlantic flood 
Beheld oblique, and o'er its azure breaft 3 
Wav'd one unbounded bluſh ; a ſcene to ſtrike 


* ther whe relates this fiery adds, that the 


Inceſſant to herſelf, and fabled oer | 
| With darkeſt night, meet region for deſpair ! 355 


Or plung'd in grief profound—Oh, all ye | 
Amyntor ſtarting, cry*d, and ſhot his foul 391 


Produce of grain thut ſeaſon was the mol plentiful | 
they had ſeen for many years befrre. File Martius 
. Deſcription of tie Meilern Iſes of Scetlund, p. 286. 
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Both ear and eye with wonder and delight! 37 


But, loft to outward ſenſe, Amyntor paſs'd 
Regardleſs on, through other walks con 
Of balcful proſpect; which pale F rais'd 


Till northward, where the rock its ſea-waſh'd baſe 
Projects athwart and ſhuts the bounded ſcene, 
Rounding its point, he rais'd his eyes and ſaw 

At diſtauce faw, deſcending on the ſhore, | 


Forth from their anchor*d boat, of men unknown 

A double band, who by their geſtures firange 

There fix'd with wondering: for at once they knelt 
Witi hands upheld; at once, to heaven, asſeem'd, 


One general hyma pour'd forth of vocal praiſe. 

Then, Lowly riſing, forward mov'd their ſteps : 

Slow as they mov'd, behold ! amid the train, 

On either fide ſupported, onward came | 

Pale and of piteous look, a penfive maid; 

As one by waſting fiekneſs ſore afſaiPd, EE 
powers l 


In rapid glance before him on her face. 


mußon ! no—it cannot be. My blood 
Runs chill: my feet are rooted here—and ſee! = 


ro moc my hopes, it wears her 
The ſpirits who this ocean waſte and wild 
Still hover round, or walk theſe iſles unſeen, | 


Preſenting oft in pictur'd viſion ſtrange 5 
The dead or abſent, have on yon ſhape adorn'd, 

80 like my love, of unſubſtantial air, 400 
Em bodyꝰd featur'd it with all her charms — 


And lo! behold ! its eyes were fix'd on mine 


With gaze tranſported—Ha! ſhe faints, ſhe falls 7 
He ran, he flew : his claſping arms receiv*d 
Her finking weight earth, and air, and ſea! 


"Tis ſhe ! 'tis Theodora! Power divine, 406 


Whoſe goodneſs knows no bounds, thy hand is 
| Omnipotent in mercy ! As he ſpoke, 


There, 
Adown his cheek, thro? ſhivering joy and doubt, 


The tcar faſt-falling ſtream d. My love! my life! 


Soul oi my wittes; ſav'd beyond all faith! 411 


Return to life and me. O fly, my friends, 
Fly, and from yon tranſlucent fountain bring 


The living ſtream. Thou dearer to my foul 


Than all the ſumleſs wealth this ſea entombs, 415 
My Theodora, yet awake: *tis I, 8 
Tis pœor Amyntor calls thee! At that name, 


That potent name, her ſpirit from the verge 


Of death recall'd, ſte trembling rais'd her eyes; 
Trembling, his neck with cager graſp entwin'd, 
Ard murmurꝰd out his name: then ſunk again; 


Then ſwoonꝰ' d upon his boſom, through exceſs 
Of hlifs unhopꝰd, too mighty for her frame. 
The roſe- bud thus, that to the beam ſcrene 


| Of morning glad unfolds her tender charme, 425 
Shrinks and expires beneath the noon=day blaze. 


Moments of dread fuſpenſe—but ſoon to ceaſe! 


For now while cn her face theſe men unknown 


The ſtream, with cool aſperſion, buſy caſt, 
His eyes beheld, with wonder and amaze, 420 


Pehcl in them his friends! th? adventurous fw, 


Wha hore her to the ikiff, whoſe daring fi ill 


Hod fav*d her from the deep! As oer her cheek, | 


Rekinding life, like morn, its light difius'd 
; Iiz | 


Jn dawning purple 
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3 from their lips he learn d, Around with ſoſtening aſpe® feem'd to ſmile ; 


How to yon iſle, yon round of moſs-clad hills, And heaven, approviag luok'd delighted down. 


Borea nam'd, before the tempeſt horne, 


Nor theirs alone this bliis ul hour: the joy 500 


_ Theſe iſlanders, thrice three, then priſon'd there, ; With inftant flow, from ſhove to ſhore alcng 


(So heaven orduin'd) with utmolt peril run, 


With toil invincible, from ſhelve and rock . 440 


Their boat preferv'd, aud to this happy coatt 
Its pro directed ſafe Ele heard no more: 
The reſt already known, his every ſenſe, 

His full collected ſoul, on her alone 


This voice, as of an angel, pierc'd his ear. 
Amyntor! O my life's recever'd hope! 
My ſouPs deſpair and rapture !—can this be? 
Am I on earth? and theſe arms indeed 
Thy real form enfold? Thou dreadful deep ! 
Ye ſhores unknown! ye wild inpendi::g hills! 
Dare I yet truſt my ſenſe? —O yes, tis he! 
*Tis he himſelf! My eyes, my bounding heart, 
Coufeſs their living lord! What ſhall I ſay ? 
Ec vent the boundleſs tranſport that expands 
My labouring thought? tl? unvtterable bliſs, 456 
Joy, wonder, gratitude, that pain to death 
The breaſt they charm ?—Amyntor, O ſuppert 
This ſwimming brain: I would not now be torn 
Again from life and thee ; nor cauſe thy heart 
A ſecond pang, At this, dilated high 461 
The ſwell of joy, moſt fatal where its force 
Is felt moſt exquiſ te, a timely vent 
Now found, and broke in teuder dews away 
Of heart-relĩeving tears. As ofer its charge, 455 
With ſheltering wing, folicitouſly good. 
The guardian-genivs hovers, fo the youth, 
On her lovd face, aſſiduous and alarm'd, 
In ſilent fondneſs dwelt: while all his foul, 
With trembling tenderneſs of hope and fear 370 
Pleaſingly pain'd, was all employ ' ſor her; | 
The rouz'd emotions warring in her breaſt, 
Attempering, to compoſe, and gradual fit 
For further joy her ſoit impreſſ.ve frame, 


O happy ! though as yet thou know*ft not Half. 
The bliſs that waits thee ! but, thou gentle mia, 


Whole gh is pity, and whoſe ſmile is love, 

For all who joy or forrow, arm thy breatt 

With that beſt temperance, which from ford 
exceſs, | 


When rapturelifts to dangerous height its ber | 


Reflective guards. Know then—aud let calm 
J rand AR pdpp. 431 
On wonder wait —ſaſe reſug'd in this iſie, | 

Thy ged>like father liv-s ! and lo—but curb, 
Re preſs the tranſport that o%erheaves thy heart; 


is he—look yorG:r—he, whoſe reverend fteps | 


The mountain's file deſcend! A'rupt from his 
Her hand ſne drew; and, as on wings upborne, 
Shot or the ſpace between. He ſaw, he knew, 
Aſtoniſh'd knew, before him, on her knce | 
Nie Theodora! T. his arms he raised | 
The loft lov'd fair, and in his boſom preſs cdl. 
ly father {—O my child! at ones they cry'd : 
Nor more, The reit ecſtatic lence ſpoke, 
And Nature from her inmott feat of ſenſe 


* : 


Bevond all utterance mov'd, On this ble ſcere, Tall fck as winkener md wand, by 
#1 4 3 


Where emulous in either boſon ſtrove 493 
Adoring gratitude, earth, ocean, air, on 


Di vfve ran; and all th' exultirg ifle 


About the new-arriv'd was pour'd ab cad, 

T., hape long lot, by miracle regain'd! 
In each plain boſom Love aud Nature wept : 50g 
While eaen a tre, a husband, or a friend, | 


{ Embracing beid and kiſs d = 
Was fix d, was hungenraptur'd, while theſe ſounds, | | | 


| Nr, whilz the ſong, 
THe choral hy mn. in wildly-warbled notes, 


nat Nature dictates when the full heart prompts, 


Beſt harmony, they grateful ſouls effus'd 511 
 Alnd to heaven; Miontauo, reverend Seer, 
(V hoſe ey prophetic far through time's abyſs 


— 


Illumir'd tec) a ſpace abftracted ftond : 

His frame with ſhivery horrer ſtirr'd, his eyes 

From outward vii:on held, and all the man 

| Entraac*d in wender at th unfolding feene, 
On vid air, a- in a mirror ſeen, 8 

Led glowing radia:-t, to his mental fight, 

They fly ! he cry'd, they melt in air away, 
The clouds that long lair Albioan's heaven o'ercaſt! 
With tempeſt delug'd, or with flame devour'd 
Her drooping plains : while dawning roſy round 
A purer morning lights up all her ſb ics! 526 


Immortal William, borne triumphant on, 
From yoader orient, ofer propitious ſcas, 


__ | Whiite with the fail of his uncumber'd fleet, 530 | 


A floating foreſt, firetch?d from ſhore to ſrore! 


| See! with ſpread wings Britannia's ge'.jus Hies, 
Be fore his prow : comma ids the ſpecdivg gales 
| To watt him on and, o'er the heros head, 
Iovreath'd with olive bears the laurel crown, 335 


Blet emlii* m, peace with liberty retior'd! 


| Ard hark! from either {travd, which rations hide, 


To welcome. in true tre:dom's day renew*d 
What thunders of acclaim! Aurelius, man 


Shalt live to hail; fi alt warm the: io his ſhline! 
I ſee thee on the flowery lap diifugs?d 
Of thy low vile, amid a ſmiling race 


From youth to reverend age; the calmer hours 
Of thy lat? day to ſweeten and adorn | 


— — 


Whom all the gods re vert and love, 
| Vas ſent, while man deferv'a their care, 


| On earth to dwell, ai:d goveru there: 


Till tnding earth by heaven unaw'd, 


Aba donirg the guilty crew, 
Back to her native ſky ſue fie. 


"OST 8 _ hed, F#. 


q # 


Could ſhoot its beam, aud there the births of fate, 
| Yet immature a. d in their cauſes hid, 515 


r WW: ad 


*** 8 1 at he dt ˙ A hs. tad - Mito. PI 


He comes, behold! the great deliverer comes! 


By haven belov'd, thou too that ſacred ſun 40 


From this hleſt pair to ſpring: whom equal faith, | 
vnd equal fondneſe, in foit league fall hold 343 


Through lite thy comfort, and in death thy crown, 


| ADDRESSED TO A CERTAIN NOBLE LORD. | 
499 | 42 elde ſt born of Jove, 


re ,j, 0o* 


_ 


MALLET'S POEMS. 


There, ſtation' l in the Virgin-ſgu, 

dhe long has ceus'd on earth to Mine; 

Or if, at times, ſhe deigns a ſmile, 

» [js chief oer Britair.“? favour'd ule, 

For there—her eyes with wonder fx'd ! 

That wonder too with pleaſure miz'd! 

She now beheld, in bloomii.g youth, 

Tia Patron of all worth and truth; 

Not where the virtues moſt reſort, 

On prare ful plains, but in a court! 

Not in a cottage, all-unknown ; 

She found him ſeated on athroae ! 

What {ables paint, what poets ling, 

She fo: net in fi —a Patrict-'Sng! 

Fut ae a light, ſo nobly new, 
Deierv'd, ite thought, a near: r view; 

Io where, by ſlver-Hreaming Thames, 
Aſcends the palace of St. James, 


Switt through ſurrounding ſhades of night, 


The godde1s ſhot her beainy hight. 
She ſtoppꝰd; and the revealing ray 


Blaz*d round her {avouritc, where he lay, i 


In ſweet repoſe : Oer all his face, 0 
Repoſe ſyed ſofter bloom and grace! 


Burt fearcul leit her ſuu- bright glare 


Too ſoon might wake him i. to care, 
(For ſplendid toil; and weary ſtate 
Are every mouarel,*s cavy'd fate) 
The ſtream of circling rays to ſhroud, 
She drrw an i.:terpoi.ng cloud. N 
In all the ſilence of ſurprize, 

She guard him ofer ! She ſaw ariſe, 


| For gods can read the human breaſt, 
Her on ideas there impreſi! | 


And that his plan, to bleſs mankind, 
The plan now brightening in his mind, 
May ftory*s whitett pave adorns 

May ſhire through nations yet unbora, 
dhe calls Urania to ber ad, 
At once the fair ethereal maid, 
Daughter of Memory aud Jove, 


* Deſcending quits her laurebd grove: 


Looſe to the gale her azure robe ; 

Borne, in her left, a ftarry globe, 

VM here each ſoperior ſou of fame 
Will find in ſeribed his dtathleſs name, 
Her ight ſuſtains the immortal lyre, 


I 0 ͤpraiſe due merit, or inſpire. 


Bcehold— Aſtrea thus began 
The friend of virtue and of man! 
Calm reaſon ſee, in early youth! 
See, in a prince, the foul of truth ! 
With love of juttice, tender ſenſe 
Tor ſuffering worth and innocence! 
Who meaus to build his happy reign 
On this bleſt maxim, wiſe and plain— 
Though plain, how ſeldom underſood! 
That, to be great, he muit be good. 
His breaſt is open to your eye; 
Approach, Urania, mark, and try. 
This 100m needs no thought to hide: 
This virtue dares our ſearch abide, = 
The facred fount:i2s to ſecure 


Of juſtice, wadifturl'd and pure 


From hopes or fears, from fraucl or force, 
To ruffie or to ſtain their courſe ; 
| That theſe may flow ſerene and free, 
The law muit independent be: 
| Her minitters, as is my 1.ght, 5 
And mine alone, diſpenſing right; 
On piercing eye, of judgment clear, 
As honour, juſt, as truth, ſincere. 
With temper, firm, with ſpirit, ſage, 
| The Plans fie ds of each future age. 
And this prime bleſſing is to ſpring 
From youth in purple ! from a king! 
Who, true to his imperial truſt, 
His greataeſs founds in being juſt 3 
Prepares, like yon aſcending ſun, 
His glorious race with joy to run, 


And, where his gracious eye appears, 
To blefs the w 


be lights az chears ! 
Such worth with equal voice to {.ng, 

Urania, ſtrille thy boldeft ftrivg ; 

And truth, whoſe voice alone is praiſe, 
That here infpires, ſhall guide the lays, 
Begin ! awake his gentle ear | 
With ſounds that menarchs rarely hear. 
He merits, let him know our love, 


And you record, what I approve. 


| She ended: and the heaven-born maid, 


| With ſoft ſurprize, his form ſurvey'd. 


She ſaw what chaſtity of thought, 
Within his ſtainleſs boſom wrought; = 


| ; Then fix'd on earth her ſober eye, 
: | And, pauſng, offer'd this reply. OP SS 


Nor pomp of ſong, nor paiat of art, 
| Such truths ſhould to the world impart. 
My taſk is but, in ſimple verſe, | 

| Theſe promie*d wonders to rehearſe : 


And when on theſe our verſe we raiſe, 
7 | The plaineſt is the nobleſt praiſe, 

Would ſuch a prince permit my ſt rains? 
' Deſerving, but ſt ill ſhunning famc, 

| The homage due he might diſclaim. 


Yet more; a virtuous doubt remains: 


A prince, who rules, to fave, mankind, 
Ilis praiſe would, in their virtue, find; 
Would deem their ſtrict regard to laws, 
Their faith and worth, his be't applauſe. 


7 hen, Britons, your juſt tribute bring, 
In deeds, to emulate your king; | 


In virtues, to redeem your age | 
From venal views and party-rage, 


Jon his example ſafely reſt ; 


He calls, he courts you to be bleſt; 


| As friends, as brethren, to unite 
In one firm league of juſt and right. 


My part is laſt ; if Britain yet 


A lover boaſts of truth and wit, 
| To him theſe grateful lays to ſend, 


The Mnnarch's and the Muſe's friend; 

| And whoſe fair name, in ſacred rhy mes, 
My voice may give to lateſt times. 
She ſaid; and, after thin' ing cr 
The men in place near balf a ſcore, 

To ttrike at once all ſcandal mute, | 
The goducſ: ſcund, and fix'd on Bus. 
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TO THE 
AUTHOR OF THE PRECEDING POEM. | 
| BY S. J. ESQUIRE. 


Cries Grub, who reads the Advertiſer, 
Here's Truth in Rhyme—a glorious treat! 
It ſurcly muſt abuſe the great ; | 
Perhaps the king ;—without diſpute 
yu ill. all moſt deviliſn hard on Bute, 
Thrice he revi. ws bis parting ſf illing, 
At laft reſolves, though much unwilling, 
To break all rules imbib'd in youth, 
And give it up for Rhyme and Truth: 
He reads —he frowns— Why, what's the matter? 
Damn it—here”s neither ſente, nor ſatyr— 
Here, take it, boy, there's nothing in't: 
Such fellows to pretend to priut ! 

Blame not, good cit, the poet's rhymes, 
The fault's not his, but in the times 
Thc times, in which a monarch reigns, 
Formꝰd to make happy Britain's plains ; 

To ſtop in their de ſtruct ive courſe, 
Domeſtic phrenſy, foreign force, 
| 6 bid war, fact ion, party ceaſe, 

ind blefs the weary*d world with peace. 
The times in which is ſeen, ſtrange fight ! 
A court both virtuous and polite, | 
Where merit beſt can recommend, 

And ſcience finds a conftant friend. 
No then ſhould ſatyr dare to port, 

With ſuch a king, and ſuch a court, 

While Truth looks on with rigid eye, 
Aud tells her, every line 's alye? | 


THE .DISCOV E RY: 


vron READING SOME VERSES, WRITTEN BY 


A YOUNG LADY AT A EOARDING=SCHOOL, 
= SEPTEMBE Ry MyzDCC,LX. : 
A lately ſent to know, 

5 £ he bad any ſons below: 

For, by the traſh he long had ſeen 

In male and female Magazine, 

A hundred quires not worth a groat, 
The race mult be extinct, he thought. 
His meſſenger to court repairs 3 
Walks ſoftly with the croud up ftairs : 
But when he had his errand told, 

The courtiers ſneer'd, both young and old. 
Auguſtus ki it his royal brow, _ 9 

And bade him let Apollo know it, 

That from his infancy till now, 

He lov'd nor poetry nor poet. 

lis next adventure was the Park, 

Vhen it grew ſaſhionably dark : 

There beauties, boobies, ſtrumpets, rakes, 

Tal: much of commerce, whift, and ſtakes ; 

Who tips the wink, who drops the card: 
But not one word «of Verſc or Bard, 


: 


| A POLLO, from the ſouthern ſy, 
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His courier now paſt frowning by : 

Ye modern Durfeys, tell us why. 

Slow, te the city laſt he went : 

There, all was proſe, of cent per ceat. 
There, alley-vmniun, ſcript, and bonus, 
(Latin, for which a Muſe would ſtone us, 
Yet honeft Gideon's claffic itile) » 


Made our poor Nuncio ſtare and ſmile. 


And now the clock had ſtruek eleven: 

The meſſer ger muſt back to heaven; 

But, juſt ag he his wings had ty'd, 1 
Loold up Queen-Square, the North-eaſt fide. 
A blooming creature there he found, 

With pen and ink, and books around, 


Alone, and writing by a taper. : 


He reac! unſeen, then ſtole her paper. 
It much amus'd him on his way; 

And reaching heaven by break of day, 
He ſhew*d Apollo what he ſtole. 

The god perus'd, and lik'd the whole: 


| Then, calling for his pocket-book, 


Some right celeſtial vellum toox; 

And what he with a ſun-beam there 

Writ down, the Muſe thus copies fair: 
« If I no men my ſons muſt call, g 
Here's one fair daughter worth them all: 


Mark then the ſacred words that follow, 
| © Suphia's mine”—ſo fignd 


3 


_ _Avports, 


| wRITTEN FOR, AND GIVEN IN PRINT TO, 


A BEGGAR 


MERCY, heaven's firſt attribute, 


4 VW hoſe care embraces mau and brute ! | 


Behold me, where 7 ſhivering ttand ; 
Bid gentle Pity Hreteh her band 
To want and age, diſeaſe and pain, 

| That all in one fad object reign. 
Still feeling bad, ftill ſearing worſe, 
Exiftence is to me a curſe ; e 
Yet, how to clote this weary eye? 


| By my own hand I dare not die : 


And death, the friend of human woes, 


| Who brings the laſt and ſound repoſe 3 


Death does at dreadful diſtance keep, 


And leaves one wretch to wake and weep! 


REWARD: 
1 VN . 
| APOLLO'S ACKNOWLEDGMENTS re 
WRITTEN IN M.DCC.LVII, 


Oer London lately glanc'd his eye. 
Juſt ſuch a glance our courtiers throw 
At ſuitors whom they ſhun to know : 


The fiage, Apollo's old domain, 
Were his true fons were wont to reign, | 


Or have you mark'd the averted mien, 


The chett erect, the freezing look, RS 


_ C\ouc ac a Aku. aa SR — . W =. 
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ct Bumbo, when a bard is ſeen 


Charg'd with his dedication-book ? = 
But are never in the wrong : 


What then diſpleasꝰd the power of ſong? 

The caſe was this: Where noble arts 
Once flouriſh'd, as our fathers tell us, 

He now can find, for men of parts, | 
None but rich blockheads and mere fellows ; 
Since drums and dice and diſſipation 
Have chac'd all tafte from all the nation. 
For is there, now, one table ſpread, 
Where ſenſ- and ſcience may be fed? 
Where, with a ſmile on every ſace, 
Invited Merit takes his place ? | | 
Theſe thoughts put Phoebus in the fpleen, 
(For gods, lice men, can feel chagrin) 
And leit him on the point to ſhroud 

His head in one eternal cloud; 
When, lo! his all-diſcerning eye 

Chanc'd one remaining friend to ſpy, 
Juſt crept abroad, as is his way, 
To baſk him in the noon-tide ray. 

This Phœbus noting, cali?d aloud 
Io every interpoting chu; | 
And bade their gath rod miſts aſcend, 
That he might warm his good old friend: 
Then, as his chariot roll'd along, 
Tun d to his lyre this grateful ſong. 

« With talents, ſuen as God has given 
To common mortals, ſix in ſeven; : 
Who yet have titles, ribbons, pay, 
And govern whom they ſhould obey; 
With no more frailties than are found 

In thouſand others, count them round; 

With much goou- will, inſtead of parts, 
Expreſsꝰd for artiſts and for arts; 
Who ſmiles, if you have ſmartly ſpoke ; 
Or nods applauſe to his own joke; 

This hearded child, this grey-hair'd boy, 
Still plays with life, as with a toy; 1 
Still keeps amuſement full in view: | 
Wiſe? Now and then hut oftener new; 
His coach, this hour, at Watſon's door; 

The next, in waiting on a whore. 
| When&'er the welcome tidings ran 
Of monſter ſtrange, or ſtranger man, 

A Seliirke from his deſart-iſie, | 

Or Alligator from the Nile; 

He ſaw the monſter in its ſhrine, 


[And had the man, next day, to dine. - 


Or was it an hermaphrodite ? . 
| You found him in a two-fold hurry ; 
Neglect ing, for this he-ſhe-fight, 
The fingle charms of Fanny Murray. 

_ Gathering, from ſuburb aud from eity, 
Who were, who would be, wiſe or witty; 
The full-wigg'd ſons of pills and potions ; | 

ne bags, of mag got and new notions; 
The fage, of microſcopic eye, 
Who reads him lectures on a fly; 
Grave Antiquaries, with their flams; 
And Poets, ſquirting epigrams; 
With ſome few Lords—of thoſe that think, 
And dip, at times, their pen in ink: Ef 
| Nay, Ladies too, of diverle fame, 
ho are, and are not, of the game. 


For he has look'd the world around, 

And pleaſure, in each quarter, found. 

Now young, now old, now grave, now gay, 
He ſinks from life by ſoft decay; | 

And ſees at hand, without attrizht, 

| TI inevitable hour of night.” 

But here, ſome pillar of the ſtate, 

| Whoſe life is one long dull debate; 

Some pedaat of the ſable gown, 


| Who ſpares no failings, but his own, 


Set up at once their deep-mouth*d hollow : 
Is this a ſubje& for Apollo | 
What! can the God of wit and verſe 
Such trifles in our ears rehearſe? 

c Know, puppies, tlus man's eaſy life, 
Serene from cares, unvex'd with ſtrife, 
Was oft employ*d in doing good; | 
A ſcience you ne'er ui.deriiood ; 


And Charity, ye ſons of Pride, 


A multitude of faults will hide. | 
I, at his board, more ſenſe have found, 
Than at a hurdred dinners round, 5 
Taſte, learning, mirth, my weſtern eye 
Could often, there, collected ſpy : 


And I have gore well-pleas'd to bed, 


| Revolving what was ſung or faid, 
c And he, whoentertain'd them all 
With much good liquor, ſtrong and ſmall ; 
With food in plenty, and a w.lcome, 

Which would L-co:1e my Lord of Melcombe *, 


| Whoſe ſoups and ſauces duly feafor, 


Whoſe wit well tin. d, and ſenſe well reaſon'd, 


| | Give Burgundy a brighter ftain, 
And add new flavour to Champagne— 
| Shall this man to the grave deſcend, 


Unown'd, unhorour'd as my friend? 


[| No: by my deity I ſwear, | 
or fall the vow be lot in air; 


While you, aud millions tuch as you, 


I Are ſuch or ever from my view, 


And loft in kindred-darkneſs Ive, 
This good old man ſtall never die: 
No matter where 1 place his name, 


TYBURN: 
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MARINE SOCIETY. 


1 Tr has been, all examples ſhow it, | 


The priv iloge of every poet, 


From ancient down through modern time, 
IJ bid dead matter live in rhyme; : 


With wit enliven ſenſeleſs rock; 
Draw repar tee from wooden blocks 3 
Make buzzards ſenators of note, 


And rooks harangne, that geeſe may vote. 


The ſe moral fictions, firſt defign'd 


| To mend and mortify mankind, 


* This Prem evas certainly written in 1 1 
| + 's Cert: "in 1757 3 but 
| the reader has enly to remember, that Aj olls 2 ter 


Sead of Pret ſecy as well as of retry, Mair, 


_ MALLET'S POEMS. 


* 


Old Fſop, as our ehildren know, 
Taught twice ten hundred years ago. 
His ty, upon the chariot-wheel, 
Could alla ſtateſman's merit feel; 
And, to its own importanc: juſt, 
Exclaim with Buro, What a duit ! 
His borſc-dung, when the flood ran bigh, | 
In Colouꝰs air and accen cry, 
While tumbling down the turbid ſtream, 
Lord love us, how we apple- ſwim! 
Would tire the hearer's patience quite. 
No : what their numbers and their worth, 
How theſe admire, while thoſe hold forth, 
From Hydc-par = on to Clerkenwell, 
Let clubs, let coffee-houſes tell; 
Where England, through the world renown'd, 
In all its wiſdom may be found: 
While I, for ornament and uſe, 
An orat-r of wood produce, 
Why ſhould the gentle reader ſtare? 
Aare wooden orators ſo rare? | 
Saint St-pheu's Chapel, Rufus“ Hall, 
That hears them in the pleader baw], 
That bears the n ia the patriot thunder, | 
Can tell if ſuch things are a wonder, 
So can Saint Dunſtan's in the Weſt, 
When good Romaine harangues his beſt, 
And tells his ftaring coagregation, 
That ſober ſenſe is ſure damnation; 
That Newton's guilt was worſe than treaſon, 
For ufing, what God gave ken, reaſon, 
2 A pox of all this prefacing! *' 
Smart Balbus cries : come, rams the thing: 
That ſuch there are we all a | 
What is this wood ?—Tyburn tree. 


Hear then this revercad oak harangue 3 PO. 


: Who makes men do ſo, ere they hang. 


Patibulum loquitur. 
« Each thing whatever, when — 


— right comnlains, to he reliev d. 


When rogues ſo rai*'d the price cf wheat, | 

That few felks could afford to eat, | 
Juſt as, when doctor's fees run high, 
Fe patients can afford to die) 

The poor durſt into murmurs break ; 
Vor loſers muſt have leave to ſpeak: 
Then, from reproachiag, fell to mawlirg 

Each neight our-rogue they found — 
As theſe again, their knaves and ſetters, 
Dura nc complaints agaiaft their betters 
Whoſe only crime was in defeating 
Their ſcheme of growing rich by cheuti. g: 
So, ſhail not I my wrongs relate, 
An injur'd Miniſter of ſtate? 
The tinifker of care and pain 
May, ſure, with better grace complain, 
Ir reaſons no Its frong and true, 
Ffarine Society, cf you! 
8 YOU, as every carman knows, 

y lateſt aa d rao? fats. ſoes. 
2 property you baſc ly ſical, 
„ hich een a Britiſh oak can fecly 
ech and refent ! what wonder then 

i Tins be 4 lt P Britiſh my 


Whey France, infulticg, durſt invade 


| | Their clenreſt property of trade 
For which both nations, at the * | 


Of that ſupreme tribunal, war, 

To ſhow their reaſons have agreed, 

And lawyers, by ten thouſands, fec'd ; 

Who now, ſor legal quirks and puns, 

| Plcad with the rhetoric of great guns; 
And each his cli-nt's cauſe maintains, 
By knncting out th? opponent's braius : 
| While Enrope all—but we adjourn 

| | This wiſe digreſſion, and return. 

Lour ru es and ſtatutes have undone me: 

My ſureſt cards begin to ſhun me. 

My native ſubjeQs dare rebel, 

' Thoſe who were born for me and hell: 
And, but for you, the ſcoundre}.line 
Had, every mothers ſon, died mine. 
A race unnumderꝰ'd as unknown, 


| Whom town or ſuburb calls her own 3 


Of vagrant love the various ſpawn, 

en rags and flth, from lace and lawn, 
Sons of Fleet-ditch, of bulks, of benches, 
Where peer aud porter meet their wenches, 


| 1 For neither health nor ſtame can wean us, 
From mixing with the midnight Venus. 


| Nor let my cits be here forgot : 

They know to fin, as well as fot. 
When Night demure walks forth, array'd 
In her thin negligee of ſhade, | 
Late riſen from their long re 


+ Of beef and beer, and bawdy -Y 
= | 


Abroad the common- council ſally, 
To poach for game in lane or alley: 
This gets a ſon, whoſe firſt eſſay 8 


Win filch his father's till away; 


A daug: iter that, who may retire, mw 
Some few years hence, with her own fre: 
And, while his hand is in ber placket, 

| The filial virtue picks his pocket, = 


1 E hange- alley too, is grown ſo nice, 
A broker dares refine on vice: 


With lord-Ii e ſcorn of marriage vows, 


m her own arms he cuckolds fpouſe; 
For young ai. l freſh while he w Oo. d with her, | 
His louſe thought glows with Kitty F ier 3 


Or, after nobler quarry running, 


Profanely paints her out a Gunning. 


Now tlie ſe, of each degere and fort, 


| at Wapping dropp'd, perhaps at Court, | 


Pred up for me, to ſwear and lie, 


To laugh at bell, and heaven defy; 
I Theic, Tybhurn's regimental trair, 
I Who riſe their necks to ſpread m- rꝛign, 
From age to age, by right divine, 


| Her2ditary rogues, were mine: 

And each, by diſcipline fevers, 
Improv'd beyond all fame and fear, 
From gwit to guilt advancing daily, 
Ny conf ant friend the good Old- Bailey 
To me made over, late or ſoon; 


I think, at lateſt, once a noon : 


But, by yorr interloping care, 


Not one in ten ſhall be my ſhare. 


Fre tis too late your error ſee, 
Lou foes to Britain, d to me. 


ae ,, , otncjc ow Duo. 


1 ning a. as 


— 
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To me : ag: to the nation; 
I prove it thus by de monſtration. 
Firſt, that there is much good in ill, 
My great apoſtle Mande vile | 
Has made moſt clear. Read, if you pleaſe, 
His moral fable of the bees. | 
Our reverend clergy next will own, 
| Were all men good, their trade were gone; 
That were it not tor uſeful vice, 5 
Their learned paias would bear no price: 
Nay, we ſhould quickly bid defiance 
To their de monſtrated alliance. . 
Next, kingdoms are compos'd, we know, 
Of individuals, jack and Joe. 
Now theſe, our ſovereign lords the rabble, 
For ever prone to growl and ſquabble, 
The monſtrous many-headed beaft, 
Whom we muſt not ofſond, but teaft, 
Like Cerberus, ſhould have their fop : 
And what is that, but truſſing up? 
How happy were their hearts, and gay, 
At each return of hangi: g-day ? 
To fee Page ſwinging they admire. 
Beyond ev'n Madox on his wire! 
No baiting of a bull or bear, | 
To Perry dangling in the air! 
And then, the being drunk a week, 
For joy, ſome Sheppard would not ſqueak ! 
But now that thoſe good times are o'er, 
How will they mutioy and roar ! 
' Your ſcheme abſurd of ſober rules 
Will fink the race of men to mules ; 
For ever drudging, ſweating, broilug, 


5 Far ever for the public toilingg TT 
Hard maſters ! who, juſt when they need em, 


With a few thiſtles deign to feed em, 
Yet more for it 13 ſeldom known 

That fault or folly ſtands alone— _ 
You next debauch their infant-mind 
With fumes of honourable wind : 
Which muſt beget, in heads untry*d, 
That worſt of human vices, pride. 
All who my humble paths forſake, 

Will reckon, each, to be a Blake; 
There, oa the deck, with arms a-kimbo, 
Already ſtruts the future Bembow 3 | 
By you bred up to take delight in 
Noa carthly thing but oaths and fighting. 


; Theſe ſturdy ſons of blood and blows, 


By pulliog Mon eur by the noſe, 
By making kicks and cutis the fa hion, 

Will put all Europe in a pation. 

The graud all ance, now quadruple, , 
Will pay us home, « juſqu? au centuple:?“ 
do the French king was heard to cry— 
And can a king of Frenchmen lie? 

„ Theſe, and more miſelüef ; I ſoreſee 
From fondling brats of baſe degrre. 

As muſtrooms that on dunghills riſs, 

The kindred-werds beneath d-ſpitez 
$0 theſe their fellows will contemn, 
Van, in revenge, will rage at them: 

or, through each rank, what mare offends, 
Than to behold the riſe of friends? | | 

4 when our equals grow too great, 
2 may applaud, but we muſt hate. 


Vor. VII. F 


| They who would grievances 
In all good priicy, no lefs, 
Should ſhew the methods to redreſs. 


| Then, will it be endur'd, when John 
Has put my hempen ribbou on, 

To ſce his ancient meſs-mate (loud, 

By you made turbulent and proud, 


| And early taught my tree to bilk, 


Yet, one more mournful caſe to put; 
A hundred mouths at once you ſhut! 
Half Grub-ſtreet, filenc'd in an hour, 
Muſt curſe your interpohug power! 


It my loſt ſons no longer ttcal, 
| What ſon of hers can earn a meal? 


You ruin many a gentle bard, 
Who liv*d by heroes that die hard! 


Their brother-hawkers too! that fung 
Hou great from world to world they ſwung; 


And by fad ſoanets, quaver%d loud, 
Drew tears and hali-pence from the crowd. 
Blind Fielding too—a miſchief on him! 
I with my ſons would meet and ſtone him ! 
Sends his black 1quadrons up and down, 


| Who drive my beſt boys back to tow a. 


They find that travelling now abroad, 
To eaſe rich raſcals on the road, 
Is grown a calling much unſafe ; 


That thgre are ſurer ways by half, 


To which they have their equal claim, 
Of earning daily food and fame: 


| So down, at home, they fit, andthink 


How beſt to rob, with pen and ink. 
Hence, red-hot letters and eſſays, 


| By the John Lilburn of theſe days; 


Who guards his want of ſhame and ſenſe, 


Wich thield of ſevenfold impudence. 


nce cards on Pelham, cards on Pitt, 
With much abuſe and little wit. 3 


| Hence libels againſt Hardwicke penn'd, 
That only hurt when they commend : 


Hence oft aſcrib'd to Fox, at leaſt 


All that defames his name-ſake beaſt, 


Hence Cloacina hourly views 


| Unnumber'd labours of the Muſe, | 
| That fink, where myriads weat before, 


And ſleep within the chaos hoar : 5 
While her brown daughters, under ground, 


Are fed with polities profound. 
| Each eager hand a fragment ſnaps, 


More excrement than what it wraps. 
Theſe, fingly, contributions raiſe, 


| of cafual pudding and of praiſe, 
| Orhers again, who form a gang, 


Yet take due meaſures not to hang, 


nin magazines their forces join, 


By legal methods to purloin . 


| Whoſe weekly, or whoſe monthly, ſeat is 
{| Firſt to decry, then ſteal, your treat ſe. 


So rogues in France perform their job; 
Aſſaſſinating, ere they rob. | 
But, this lang narrative to cloſe : 


expoſe, 


If commerce, fi:king in one ſcale, 
By fraud or hazard comes to fail: 


| | The taſi: i= next, all ſtateſmen know it, 


i re Und another where to throw it, 


8 * 
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That, rifing there in due degree, 

The public may no loſer be. 

Thus baving beard how you invade, 

Aud, in one way, deſtroy my trade; 

That we at la!t may part good friends, 
Heac how you ſtill may make amends. 

O ſearch this finful town with care . 

What numbers, duly mine, are there 
The full- fed herd of money jobbers, 

Jews, Chriſtians, rogues alike and robbers! | 
Who riot on the poor man's toils, 


And fatten by a nations ſpoils! [ 


The crowd of little knaves in place 

Our age's envy and diſgrace. 

Secret and ſnug, by d. aily Realth, 

The buſy vermin pick up wealth: 

Then, without birth, control the great! ! 

Then, without talents, rule the fats ! 
Some ladies 5 ſome there are, 
With ſhame and decency at war; 
Who, on a ground of pal- thre? core, 

Still ſpread the roſe of twenty-tour, 
And bid a nut-brown boſom glow 
With purer white than lilies know : | | 
Who into vice intrepid ruſh . 
Put modeſt whoring to the bluſh 3 ; 
And with more front engage a trooper 
Than Jenny Jones, or Lucy Cooper. 
Send me each miſchief- ma ing nibbler z 


Tris equal, ſenator or ſcribbler : 5 


Who, on the ſelf- ſame ſpot of ground, 
The ſelf-ſa ne hearers ſtar ing round, 
Ab jure and join with, praiſe aud bla me, 
Both men and meaſures, Hill the ſame. 
Or ſerve our toes with all their might, 
By provivg Briton* dare not ncht: | 
Slim, im, tedling, futile clves, 
They paint the nation from themſelves ; 
_ Lefs aiming to be wife thin witty, 
And mighty pert, and mighty prettv 
Bend me each ſtring—fave green and blue 
Theſe, brother Tower-hiſl, wait for you. 
But, Lollins, be rot in the ſpleen; 
Ti- only Arthur's Knights] wean 
Not thoſe of old renow ud in fable, 
Nor of the round, but gaming tal. le; 
Who, every night, the waitey- fag, | 
Break every law they make hy Cay 3 
Plunge deep our youth in all the vice 
| Attendant upon drink and dice, 
And, mixing in nacturral ba:tles, 

5 8 each other's goods a , chatte!s ; 
While from the mouth of magic box, 
With curſes dire ard drendful Lnocks, 
They fling whole tenements away, 
_ o_ time, health, fame—yet call it play! 

Till, by advice of Tpecial | friend, 
The titled dupe a harper ends : 
Or, if ſome drop of noble blood 
Remains, not quite def bd to mud, 
The wretch, unpityd ard alone, 
Leaps heaellen g to tlie World unknewn ! 


POEMS. 


| SE: PHE -Re 
OR 


THE STRATAGEM. 


* cc Fgregiom vero huudem et ſpolia ampla refrtic, 


Una dola Divũ fi Focmiua victa duorum ei» 
Vins. 

| — —— 
6 ARGUMENT. 


4 certain young lacy was ſur| rized, en herſebach, 
Ex a violert ier u of wind and rain from the South. 


1 —-— 


61 ttatel;, | 


T's 
gol, in whoſe gay train appear 


Z Thoſe gales that wake the purple year; 
| Who lights up health and bloom and grace 
In Nature's, and in Mira's face; 


To ſpeak more plain, the weſtern wind, 


ad ſeen this brighte!t of her kind: 
Had ſeen her oft with freſh f urprizc ! 


And ever with de{ring eyes! 

Much, by her ſhape, her look, her air, 
 Diſtinguiſh'd from the vulgar fair; 
More, by the meaning ſoul that ſꝶ ines 


| Through all her charms, and all refines. 


Born to command, yet turn'd to pleaſe, 
Her form is dignity, with caſe : 

Then —ſuch a hand, and ſuch an arm, 
As age or impoter.ce might warm! 


Juſt ſuch a leg too, Zephir knowe, 


The Medicean Venus ft.ows ! 

So ſar he ſees 3, fo far admires. H 
Fach charm is fewel to his fres; 
But other charms, and thoſe of price, 


- | That form the bounds of Paradice, 


Can thoſe an ecval praiſe cemmand ; 


All ur by Nature's fine hand? 


ö 


is all the conſecrated ground 3 
| With plumpneſs, frm, with ſmoothneſs, round? 


The world, but once, one Zeuxis aw, 


A faultleſs form who dar'd to draw : 


And then, that all might perfect be, 


I All rounded off in due degree, 


To furniſh out the matchleſs piece, 


| Vere rified half the tonſts of Greece. 


"was Pitt's white neck, *twas Delia's thigh, 
"Twas Waldegrave's ſwectiy-brilliant eye; 
Twa gentle Pembrohe's eaſe and giace, 


| And Pervey lent her maiden-face, 
Eut dares he hope, on Eritith ground, 
| That theſe may all, in one, be foun'l? 
_ | Thefe ehie lx that ſtill un his eye? 
| | He knows not; but he means to try. 


Aurora riſing, freſh and gay, 
Save promiſe of a golden day. 
Up, with her bſter, Mira roſe, | 
Four hours before our London P-aux 3 
For theſe arc ſtill aſleep and dead, | 
Save Arthur's ſons —nnt yet in bed, 


A rofe, impearPFd with orient dews 


Tad caught the paſſing ſair-one's view 3 
To pluck tue bud he faw her toop, 
And trv'd, behind, to leave her ho:p : 


< 
* 


a 1 -— 1 rr 


e ; witch made her "a unt, cars fre. 


Calls in a Brother of the ſæy, 

The rude South-weſt: whoſe mi 

Is war, mere war, the Ruffian way: | 
A tempeſt-maker by his trade, 
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Then, while — the daiſyꝰd lawn 


gu turn'd, to fecd her mil white fawn, 
Due weſtward as her ſteps ſhe bore, 
Would ſwell her petticoat, before 3 
Wouid ſubtly ſteal his face between, 


o ſee—what never yet was ſeen ! 


« And ſure, to ſau it with his wing, 

% No nine-month ſymptom ere can bring : 

« [1j5 aim 1s but the ny mph to pleaſe, 

« W ha daily court: his cooliag breeze,” 
But liſten, fond bolieving Nraid! 

When Love, foft traiter, would perſuade, 

With all the moving fil] and grace 

Of pratti:%d paſſion in his face, 


Dread his api ꝛranch, qiitruſt your power 


For oh! there is one mepherdꝰs hour: 
And though he long, his aim to cover, 


May, with the friend, diſguiſe the lover, 


Tae ſenſe, or nonſenſe, of his wooing 
Wiil but adore you into ruin, 
But, for thoſe buttertlies, the beaux, 


| © Who buzaround in finſel-row's 5, 


Shale, ſhake them off, with quick diſdain : 
Where inſets ſettle, they will ſtain. 
Thus, Zephir oft the nymph aflail'd. 
As oft his little arts had fail'd ; 


The folds of fk, the ribs of what, 


Reſiſted ſtill his feeble gale. 


3 With theſe repulſes vex'd at beart, | 


Poor Zephir has recourſe to art: 
Aud his own weakneſs to ſupply, 


ndeſt play 


Who knows to raviſh, not perſuade. 
The terms of their aerial league, 5 


How fir ſt to harraſs and fatigue, 


Then, found on ſome remoter plain, 


To ply her cloſe with wind and raia; 
Theſe terms, writ fair, and ſcaPd and figa%d, 


Should Webb or Stukely wich to find, 
Wiſe aatiquaries, who explore 


All that has ever paſo'd—and more: 
Though here too tedious to be told, 
Axe vonder in ſome cloud enrolbd, 


Thoſe floating regiſters in air: 

80 let them mount, and lead them there. 
The grand alliance thus agreed, | 

To iaſtant act ion they procced; 

For *tis in war a maxim known, 

As Pruſſia's monarch well has ſhown, . 


To break, at once upon your foe, 


And ſtrike the fir ſt preventive blow. 


With Toro's lungs, in Toros form, 
Whoſe very how d' ye is a ſtorm, 
Ta: dread South-Wek his part begun, 
Thick clouds extiaguiſting the ſun, 

At his command, from pole to pole 


Dirk ſpreading, oer the fair- one roll; 
Who, preſſing now her favourite ſtecd, 


Adorn'd the pomp the deigns to lead. 


O Mira! to the future blind, 
Ti infidious foe is cloſe behind! 
Guard, guard your treaſure, while you can; 
Val. e this ——— . Mas. 


{ Can Ruſpa, can th? Hungarian — 


Te- lo! PI at bis deg ect 
Ae cloſing round—they burſt! they fall! 
| While at the charmer all-aghait, 


. pours whole winter in a blait : 


Ner cares, in hi, impetuous mood, 

It vatives found:r on the Food ; 

Ii Deital. . coal 8 

As he reſolves to leave the Fair. 

Here, Gods reſemble human breed; 

The world be damn ſo they ſucceed, 
Pale, trembling, from her ſteed the fled, 


[Wich fk, lawn, linen, round her bead; 


| And, to the fawas who fed above, 
TaveiPd the lat rcceefs of love, 


| Each wondering f wn was ſeen to bound, 
Each branchy deer oferleap'd his mound, 
| A ſ'ght'ot that ;equetter'd glade, 


In all its light, io all its ſhade, 


| Whichriſes there for wiſeſt ends, 


To deck the temple it deferds, , 
| Lo! gentle tenants of the grove, 
For what a thouſand heroes ftrove, 
When Europe, Aſa, both in arms, 


{| Difputzd one fair Lady“, charms. 


The war pretended Hela. “s eyes: 

Nut this, believe it, was the prize. 

This rous'd Achilles? mortal ire, 

This ſtrung his Homer*s epic lyre; 

Gave to the world La Mancha's Knight, 

And ftill makes bulls and heroes fight. 
Yet, though the diftant conſcious Mule 


5 | This airy rape delighted views ; 


| Yet ſhe, for honour guides her lays, 
 Enjoyi iag yet, diſdains to praiſe. 

If Frenchmen always fight with odds, 
Are they a pattern for the Gods: 


Vith whom caſt in the Swedes and Empire, 


1 | Can four ſuch powers, who one affail, 


| Deſ:rve our praiſe, ſoul they prevail? 
O n.ighty triumph! high renown ! | 
Two gods have brought one mortal down ; ; 
 Kave club'd their forces in a ſtorm, 

| To {trip one helpl-fs female form ! 


I Strip her ftark naked; yet confeſs, 


Such charms are Beauty's faireft :Ireſs! | 
But, all-inſeaſible to blame, | 
The fi: y-born raviſhers on Faine 
Enclated at the-proſped ſtood, 

| And kid with ra prure W unt they viewed. 


 IShekS#*r too had dme no les: 


Would parſeas here the truth confeſs ; 


] Nay, one briſk peer, yet all-alive, 
Vs d do the ſame, at eighty-fire. 


But how, in colour: ſoftly -bright, | 
3 ſtrey{th ane harmony unite, 


1] Tie vcry duy on oh ici the flect nnder Adairat 


1 e v. r b/oqun i ο Torbay. MALLET. 
1 Inc m102r her dur 2.5 e/t mirata ſu uc. 


1 * H Felt arte Helena rr, „Ee. Hor. 

C Acertty miſcriovers 8 that delig ts much 
FL 3 bleed, of auen there are mary crit reid 
in L gary. MaLLET, 


By Vins 
| 


1 Kksz: 


To paint the limbs, that fairer ſhow 

Than Meſſalinss berrow'd ſnow ; 

— t the roſe, that, through its fade, 

theirs one human eye ſurvey d; 

— ious Phoebus tell me how, 

Would be the genuine draught avow, 

The Muſe, a ſecond Titian then, 

To Fame might conſecrate her pen! 
That Titian, Nature gave of old 

The Queen of Beauty to b-hold, 

Like Mira unadorn*d by dreſs, 

But all compleat in nakedaefs : 

Then bade his ewulating art 

Theſe wonders to the world impart. 

Around the ready Graces ſtand, 

Fach heightening ſtroke, each happy li ine, 

Awakes to life the form divine; 

Till, rais'd and rounded every charm, 

And all with youth immortal warm, 

He ſecs, ſcarce crediting his ayes, | 

He ſees a brighter Venus riſe! 

But, to the gentle Reader's coft, 

His pencil, with his life, was loſt ; 

And Mira mutt contented be, F 

To live by Ramlay aud by me. 


E DWIN AxD EMMA, 


t Mark it, Ceſario, it is true and plain. 
« The ſpinſters and the knitters in the ſun, 
* And the free maid: that * wa 
bones, | 

« Do uſe to chant it. It is y ſooth, 
„ And dallies with the i IUNOCEUCE of love, 
« Like the old age. 

| Sa zer. rusizrs Nicur. 


I. 

N in the windings of a * | 
Faſt by a ſt. eltering wood, | 

The ſafe retreat of health and — 

An humble cottage _ vey 
There benuteous Emma ſiouriſh'd fair, 

Beneath a mother's eye; 

Winſe only with on carth was now | 
To ſee her bleſt, __ _ 

The foſteft bluſh that Nature ſpreads | 
Qare colour to her cheek : | 
Such crient colour ſmiles through heaven, 

When vernal moruin g break, 
Tor let the pride of great- ones * 

This charmer of the plains: 

That ſun, who bids their diamonds blaze, 
To paint our lily — — 


TER hadl ſy e filb'd each 2 with loves 
Each maiden with deſpair ; 

Ard though by all a wonad-r own'd, - 
Yet knew not the Was . 


Of ditfering 
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| | VI. | 
| Till Edwin came, the pride of ſwains, 
A ſou] devoid of art; | 
And from whoſe eye, ſerenely mild, 

Shone forth the feeling heart. 

VII. 

A mutual flame was quickly caught: 
| Was quichly too reveaPd : 


For neither boſom ladg'd a with, 


T hat virtue keeps conceal'd. 

| VIII. 

What happy hours of hiome- felt — 
Did love on both beftow ! | 
But hlifs too mighty long to laſt, 


| Where fortune proves a foe. 
IX. 


33 1 
His Siſter, who, like Envy form'd, 
Like her in miſchief joy'd, 


| To work them harm, with wicked il. 


Each darker art employ'd. 
* 


The Father too, a ſordid man, 
Who love nor pity knew, 


_ | Was all-feeling as the clod, 


From whence his riches grew. 
XI. 


And ſeen it * unmov'd: 
Then with a father's frowa at laſt 
H.d ſternly diſapprov'd. : 
| XII 
10 Edwin's gentle heart, a war 
paſſions frove : 8 
His heart, that durſt not diſobey, 
et could not ecaſe to love. 
35 
 Deny'd her Foht he oft behind 
The ſpreading hawthorn crept, | 
To ſnatch a glance, to mark the ſpot 
Where Emma walk'd and wept. 
| | —_— | 
Oft ton on Stanemore's wintery waſle, : 
Beneath the mon- light ſtade, 


In fighs to pour his ſoften'd ſoul, 


* he * tray d. 
XV. 


m * where health with peauty glow, | 


A deadly pale vercait ; 


ZN $0 tactes the freſſi roſe in its prime, 


Before the northern blaſt, 
| XVI. 


| The parents i with late N 


Hung ober his dying bed; 5 
And weary'd heaven with fruitleſs vows, 
And truitleſs ſorrows ſhed, x 


XVII. 


ſeris pad] he cry*$—but if your fouls 


Sweer mercy yet can move, 


| | Let theſe dim eyes once more behold, 


| What they muſt ever love! 
| XVIII. 


| dhe come enn tuch'd, 


And bath'd with many a tear: 
 Faſt-falling oer the primroſe pale, 
3 e deus Pear. 
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XIX. When his lov'd Child the Roman could not fave, 
But oh ! his ſiſter's — care, Immortal Fully, from an early grave *, 
A cruel ſiſter ſhe! _ | No common torins his home- elt paſſion kept: 
Forbade what Emma came to ſay ; The age, the patriot, in the parent, wept. 
„ My Edwin, live for me And © by grief ally'd, as joinꝰd in fame, 
| XX, The iame thy lols, thy ſorrows are the ſame . 
| Now home ward as ſhe hopeleſs wept She who the Muſes, whom the Loves deplore, 
The church-yard path along, bs  Ev*n the, thy pride and pleaſure, is no more: 
The blaſt blew cold, the dark owl ſereamꝰd | | In bloom ot years, in all her virtue's bloom, 
Her lover's funeral ſong. | Loſt to thy hopes, ald tlent in the tomb, 
935 + « | O ſeaſon mark d by mourning and deſpair, 
Amid the falling gloom of night, | Thy blaſts, how fatal to the Young and Fair? 
Her ſtartling fancy found | For vernal freſhneis, for the bakny breeze, 
In every buſh his hoveriag ſhade, Thy taiuted winds come pregnant with diieaſe: 
His groan in every ſound. 4 | Sicx Nature ſunk before the mortal breath, 
| 8 XXII. | | That _—y 8 and death! 
Alone, appall d, thus had ſhe paſs'd I What funerals has thy crucl ravage ſpread! 
The vitionary vale 28 What eyes have flow'd! what nobl. boſoms bled ! 
When lol the drath-bell ſmote her ear, | Here let Reflection fix her ſober view: | 
| Sad ſounding in the gale ! | O think, who ſuffer, and who ſigh with you. 
1 ne RS | See, rudely ſnatch'd, in all her pride of charms, 
| Juſt then ſhe reach'd, with trembling ſtep, _ | Brigh Granby from a youthtul huſband's arms! 
Her aged mother's door — 25 In climes far diſtant, ſee that huſband mourn; 
He's gone! ſhe cry*d; and I ſhall ſee His arms rever d, his recent laurel torn l 
bat angel-face no more. | Behold again, at Fate's imperious call, 
| XXIV. - | In one dread inſtant blooming Lincoln fall! 
I feel, I feel this breaking heart | See her lov'd Lord with ſpeechleſs anguiſh bend! 
1 Beat high againſt my fide— 3 And, mixing tears with his, thy nobleſt friend, 
From her white arm down ſunk her head; Thy Pelham turn on heaven his ſtreaming eye: 
bhbe ſhivering ſigh'd, and dy'd. 5 4 Again in her, he ſees a brother die | 
e Dy mm | N And he, who long, unihaken and ſerene, 
DW I ad death, in each dire torm of terror, ſeen, 
| Through worlds unknown o'er unknown oceans 
„ | ä | „„ es | 
YE, LET | By love ſubdued, now weeps a conſort loſt : 
3 Now, ſunk to foutue's, all the man appears, 
DF AT H  . I His front de jected, a + his foul in tears! 
VF Vet more: nor t164 the [luie's voice diſdain, 
-,_-- . I Who fondly tries t ſohthe a father's pain— 
3 5 I Let thy calm ey fury; the ſuffering ball: 
LADY ANSO N. | See — Td tire verging to their fall ! 
eo np ok What ipriug had pron. iĩs'd and what autumn yields, 
| ADDRESSED TO BER FATUER, 1761. Tue bread of thouſands, ravith'd irom their fields ! 


dee youth and age, the ig::oble and the great, 


. P Chand with honour, bleſt with length of | Swept to one grave, in „He promiſcuous fate! 


3 days, | | _ | Hear Europe groan ! hear all her nations mourn ! * 

Tuou whom the wiſe revere, the worthy praiſe ; | And be a private wound with patience borne, 

| Juſt guardian of tho e laws thy voice explaia'd, | Thiak too: and reaſon will confirm the thought: 

Aud meriting all titles thou haft gain*d— I Thy cares, for her, are to their period brought. 

Though ſtill the faire from heaven's bounty flow; | Yes, ſhe, fair pattern to a tailing age, m 

For good and great no monarch can bettow : | With wit, chaſti-*, with ſprightly temper, ſage: | 
Yet thus, of health, of fame, of friends pofſeſt, | Whom each endcaring name could recommend, -- 

No fortune, Hardewicke, is fincer2ly bleit. I Whom all became, wife, fiſter, daughter, friend, : 
All human-kind are ſons of forrow born: _ | Unwarp'd by folly, and by vice unttain'd, = 


J.- - ha great muſt ſuffer, and the good muſt mourn. | The prize of virtue has, for ever, gain'd! 

Tor fay, can Wiſdom's ſelf, what late wasthine, | From life eſcap*d, and fafe on that calm ſtore 

Can fortitude, without a ſigh, reſign? | | Where hn and pain and error are no more, 

| Ah, no! when Love, when Reaſon, hand in band, | She now, no change, nor you no fear can feel ; 

f | C'er the cold urn conſenting Mourners ſtand, | Death, to her ſame, has fix'd thy eternal ſeal ! 

| The frmef heart diſſolves to ſoften here: 5 | | | | 

And Piety applauds the falling tear. | * Tellia died abeut the age of tens aud thirty, Se 

Thoſe ſacred drops, by virtuous weakneſs ſhed, | #* celebrate! fer her fit piety; and for having ac 

| Adora the living, while they grace the dead : &:!, te the uſual graces of her ſex, the more ſolid 

| | From Away thought their ſource unblam?d they | accompli//.ments of knowledge and folite letters. | 
8 aw, | | | = MALLleE T, 

By Heaven approv'd, and true to Nature's law. | | 


MALLE 


A FUNERAL HYMN. 


| . T. 
E middnigut ſhade*, o%er Nature 4 
"8 Dumb tence of the drrary hour! 
Tu honour of th' approaching dead, 
Around your awiul terrors pour. 
Ves, pour around, | 
On tin pale ground, 
hong all this deep ſurrounding my 
The ſober thought, — 
The tear untaught, | 
Thoſe mecteſt ä a tomb. 
N | L 
Lo! as the ſurplic'd train draw near 
To this laſt manſion of mankiad, 
The fow fad bell, the fable bier, 
In holy muſings wrap the mind! 
And while their beam, 
MWWith trembling fiream, 
| Attending tapers faintly dart; 
| Each mouldering bone, 
Each ſculptur'd ſtone, | 
Strikes mute — the heart! 
=. 
| Now, let the ſacred n blow, 
With ſolemn pauſe, and founding flow : 
Now, let the voice due meaſure keep, 
In rains that figh, and words that weep ; 
TH all the vocal current blended roll, 
| Not to depreſs, _— ä 


To lift it in the Maker's praiſe, 

Who firſt infornv'd our frame with breath: 
- And, after ſome few ſtormy days, | 
Now, gracious, gives us ofer to 

No King of Fears, 

| In him appears, | 
| Who ſ:uts the ſeene of human woes: 

e Beneath his ſhade 

Secur.ly laid, 

The dead alone find true LOA... 
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T 


Then, while we TIN duſt with "OY 
To One, ſupremely good and wiſe, 
Naiſe hallelujahs! God is juſt, | 
Aad man molt happy, When he dies! . 
His winter paſt, | 

Frlair ſpring at laſt 
** him on her flowery "I 
--_ +. Vc here Pleaſure's roſe © 

| Im mortal blows, 
And fm acd forrow are, no ms. 


To NM IRA. 


| FROM THE COUNTRY. 


T this late Pour, the world lies huſh'd below? | 


Nor is one br:2th of air awake to blow, 
Now wolks mute Midnigut, darkling o'er — 
To Eleſs the cottage, and renew the ſwain. 


plain, 
R-#, and ſoſt-footed Silence, in his train, ſ 
Tut: ali-afleep, me all-awake they find; 

Nor r=ft, nor ſilence, charm the lover's mind. 


« hs 8 POEM S. 
W 12 - torments prove, 

The thou'aad tor ments of divided love: 
The rolling thought, impatient in the breaſt; 
The fluttering with on wing, that will not reſt; 
Deſire, whoſe kindled flames, undying, glow ; 
Knowledge of diſtant bliſs, and preſeat wee; 
Unhuſt'd, unſleeping all, with me they du cll, 
Children of abſence, and of loving well ! 
Theſe pale the cheek, and cloud the chearleſs eye, 
_ Swell the ſwift tear, and heave the frequent ſigh: 
Theſe reach the heart, and bid the health decline; 


| And theſe, O Mira! theſe are truly mine. 
| 


She, whoſe ſweet ſmile would — all the 


grove, 

| | Whoſe mind! is muß, and whoſe looks are love; 
| She, gentle power! victorious ſoſtneſs She, 
Mira, is far from hence, from love, and me; 


| Yet, in my. every thought, her form 1 find, 


Her Jooks, -- world of charms com- 
bin'd ! 
Sweetneſs is hers, and unaffected eaſe ; 


E The native wit, that was not taught to pleaſe. 


| Whatever ſoftly animates the face, 

The cye's attemper'd fire, the winning grace, 
T' unſtudyꝰd ſmile, the bluſh that nature warms, 
And all the graceful negligence of charms ! 

Ha! while I gaze, a thouſand ardours rife 
And my fir'd baſom flaſhes from my eyes, 
Oh! melting mildneſs ! miracle of charms ! 

| Receive my ſoul within thoſe folding arms! 

| On that dear boſom let my wiſhes reit— 

Oh! ſofter than the turtle's downy breaſt! 
And ſee! where Love himſelf is waiting near! 


4 Here let me F 3 


A a DAY. 


' WRITTEN IN 4 STATE OF MELANCHOLY. 


: No, gloomy foul! look out now comes 


thy turn; 


| Wirth thee, behold all ravag'd nature mourn. 


Hail the dim en pire of thy darling night, 


5 That [preads, ſlow-ſhadowing, ober che * | 


light, 


= Look © out, with joy; the Ruler of the day, . 
I Tain, as thy hopes, emits a glimmering ray: 


Already cxiPd to the utmoſt fy, 
Hither, oblique, he turn'd his cleuded eye. 


1101 from the limits of the wintery pole, 
| Menatainous clouds, in rude confuſion, roll: 


Ia diſmal pomp, now, hovering on their way, 
| Toa ſick twilight, they reduce the day. 
And hark! impriſon'd winds, broke looſe, ariſe, | 


And roar their haughty triu mphthrough the kies. 
While the driven clouds, o*crcharg'd with floods 
of rain 
And mingled lightning, burſt upon the plaio. 


Now ſee fad earth—like thine, her alter'd ate, 

| Like thee, ſhe mourns her ſad reverſe of fate! 
Her ſmile, her wanton Jooks—where are they now? 
Faded her face, and wrapt in clouds her brow ! 
No more, th? ungrateiul verdure of the plain; 
| No more, the wenth-crowe's labours ot the n 


Piiturd 2 no 


And ſpread a welcome horror wide around — 

But hark! a ſudden bowl invades my ear! 
Ihe phantoins of the dreadful hour are near. 

Shadows, from each dark cavern, now combine. | 
And ſtalk around, and mix their yells with mine, | 
Stop, flying Time! repoſe thy reſtleſs wing; 
Fix here—nor haſten to reſtore the ſpring : 
Fix'd my ill fate, ſo fix'd let winter be 
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Theſe ſcenes of blifs, no more upbraid my fate, 
Torture my pining thought, and rouze my hate. 
The leaf-clad foreſt, and the tufted grove, 
Erewhile the ſafe retreats of happy love, 

Stript of their houours, naked, now appear; 


This is—my ſoul! the winter of their year! 


The little, noiſy ſongſters of the wing, 
All, £ivering on the bough, forget to fing. 
Hail! reverend Silence ! with thy awſul bro 


Be Muſic's voice, for ever mute us now: 


Let no intruſive — my dead repoſe 
eaſure diſconcert my woes. 
In this —.— cavern, hopeleſs laid, 
Ca the cold cliff, I'll lean my aching head; 
And, pleagd with Winter's waſte, unpuying, fee 
All nature in an agony with me! 


Rough, rugged rocks, wet marſhes, ruin'd tow- | 


ers, 


Bare trees, brown brakes, bleak heaths, and ruſhy 


moors, 


| | 
Dead floods, huge 33 to my pleas'd eyes 


(Now I can ſmile Yin wild diſorder riſe: 
And now, the various dreadfulneſs combin'd, 


Black melancholy comes, to doze my mind. | 
Sec! Nigat's wiſh'd ſhades riſe, ſpreading | 


through the air, 


And the lone, hollow gloom, for me prepare! 


Hail ! ſolitary ruler of the grave. 
Parent of terrors! from thy dreary cave! 
Let thy dumb ſilence midu ght all the ground, 


Let never wanton ſeaſan . at me! 


PROLOGUE 


TO THE 
MASQUE OF BRITANNIA, 


SPOKEN BY MR. GARRICK), K 1755, 1N THE CHA 


_RACTER GF A SAILOR, FUDDLED AND TALK» 
| ING TO HIMSELF, 


| He 8 ſugi , 
« How pleaſant a ſailor's gigs 8 


LL, if thou art, my box, a little mellow 
A failor, half ſeas oer s a pretty fellow ! 


What cheer ho? * Do I carry too much fail? 


* te the fit, 


= No—tight and trim-I ſeud before the gale v 


* Je Hager, ſerwuar.”, ! then Ho gs. 


. Nut ſoftly though—the veſitl feems to heel: 


Steady! my boy—ſke muit not ſhew her keel. 


And now thus ballaſted - hat courſe to ſteer? 


Shall T again to ſea—and bang Mounſeer? 
Cr 'tay on ſtore, and toy with Ball and Su. 


Doſt love em, boy ?—by this right hand, I do! 


A well-rigg* girl i; ſurely moſt inviting : 


Theres nothing better, taith—fſave flip and f — 


ing: 
® Seme of the div: too gere written by hin. 


> 


| For ſhall we ſons of beef and freedom f 

Or lower our flag to ſlavery and ſoup ? 

What! ſhall theie pariy-vous make ſuch a racket, 
And we not lend a hand, to lace their jacket? 
Still ſhall Old England be your Frenchman's butt? 
| Whene'er he ſhutfies, we ſhould always cut. 

n to em, faith—Avaſt—before I gO— 
Have I not promis'd Sall to ſee the ſhow? 
| * Pulls out a fl :y-bill, 
From this fame paper we ſhall under ſtand | 
W "6% to uight—Pl read your printed 

n 
But, firſt refreſh a bit for faith I need i 


J vu ue one Tugar-phum*—and then PI! read it, 


| * T:hes ſome tebarco, | 


He, "eats the play-bill of Zara, 
e was ae that cr. = .. 
At the The-atrs Royal—Drury-Lan -- 5 
will be preſen- ta- ted a Tragedy calle — 
| SARAH. | 
Pm glad tis Sarah Then our Sall may ſee 5 | 


Her nameſake*s Tragedy: and as for me, 

_ | Pll fleep as ſound, as if I were at ſea. 2 
To which will be added —a new Maſque, 

Zounds! why a Maſque? We failors hate kri- 
maces: 

| Above-hoard all, we ſeorn to hide our faces. 

But what is here, ſo very large and plain? 

Bri- ta- nia oh Britania good again 

Huzza, boys! by the Royal — I ſwear, 


Tom Coxen, and the crew, ſhall itrait be there. 
All free-born ſouls muſt take Bri-ta-nia's part, 


And give — with hand and | 


| goin, he Refs. 
| I wiſh you landmen, though, ing of jane your 


tric':s, 


Your factions, parties, and damn*d politics : 3 
And, like us, honeft tars, drink, fight, and ſing! 


5 | True to ER your at and — * 2 


INSCRIPTION FOR A PICTUR RE. 


WH no one talent that deſerves applauſe ; 2 5 
IV Wim no one aRWardnefs that laugatr 5 


draws; 


. | Who thinks not, but juſt echnes what we fy; 
A clock, at morn, wound up, to run a Gar : 


His larum goes in one ſmooth, ſimple ſrai::; ; 
He flops : and then, we wind him vp: again. 
Still hovering round the fair at fitty-torr, 
Unfit to love, unable to give oer; N 
A fle ſh- fly, that jut Hutters on the wing. 
Awake to buz, but not alive to ſtingg; 
Rriſ where he cannct, backward whcr? he car 


| The teszing ghoſt of the departed man. 


J 

| TO A SCOTCH uk, naar sen, 
I. 

bes Thames, along the daifod wg 

His wave, ia lucid mazes, lend, 


Wir 


Silent, FOR ſerenely flowing, 
Wealth on either ſhore beſtow ing: 


There, in a ſafe, though ſmall retreats 
Content and Love have fix'd their ſcat; 
Love, that counts his duty, pleaſure ; 
Content that knows and hugs his — 
II. 
From art, from j 15 ſecure; 
As faith uabland, as friendſhip pure; 
Vain opinion .:obly ſcorning, 
Virtue aiding, life adorning. 
Fair Thames, along thy flo wery fide, 
May thoſe whom truth and reaſon guide, 
All their tender hours improving, : 
Live lire us, belov'd and loving! 


**» 


70 Ms. THOMSON. 


on HIS PUFLISHING THE SECOND — 


OF HIS POEM, CALLED WINTER. 


Cue. D, and inſtructed, by thy powerful | 
ſong, 


I have, unjuit, with-held my thanks too long: 
This debt of gratitude, at length, receive, 
Warmly fincere, tis all thy trirud can give. 
Thy worth new liglits the Poet's darken'd name, | 
And ſhews it, blazing, i in the brighteſt fame. 
h all thy various Winter, full are found 
| Magniticence of thought, and pomp of found, 


Clear depth of ſenſe, expreſſionꝰs heightening 


grace, 
5 And goodneſs eminent in power, and place! 
For this, the wiſe, the knowing few, commend 
With zcalous joy for thou art Virtue's friend: 


8 _Evn age, and truth ſevere, iu reading thee, 
That heaven inſpires the Muſe, convinc'd, agree, 


Thus I dare ſing of mer't, iaintly known, 
 Friendleſs—ſupported by its ſelf alone: 
For thoſe, whoſe aided will could lift thee high, 
— fortune, ſee not with Diſczrument's eye. 
Nor place, nor power, beſitows the fight re find: 
And wealth enlarges not th- narrow mind, | 
How couldꝰſt thouthinkof ſuch, and write ſowell? 
Or hope reward, by daring to -xccll ? 
Unſcilful of the age! untaught to gain 
Thoſe favours, which the fawning baſe obtain! 
A thouſand ſhameful arts, to thee unknown, 
Falſehood, and Flattery, muſt be firft thy own. 
If thy lov'd country lingers in thy _ we 
Thou muſt drive out th? unprofitable gueſt 
Extinguiſn each bright aim, that kindles there, 
And center in thyſelf thy every care. 


But hence that vileneſs—plcas'd to charm man- 


kind, 

Caſt each low thought of iatereſt far behind : 
Neglected iato noble 9 | 
From that worn path, where vulgar Poets ſtray : : 
Inglorious herd! profuſe of venal lays ! 
Aid by the pride deſpis'd, they 1 to praiſe! 
Thou, careleſs of the ſtateſman?s ſmile 
Tread that ſtrait way, that leads to fair renown, 
By virtue guided, and by Glory fir d, 
Aud, by reluctant Envy, flow admir'd, 
de to do well, and in thy boundlæſs mind, 

anbrenee the 7rneral wellare of thy kind: 


1 on 


or irown, | 


MAL LET'S POEMS. 


| Earich them with the trenfures of thy thought, 

| What _— approves, and what the Mule has 
taught 

where thy power fails, unable to go on, 

Ambitious, greatly willtythe good undone. 

80 ſha.l thy name, through ages, brightening ſhine, 

And diſtant praiſe, from worth unborn, be thine ; 


| So ſhalt thou, happy! merit heaven's r gard, 


And find r * 
| WILLIAM AND MARGARET, 


I. 
AS at the filent, ſolemn hour, 
| When night and morning meet; 
In glided Margaret's grimly ghoſt, 
And ttood at William's feet. : 
II. 


| B April-morn, 


Chd in a wimery cloud; 
And clay-cold was her 1 ly-hand, 
That held her fable ſhroud, VEL, 
= | 
So ſhall the faireſt face appear, 
| When youth and years are flown : 
Such is the robe that kings muſt wear, 

W hen death has reft their crown. 

IV. 


| Her bloom was lite the ſpringing flower, 


That ſips the ſlver dew ; 
The roſe was buddcd in ber cheek, 
Juſt opening to the view, 
V. 


| But Love had, be the conturwarms, 


Conſum'd her carly prime: 
The roſe grew pale, and left her cheek; 
She dy d before her time. 5 
VI. 


| | Awake! ſhe cry%a, thy true-love calls, 


Come from her midnight-grave ; 
Now let thy pity hear the waid, 
| Thy love refus'd to fave, 
| VII. | 
This is the dumb and dreary hour, 
When injur'd ghoſts complain; 


| When yawning graves give up their dead, 


5 To baunt the faithleſs ſwain. 
i . | 
Bethink thee, William, of thy fault, . 


| Thy pledge and broken oath ! 


And give me back my maiden-1ow, 
And give me back my 8 


|. IX. 


Why did you promiſe love to me, 
And not that promiſe keep? _ 
Why did you ſwear my eyes were be iht, 


Vet leave thoſe eyes to weep? ? 
3 3 | 


How could you ſay my tace was fair, 
And yet that face forſake ? 
| How could you win my virgin-heart, 
Yet leave that heart to break? 
: « THONG | 
Why did you ſay, my lip was fweet, ; 


| And made the ſcarlet pale? 


And why did I, young witk-!s maid ! 


Believe the N tale ? 


AKENSIDE 


_—  * 

That face, ala: ! no more is fair, 

Thoſe lips no longer red: _ 
Dark are my eyes, ww elos' d in death, 

Aud every charm is fled. * 

| XIII. 
The hungry worm my ſiſter is; 

This windi.:g-ſheet I wear; 
And cold and weary laſts our night, 

Till that lat mora appear. 
| | XIV. os 
But, hark! the cock has warn'd me hence 3 
A long and late adieu! DE. 

Come, ſce, falſe man, how low ſhe lies, 
Who dy'd for love 1 


5 The lark ſung loud 3 the moruing ſmil'd, 


With beams of roſy red; e 
pale William quat* in every limb, 
And raving left his bell 

. 
He hy'd him to the fatal place 
Where Margaret's body lay; 155 
And ftretch'd him on the green-graſs turf, 
That wrap'd her breathleſs clay. 5 
XVI. 3 
And thrice he call'd on Margaret's name, 
And thrice he wept full ſore N | 
Then laid his cheek to her cold grave, 
And word ſpoxe never more! 


ON MR. AtKMAN, AND HIS ONLY SON; WHO 
WERE BOTH INTERRED IN THE SAME 
—— „ 
TEAR tothe wiſe and good, difprais'dby none, 
Here ſleep in peace the father and the ſon : 


By virtue, as by nature, cloſe ally'd, 95 | 


The painter“, Penius, but without the pride; 
| Worth unambitious, wit afraid to ſhine, 
|  Honowr's clear light, and Frizndihip's warmth 


| 
1 
3 


AKENSIDE'S 


THE PLEASURES OF 


s POEMS. 


The fon, fair-riſing, knew too ſhort a date 3 
| But oh! how more ſevere the parents fate ! 
Ne ſaw him torn, untimely, from his fide, 
Felt all a father's anguiſh, wept and dy d 


EPITAPH 
YOUNG LADY. 
humble grave though no proud ſtrue- 


| tures grac?, | | 
| Yet Truth and Goodneſs ſanctify the place: 


22 


Il ret blameleſs Virtue that adorn'd thy bloom, 
| Lainented maid! now we 


upon thy tomb. 
0 ſcapꝰd from life ! G ſafe on that calm ſhore, 

| Where fn, and pain, and paſſion are no more! 
13 ne ver wealth could buy, nor power decree, 
Regard and Pity, wait fincere on thee: 

Lo! ſoft Remembrance drops a pious tear: 

And holy Friendſhip ftands a mourner here. 


S O NG. 
T0 4 scoren runs. 
THE BIRKS * ENDE RMA. 


ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring, 
| Invite h tuneful birds to fing 8 | 
And while they warble from each ſpray, 
Lore melts the univerſal hy. a 
Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 
Lite them improve the hour that flies; 
And, in ſoft raptures, waſte 'the day, 
Among the ſhades of ——— 
| 5 IL 
| For ſoon the winter of the year, 
And age, life's winter, will appear : 
At this, thy living bloom muſt fade; 
As that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade. 
Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er ; 
The feather'd ſangſters love no moro: 
And when they droop, and we decay, 
I Adicu the ſhades of Endermay! © 


OEMS. 


THE IMAGINATION. 


” 


ore oz „„ THE GENERAL ARGUMENT, „„ % E En. 
THE fleuſures of the imaginaticn proceed either from natural obje&s, as from a flenriſhing grove, a char 
and murmuring fountain, a calm ſea by men light; er from wor ks of art, ſuch as a noble ce, a 
muſical tune, a otuty a pictures, a fi. Intreating of theſe pleaſures, we n uſt begin with the ferner 
claſs, they being original to the other; and nothi ng more being neceſſary, in order te ex; lain them, than 
4 ec of cur natural irclivation towar greatneſs and beauty, and of thoſe ap'eerarces, in the evorld 


around us, to which. that inclinatten is ad. pted. 


But the pleaſures which we rc ei ve from the elegant arts, from gue, 


[his is t'e ſubject of the fir; book of te folloxuinr poem 
cult ture, fainting, nd feetry, are 


much more various and complicated, Ir them (beſides preatneſs and beauty, or forms pro; er to the inagi- 
natzon) ave find interwoven frequert repreſentat ors of truth, of wi#tue un vice, of circumſlincer treſ er 


Lo move us qvith laughter, or to excite in us it, 


fe r, and the other ., on - T'eſe nuorul and intel> 


| leflual object - are deſcribed in the ſecond beck; te which the third f reperly belongs as an epiſeie, though 


foo large to huve been incluiled in it. 


Viti the above-mentioned cauſes of pleaſure, evhich are univerſal in the ceurle of lumen life, and aptertain_ 
te un higher fculties, many others do gererally concur, more li mitei in thetr eperaticn, er ef an 


wigin: ſuck are the noveli 'y of oljecte, the ajſeciution of ideat, 


| inf-rior 
afſefiors of the berlily ſerſe:, influences 


of education, national habits, and the like, To il/u"rute theſe, and ferm the whole te deter mine the 
Ghar :bter of a fer fed? taſte, is the argument of the feurth book, | 


Vor. VII. 


| * L 1 


5 Attracts the ſenſe of mortals; how the miad 


222 


Hither ts the pleuſurer of the imagination Felang bet 


ticulay men wv ofe imagin:tfon is endowed with 


AKENSIDE'S POEMS. 


e human [ſpecies in gereral, But there ave certate 
{00ers and ſuſceptible of pleaſurer, which the gere- 


rality of mankind neter farticipatey eſe ure the men of genius, deſlined by nature to excel in ere er 
other of the arts already mentioned, It is profeſe 4 therefore, in the li place, is velineate thut gen 
vlc in ſeme degree appears common to them «ll ʒ yet Hin a mere pe. ultar corner ation ef tæet/y: inf 
muck as pretyy ir the e extenſive of theſe arts, the moſt philefaphicul, and the mot u eful, 


| BOOK THE FIRST, 
___ MDCCLVIL 


THE fubje3 jre ſed, Delication. The ar of 
the Supreme being), the excinflars of all things. 


== By the light glances of her magic eye, + | 


She blends and fhifts at will through countl:ſs 
forms, | 


Her wild creation. Goddef: of the Iyre 35 


Whoſe awful tones controul the moving ſphere, 


The variety of cenſiitution in the minds of men; 
evith tts final cauſe, Tie general charatler of a 
| fine imagination, All the immelli ute len ſures of 
the human imagination racbed eiti.er from great- 
| reſo or beauty in external abjetts, The pleaſure 


{ Wilt thou, eternal Harmony deſcend, 


And join this happy traia ? for with thee comes, 
The guide, the guardian of their myitic rites, 


Wiſe Order: aud, where Order deigns to come, 40 


| Her fiſter, Liberty, will wot be fur. 


. from greatneſs 3 with its {nal cnuſe. Ihe nut u. De preſent all ye Gerii, who conduct 


ral conneflin of beauty with * truth and 
good, The different orders of beauty in different 
 «bjatts, The infinite and all=:ompretending ferm of 
beauty, which belongs te the divine mird, Ie 


Partial and artificial forms of beazty, which be- 


long to inferior intellectual beirgs, The origin 
and general conduct of beauty in man, Nie ſuber- 

dinition of local beauties to the beauty of the uni- 
rer ſe. Cancluſſan. | 


WT what inchantment nature's good!y 


ſcene 


For its own eye doth objects nobler ſtill 

| "are; how men by various le ſſons learn 

To judge of beauty's praiſe; what raptures fill 5 

The breaft with fancy's native arts iadow'd —_ 

And what true culture guides it to renown; | 

My verſe unfolds. Ye gods, or godlike powers 
| Ye guardians of th. ſacred talk, attend 
Propitious. Hand in hand around your bard 10 
Move in maſeſtie meaſures, leading on 85 
His doubtful ſtep through many a ſolemn path | 
Conſcious of ſecrets which to human fght 
Le only can reveal. Be great in him: 

Aud let your favour male him wiſe ta ſpeak 15 

Of all your wonderous empire; with a voice 
So temper'd to his theme, that thoſe, who hear, 


| May yield perpetual homage to yourſelves. 2" 


Thou chief, O daughter of eternal Love, | 
 Whate'er thy name; or Muſe, or Grace, ador'd 20 
By Grecian prophets; to the ſons of heaven 
Known, while with deep amazement thou doſt 
:; — To ns „ 1 
The perfect council read, the ideas old, 
Of thine omaiſcient ather; known on earth _ 
By the ſtill horror and the blifstiul tear "A 
With which thou ſcizeſt on the ſoul of man; 
Thou chief, Poetic Spirit, from the banks 
Of Avon, whence thy holy fingers cull - 


Of youthful bards the lonely-wandering ep 
| their ear 


The pomp of nature, and before them place 
Tae faireſt, loftieſt countenance of things. 

Xor thou, my Dyſon, to tae lay refuſe 
Thy wonted partial audience, What, though firſt 
In years unſcaſon'd, haply ere the ſports 50 


With many ſplendid proſpects, many charms, 
Allur'd my heart, nor coaſcious whence they 
| ſprung. / | 
Nor heedful of their end? yet ſerious truth 
Her empire oꝰer the calm, ſequei{ter'd theme 55 
Aſſerted ſoon ;, while fallchood”s evil brood, 

Vize and deceitful pleaſure, ſhe at once 
Excluded, and my fancy?s careleſs toil 

Drew to the hctter cauſe, Maturer aid 


| 


The buiy paths, my unaccuitom'd fect 
Preſerviag : nor to truth's recefs divine, 
Through this wide argument's unbeaten ſpace, 
Withholding ſurer guidance : while by turns 


Of ſciences (whom manners and the mind 
Acknowledge) to my true companion?s voice 
Not unattentive, o*er the wintery lamp 


Of popular decrees, in early youth, 
| Not vainly they commit. d. Me they ſent 
To wait on pain; and {lent arts to urge, 


Inglorious: not ignoble; if my cares, 5 


To fuch as languith on a grievous bed, 
Eaſe and the ſweet forgetfulneſs of ill 


| Conciliate : nor delightleſs ; if the Mute, 


Her 6 ades to viſ.t aud to taſte her ſpringe, 


| If ſome diſtinguiſſil hours the bounteous Muſe 


Freſh flowers and deus to ſprinkl: oni turf 
Where Shakeſpeare lies, bz preſent, And with 
.. . thee 9 5 | 30 
Lot Fig ion come; on her acrial wings 


Weafting ten thouſand colours; which in ſport 


* Truth is here taten, not in a logical, but in a 


mixed and torular ſenſe, or for ct has been called 
tletruth of things * deneting as cell their nitural 
and regular condition, as a profer eftimate er udg- 
A 


Can grant to mortals) that my hand thoſe wreaths 
Of fame and honett favor, which the blefs'd 

Wear in Elyſium, and which never felt | 
The breath of envy or malignant tongues, #5 


{ That theſe my hand for thee and for myſelf 
May gather. Meanwhile, O my faithful friend, 

O early choſen, ever found the ſame, 

And truited and belov*d; once more the verſe 
Long deſtinꝰ'd, always obvious to thine car, 92 


Fe” TIER TY #*, EO a 


| New to your ſprings and trades; who touch 
With tiner ſounds, and heighten to their eye 45 


Of childhood yet were oer, the adventurous lay 4 


Thy friendſhip added, in the paths of life, de 


We trac'd the ſages old, or while the queen 65 : 2 


Inelin'd her ſceptre, favouring. Now the fates 
Have other taks impo®d, To thee, my friend, 
The miniſtry of freedom and the faith We 


Impart, and grant (what ſhe and ſhe alone 81 


5 And all the fair variety of things. 


= ſocial life to diTerer:t labours urge _ 
I be active powers of man, with wiſeſt care 
Huath nature on the mull ĩitude of minds 


EX To ſome ſhe taught the fabric of the ſphere, 


And will's quick movement. 


13 Io theſe the-Sire Omnipatent unte ide, 


AKENSIDE'S POEMS. 


Attend, indulgent. So in lateſt years, 
wen time thy head with howours ſhall have 
cloath 
Sacred to even virtue, may thy mi.:d, 
Amid the calm revi-w of ſeaſons paſt, 
Fair offices of frien dſhip or kind peace, 95 
Or public zeal, may then thy mind wel. less d 
Recall theſe happy ti udies of our prime, 
From heaven my firaias begin. From heaven 
deſcends 
The fame of genius to the choſen breaft, 
And beauty with poetic wonder join'd. 
And infpiration. Fre the ri:ing-fun 
Shone oer the deep, or' mid the vault of night 
The moon her filr{zr lamp ſuſpended : ere 
The vales with ſprings were water'd, or with 
groves 
©” 6a or pine the ancient hills were cnt ; $ 
Then the great ſpirit, whom his works adore, | 
Within lis own deep eſſence view'd the forms, 
The vins eternal of created this: 
Tue radiant ſun; the moon's nocturnal lamp; 
The mountains and the ſtreams; the ample ſtores 
Or earth, of heaven, of nature. : rom the firſt, 
On tuat full {ſcene his love divine he fix'd 
His admiration. Till, ia time complete, 
V hat he admir'd and lov'd his vital power 
Unfolded int heing. Hence the breath 
Of lite informing each organic frame: 
Heuce the green earth, and ild-reſoùnding waves: 
Hence light and ſhade, alternate; warmthand cold; 
And bright autumnal ſkies, and vernal towers, 


120 | 


— — 


But not alike to every mortal eye 
Is this great ſcene unveild, For while the claims | 


| 15 
_ Imprefs*da various bias; and to ench | 
Decreed its province in the common toil. 


The changeful moon, the circuit of the ſtars, 


Io earch the ſtory of etzraal thought ; 131 
Of ſpace, and time; of fate*s unbroken chain, 
Others by the hand 
She led oer vales and mountains, to explore 
What healiug virtue dwells in every vein 135 
Oft herbs or trees. But ſome to nobler hopes 
Were defliw*d : fomeqgithin a finer mould | 
She wrought, and temper'd with a purer — | 


© 149 
This picture of the world. Through every part 
| They trace the lofty ſcetebes of his hand :; 
In earth or air, the meadow?s flowery ſtore, | 
The racow?s mild radiance, or the virgin's mien 
Dreſs'd in attra*ive ſmiles, they ſee portray-d 145 | 
Is far as mortal eyes the portrait ſcan) _ 
Tivfe lineaments of beauty which delight | 
Tae mind ſupreme. They alſo feel their ſoree, 
Inamor-d: they partake the eternal joy. 


In fuller aſpe ls and with fairer lights, 


100 | 
Of ſacred fountains, of o'erſhadowing groves, 165 
| Whoſe walks with godlike harmony reſou 


Fountains, which H6mer viſits; happy groves, 


So the glad impyl 


Spontaneous muſic 3 ſo doth 
To certain attributes which 
Adapt the finer organs of the | 
ſe of thoſe 


—_ 
red 


155 
(Of form, of colour's — pomp, of fourd 


Mel dious, or of moti--n aptly ſped) 
| Detains the enliven'd ſenſe ; till foon the ſoul 


Feels the deep concord, —— through all 160 
Her functions. Then the charm by fate prepar'd 


Diff uſeth its i chantment. Fancy dreams, 


2 into high diſcourſe with prophets old, 
Aad wandering through Elyfum, fancy dreams 


nd: 


Where Milton dwells. The iatclleQual power, 


On the mind's throne, ſuſpends his graver cares, 


Perſvaded yield: and love and j 
Are waking : love and joy 
An angePs meditation, O! attend, 


And I will 

| | And teach thy ſolitude her voice to hear, 

| Aud point her gracious features to thy view. 

115 
8 | Whate' er of mimic art's refietted _ 

With love and admiration thus inſpi 


And ſmil-s. The paſſions, to divine repoſe 170 
«a Joy alone 


joy, ſuch as await 


Whoe ler thou art whom theſe delights can ni; | 
Whom nature's aſpect, nature's fimple garb, 175 
Can thus command; O! Iiſten to my ſong; n 
1ide thee to her bliſsful walks, 


Know then, whateꝰer of the world's ancient ſtore, 
181 


Attentive fancy, her delighted ſons 
In two illuſtrious orders comprehend, 


Tue golden zones of heaven, To ſome ſhe gave Arn the vat creation ; why impower'd 


For as old Memnon's image long renown'd 1 50 
Through iabliog Egypt, at the genial touch 
ka 5 mor aüag, ſrom its jumoſt frame ſent 8 


— —-¼— — 


Selſ-taught. From him whoſe ruftic toil the Lark 
Cheers u arbling, tothe bard whoſe daring thoughts 
Range the full orb of being, ftill the form, : 
Which fancy worſtips, cr ſublime or fair 
Her votaries proclaim, I ſee them dawn : 
I fee the radiant viſions where they riſe, 


EN 
Mere lovely than when Lucifer diſplays _ 


| His glittcring ſorcheadthrough the gates of morn, 


To lad the train of Phabus aud the ſpring. 
Say, why was man {o eminently rais*d 
198 
Throug" lite and death to dart his watchſul 395 | 
With thoughts beyor:d the limit of his frame; 


But that the Omnipotent mi ht ſend him * 


In ſight of angels and 2 minds, 

As on an ample theatre to j 

In conte ſt with his equals, Ar ſtall beft 

The tafl: atehie ve, the courſe of noble toils, 
zy wiidom and by mercy Preordain'. |? | 


| Might lend him forth the ſovran good to kms; i 


| To cbac- each meaner purpoſe from his breaſt; 
And through the mitts of paſſion and of ſenſe, 266 : 


1 Andti rough the pelting ftormsof chance and rain, 


To hold ttrait on with enſtant heart and e 'e 

Still x'd upon bis everlaſtirg p alm, | 

The approving ſmile of beaven : Elie wherelane | 
br rns 

In mnrial boſams this unquenched hope, 


210 
That ſeels from day to day ſublimer ends ; 


Happy, though refilefs? Why departs the foul | 


Wide ſrom the track and journey of her times, 
Co graſp the good ſhe knows not? in the feld þ Is 
Of things which may be, ia the ſpacious fel 


of ſeicaoes potent arts, or dreadiul arms, 


411. 


Contented may repo ; when things, which are, 
Pall on her teper, like a twice-told tale: 220 
Her temper, ſtill demanding to be free ; | 
Spuruing the rude control of wilful might; 
Proud of her dangers brav'd, her grief endur'd, 
Her ſtrength ſeverely prov'd? To theſe high aims, 
Which reaſon and affect ion proinpt in man, 23; 
Not adverſe nor u apt hath nature framꝰd 
His bold i:.2:gination. For, amid | 
The various forms which this full world preſents 
Like rivals to bis choice, what human breaſt 
Der doubts, before the tranſient and minute, 230 
To prize the vaſt, the ſtable, the ſublime.? 
Who, that from heights aZrial ſends his eye 
Around a wild horizon, and ſurveys 


FTbrough mountains, plains, thrqigh ſpacious 
cities old, | Ca, 
Aud regions dark with woods ; will turn away 
To mark the path of ſome penutious rill 236 
Which murmureth at his feet? Where does the ſou] 
Conſent her ſoaring fancy to reſtrain x 
Which bears her up, a+ on an eagle? wings, 240 
Deſtinꝰd tor highgt heaven 8 or which of fates 
Tremendous barriers hall confine her flight 
To any humbler quarry ? The rich earth 
Cannot detain her; nor the ambient air 
With all its changes, For a while with joy 245 
She hovers o'er the fun, and views the ſmall 
Attendant orbs, beneath his ſacred beam, 5 
Emerging ſrom the deep, like clufter'd iſtes 
Whole rocky ſhores to the glad failor's eye 
Reßzect the gleams of morning. for a while 250 
Wich pride the ſees his rm, paternal fway = 
Bend the reluctant planets to move each 
Round its perpetual year. But ſoon ſhe quits 
That proſpect: meditating loſtier views, 
She darts adventurous up the long career 
_ Of Comets; through the conſtellation holds 
Her courſe, and now looks back on all the ſtars 
| Whoſe blended flames as with a milky ſtream 
Part the blue region. Empyrean trads, | 
Where happy ſouls b yond their concave heaven 
Abide, fe then explores, waence purer light 261 
For countl:fs ages travels through the abyſs 
Nor hath in fight of mortals yet arrived, 
Upon the wide creatiou's utmoſt ſi ore 


At length ſre fland:, and the dread ſpace be yond ! 
Contemplates, half-recoiling : natlilefs down 206 


Ihe gloomy void, aftaniſk*%], yet unquell'd, 
She plungeth; down the unfathomable guiph 

Where God alone hath being. There her hopes 

Raſt at the fated goal. For, from the birth 279 
Ot human kind, the Sovereign Maker ſaid 
That not in humble, nor in brief delight, 

Nat in the ficeting echoes of renown, | 
Power's purple robes, nor pleafure's flowery lap, 
The ſoul ſhould find contentment; but, from theſe 

Turning diſdainful to an equal geod, = 276 
Through nature's opening walks inlarge ker aim, 
Tul every bound at length ſhould difappear, 

And inf nite perfed ion fil the ſceue. 

But lo, where beauty, dreſs'd in gentler pomp, 
With comely ſteps advancing, claims the verſe 


Ler charms inſpire, O beauty, ſource of praiſe, 


Thy favourable {aions ; then, while ſcar 
| And doubt are abſent, through wide natures 


Indus or Ganges rolling his broad wave | 


— 
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To raiſe up ſcenes in which her own defres 


Of honour, even to mute and lifelfs things: 

O thou that kinclleſt in cach human heart 

Love, aud the wiſh of poets, when the ir tongue 
Would teach to other hoſoms what ſo char ins 286 
Their own; O child of nature aud the foul, 

In happieſt hour brought forth; the douht:ul garb 
Of words, of earthly language, all too mean, 


Too lowly I account, in which to clothe 
Thy form divine. 
| Beholds; ner half thy brightneſs can reveal 


For thee the mind alone = 


Through thoſe dim organs, whoſe corporeal touch 
C.erſhadoweth thy pure efſeuce, Yet, my Yule, 
If fortune call thee to the taſk, wait thou 29 


bonds | | 
Expatiate with glad ſtep, and choote at will 
Whate*cr bright ſpoils the florid earth contains, 
Whate*cr the waters, or the liquid air, 300 
To manifeſt unblemiſtd b. auty's praiſe, 7 


And vr the breaits of mertals to extend 


Ber gracious empire. Wilt thou to the ifles 
Ath=tic, to the rich Heſperian elime, TE 
Fly in the trait; of Autumn ; and lock on, geg 
Ard learn from him; while, as he roves around, 
Where'er his fingers touch the ſruitiul grove, 
The branches bloom with gold; where*r his foot 


Turving afde their foliage, and come forth 313 
in purple lights, till every hitloc grows 
As with the bluſtes of an evening ſky ? | 
Gr wilt thou that Theflalian lar dſcape trace, 
Where ſow Pereus his clear glai.y tide 


Cf C ſta a d the pathleſs woods unſſ orn 316 


| That wave or huge Jympi.s? Down the ſtream, 


Look how the maunta ins with their double range N 


Imbrace the vale of I' mpe; trom each ide 


Aſceudi..c Feep to heaven, a rocty mound 320 


U 


Cover'd with ivy aud the Javrel boughs - | 


| That crown'd yourg 1 ha bus fer the Python Pain, 


Fair lempe! on whole primroſe banks the morn 
Awoke moft fragrant, and the noon repes'd 
In pomp ot light» and fradows moſt ſublime: 


| Whote Lwue, whoſe glades, exc humax ſoottteps 


A | 5 
|} Fad trac'd an entrance, were the hallou *d hau. t 


Aud leanin g rcus d hung 


Or ſylvan powers immortal; where they fate 


Eſt in the gokler, age, the Nym.phs ad Fauns, 


Bei eatii ſowe arl:or bran" oder the good, 230 
du the inſtruei ive lips 

Of heary Fan, or Oer ſome open dale 

Darc'd in light meaiures to his ſevenfold pipe, 

While Z:phyr's wanton hand along their path 


| Fling ſhowers of painted bloſſoms, ſertile dews, 
And ore perpetual ſpring. But if our taik 


Merc lofty rites. demand, with all good vows 
Then let us haflen to the rural havut © 
Where young Neliſſa dwelis, Nor thou refuſe 


The voice which calls thee from thy lov'd retreat, 105 1 
But hither, gentle maid, thy fœotſte ps turn: 345 


Here, to thy own unc ue ſt ionable the me, 


Impart to me, like morning's wiſhed light 


Seen through the vernal air. By yercer ſtreum 


iair, O graceful, bend thy poliſh*d brow, 
Aſſenting; and the gladneſs of tliy eyes 
245 


Draws ſmooth along, between the winding cliffs 1 


2 


Wat it would then keep filent, and in vain 


Their inuence, unobſcurtd by any cloud 
Of vulgar care, and purer than the band 


Can yicld a moment?:. -2ſpite, hither turn 
Jour {avourable ear, and truſt my wor, 


©, 
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Where beach and elm along the bordering mead 
Sænd forth wild melody from every bough, 
Together let us wander ; where the hills 
(Covered with flceces ts the lowing vale 330 


Reply ; where tidings of content and peace 


Each echo brings. Lo, how the weſtern fun, 
Ye fields and fiood:, oer every living ſoul, 


- DiauC<.th glad repoſe ! There while 1 ſpeak 


Of beauty's hoaours, thou, Melifla, thou 353 
Shalt hearken, not unconſcious. While I tell 
How firſt rom heaven ſhe came. how alter all 
The wor..s of life, the clemental ſcenes, 


The hours, the ſeaſons, ſhe had oit explor'd, | 


At length ber favourite manſon and her throne 
She fix'd ia woman's for:n : what pleaſing ties 
To virtue bind her; what effectual aid 

They lead each other*; power; ard how divine 
Their ur ion, ſhould ſome ambitious maid, | 
To all the inchantment of the Idalian queen, 365 
Adil ſanctity and wiſdom ; while my tongue 
Prolongs the tale, Meliſſa, thou may'ſt feign 
To wonder whence my rapture is inſpir d; 
But ſoon the ſmile which cawns upon thy lip 
Shall tel! it, and the tenderer bloom oer all 370 
That ſoft cheek ſpringing to the marble neck, 
Which bends atide in vain, revealing more 


The ſenſe of praiſe diſſembling. Then my ſong 
Great nature's wianing arts, which thus inform 
With joy and love the rugged breaſt of man, 376 
Should ſound in numbers worthy of ſuch a 
theme: | = 


We alll tat fouls have ever felt the force 


Of thoſe inchanting paſſions, to my lIyre 
Should throng attentiv2, and receive once more 


Of ſcrtune can beftow 3 nor, to confirm 
Their ſway, ſhould awful contemplation ſcorn 


To join his dictates to the genuine firata 3% 
Of pleaſure's tongue ;; nor yet ſhould pleaſure's 


car 


Be much averſe, Ve chiefly, gentle band 
Of youths and virgins, who through many a wiſh 
And many a fond purſuit, a+ iv ſome ſcene 


Of magic bright and fcetiog, are allur'd 390 
By various beauty; if the pleaſing toil 


J do not mean, on ble: Religion's { at 


To dath your ſoothing hopes: I do not mean 


To hi. the jealous thunderer ſ re the heavens, 
Or ſhapes internal rend the groaning earth, | 
And feare you from your joys. My cheartul ſong 
With r appicr omens calls you to the field, 400 
Pleas'd with your generous ardor in the chace, 
And warm like you. Then tell me (for ye know) 
Doth beauty ever deign to dwell where uſe 


Andaptitude are ſtrangers ? is her praiſe 


This pleafing call the herald of a lye, 
To hide the ſame of diſcord and diſcaſe, 
And win each fond admirer into fnarcs, 


Foil'd, baffled? No. With better providence 


The reverence due to this m jeftic pair 

With threats and execration ſtill demands ; : 
I þ Though tae tame wretch, wao aſks of her the 
Preſenting Superitition's gloomy form, 395 | - | 


Confeſs d in aug ht whoſe molt peculiar ends 405 
Are lame and fraitle:s ? or did nature mean 


The general mother, conſcious how infirm 

| Her offspring tread the paths of good and ill, 

Thus, to the choice of eredulous de pre, 

Doth objects the compleateſt of their tribe 

| Diſtinguiſh and commend. Yon flowery bank 
Cloath'd in the ſoft magnificence of ſpring, 416 

| Will not the flocks approve it? will they aſk 

The reedy fen for paſture? That clear rill 


3 Which trickleth murmuring from the moſſy rock, | 


Yiclds it leſs wholeſome beverage to the worn 420 

And thirſty traveller, than the ſtanding pool 

| With muddy weeds o%ergrown ? yon ragged vine 

| Whoſe lean ard ſullen cluſters mourn the rage 
Ot Eurus, will the wine-preſs or the bowl 
Report of her, as of the ſwelling grape 425 
Which glitters through the tendrils, like a gem 
When fir it meets the ſun ? Cr what are all 

The various charms to life and ſenſe adjoin'd ? 

Are they not pledges of a ſtate intire, | 

| Where native order reigns, with every part 430 


4 In health, and every function well perform'd? 


Thus then at firſt was beauty ſent from heaven, 
The lovely miuiſtreſs of truth and good | 
In this dark werld, For truth and good are one; 
And beauty dwells in them, and they in her 435 


Wich like participation. Wherefore then, 
IO ſons of earth, would ye diſſolve the tie ? 


O wherefore with a raſh and greedy aim 
Seek ye to rove through every flatteriug ſcene. 
| Which beauty ſeems to deck, nor once inquire 
Where is the ſuffrage of eternal truth, 440 
Or where the ſeal of undeceitful good, a 
To fave your ſearch from folly? War ting theſe, 
Lo, beauty witkers in your void embrace; 
And with the glittering of an idiot's toy 445 


Did fancy mock your vows, Nor yet let hope, 5 


That kindlieſt inmate of the youthiul breaſt, 


| Be hence appall'd; be turn'd to coward floth 


Sitting in ſilence, with de jected eyes 8 | 
| Incurious aud with folded hands. Far leſs 430 
Let fcor: of wild fantaſtic folly*s dreams N 
Or hatred of the bigot's ſavage pride 
Perſuade you Cer that beuuty, or the love 
Which waits on beauty, may not brook to hear 
The ſacred lore of undeccitful good 45, 
And truth eternal. From the vulgar croud 
Though ſuperſtition, tyranneſs abhorr'd, 


way | | 460 
To their celeftial dwelling, ſhe conſtrains 
To quench or ſet at naught the lamp of God 
Within his frame; through many a chcerleſs wild 
| Though forth ſhe leads him credulous and dark 
And avid with dubious notion; though at length 
Haply ſhe plunge him into cloifter'd cells 
And manſions unrelent ng as the grave 

But void of quiet, there to watch the hours 

Of midnight; there, amid the ſereaming os 
Dire ſong, with ſpectres or with guilty ſhades 470 
To talk of pangs and everlaſting woe 05 
Vet be not ye diſmay*d. A gentler ſlar 


| Przfides o%er your adventure. From the bower 


Where Wiſdom fate with her Athenian ſons, | 
Could but my happy hand intwine a wreath 475 


Of Plato's olive with the Mantuan bay, 

hen (for what need of cruel fear to you, 

To yw waom golelike love can well command? 
nen mould my powerful voice at once difpel 
'T;mnfe monitifFehorrors{ ſhould in words divine 
Relate how favour'd minds Fire you infpir*d, 480 
And uuight th. ir infpiration to conduct 

Puy ruling heaven's decree, through various walks 

And profpetts various, but d-lightful all, 

o opward 3 while now myrtle groves appear, 

Now arms and radiant trophies, now the rods 

Of empire with the curule throne, are cow 

tne domes of contemplation and the Muſe. 

2 +4 by that hope ſublime, whoſe cloudlcfs eye 

2 iy git the far toils aud ornaments of earth 490 

Fifccrns the nobler life reſerv'd for heaveu, 

 Favaur'l alike they worſt-ip round the ſhrine = 
here truth conſpicuous with her ſiſter-twins, 
he undivided partners of her ſway, i 
Vith Good and Beauty reigns. Ol Jet not us 495 

Py Pleaſure's lying blandituments detain'd, 
Cr crouching to the frowns of bigot Rage, 

_ O! Lt not us one moment paule to join | 

That choſen band. And if the gracious power, 
Who tirſt awaken'd my untutor'd long, .500 
Will to my invocation grant ane | 

The tuneful ſpirit, then through all our paths 
Newer {tall the found of this devoted lyre 

Ne wanting; whether on the roſy mcad 

when ſummer ſmiles, to warn the melting heart 
Of luxury's allurement; whether frm 506 
Againſt the torrent and the ftubborn hill 
To urge free virtue's ſteps, and to her ſide 
Summon that ſtrong divinity of foul _ 
Which :onquers chance ard fate; or on the height, 
The goal a god her, hoply to proclaim 511 
Hor triumph; on her brow to place the crown 

- Of uncorruptcd praiſe ; through future worlds 

To fllow her unterminated way, 

And bleſs heaven's image in the heart of man. 315 

duch is the worth of Beauty; ſuch her power, 

So blameleſs, fo rever*'d. It now remains, 
Ju juſt gradation through the various ranks 
Of being, to contemplate how her gifts 
Pit in due meaſure, watchful to attend 
The fieps of rifing nature. Laſt and leaſt, 
In colours mi::gling with a random blaze, _ 
Doth Beauty dwell, Then bigher in the forms. 
Of hiypleſt, exbeft meaſure ; in the bounds = 

Of circle, cube, or ſpher2. The third aſcent 525 
To ſymm try adds colour: thus the pearl 
_ Shines in the corcare of its purple bed, 

And painted ſhells along ſome winding ſhors 
Catch with indented folds the glancing ſun. 

Next, as we riſe, appear the blooming tribes 330 


520 


8 


Which clothe the fragrant earth; which draw 


from her | 2 9 8 
Their own nutrition; which are born and die; 
Vet, in their ſeed, immortal; ſuch the flowers 
Veith which young Maia pays the village- ma: ds 
"That hail her natal morn ; and ſuch the graves 
Which blithe Pomona rears on Vaga's bank, 536 
To feed the bowl of Ariconian ſwains . 
Who -1a'i beneath her branches, Nobler ſtill 
J Ecauty's name where, to the full conſent 
ol members and of features, to the pride 


| 


— 


| Did all her various lineaments begin; 


| Of matter; thee the ſluggi exthand tract 


| And ſancti y the manſon: All her works 
Well pleas d thou didſt behold. The gloomy ſres 


| As feotures well conſentii a, and alike 


In all thy doings ; to 5oferior minds, & 
Thy offspring, and to man, thy youngeſt ſor, Je 
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Cf colour, and the vital change of grow th, 
Lilies holy fame with picreing ſenſe is given, 
While active motion ſpeaks the temperꝰd ſeu}: 
Sa mov the bird of juno: ſo the feed 
With rival ſwittneſs beats the dufiy plain, 
And faituful dogs with eager airs of joy 
Salute their fellows, What ſublimer pomp 
Adorns the ſcat where Virtue dwell on carth, 
And Trutn's eternal dayelight ſhines arc d; 
What palm belongs to man's imperial front, 550 
And woman powerful with becoming imiles, 
Chief of terreftrial ratures; need we now 


Strive to inculcate? Thus hath Beauty there 


Her molt conſpicuous praiſe to Matter lent, 
Where moſt confpicuous through that {} adowy 


| veil | | 555 
Prens forth the bright expreſſion of a mind: 


By ſteps direftiag our inraptur'd ſearch 


To him, tae firſt of minds; the chief, the ſole ; 


| From whom, through this wide, complicated 


world, 


To whom alone, conſenting and intire, 
At ence their mutual influence all diſplay. 


heaven) 


| The living fountains in himſelf contains 


Of beautzous and ſublime, With him inthron'd 
Fre days or years trod their ethereal way, 566 
In his ſupreme intelligence inthrun'd, N 
The queen of love holds her unclouded ſtate, 
Urania. Thee, O Father, this extent 


Of ſ-as, the heavens and heavenly ſplendors feel 
Of thy great eſſence, orth didi thou conduct 
 Gav*it her dominiou to erect her ſeat, 
Of ſtorm or earthquake, and the pureſt light 
Of ſummer ; foit Campania's new- horn ruſe 
| Comcly alike to thy full vif'on ſtand: 

To thy ſurrounding viſion, which unites 


All eff2nces and powers of the great world 
In one ſole order, fair alike they ſtand, 


581 


| Requir?*d hy nature ere ſhe could attain 
Her juſt retemblance to the per ſect ſhape 


I Of uaiverſal beauty, which with thee FT 
| Dreelt from the frſt. Thou alſo, Ancient Mind, 
a. 


Whom love and frce beneicenc? await 


Refuſing no convenient gift nor good; 


7245 


Pervadinę, auickening, mcving. From the deptu 


Eternal Form and there, where Chaos reign'd, 


20 


Be 3 


fle, God moſt high (bear witueſs, carth and 


570 | 


And the flow weed, which pines on Ruſſian hills, 


595 © 


Their eyes didſt open, in this earth, yon heaven, 


Of Beauty to behold. . But not to them 
Didft thou her awrul magnitude reveal 
Such as before thine own unbounded fight 
She ftands (for never ſhall created ſoul 


The fame in ſhape or features didſt thou frame 
Fer image. Meaſuriag well their different 


{ 


ſpheres 


Conceive that object); nor, to all their kinds, G00 


Thoſe ſtarry worlds, the countenance divine 398 


An altar buruing with cternal fire 


AKENSIDE 


Of ſenſe and ation, thy paternal haad 

Hath ſor cach race prepar'd a different teſt ; 

Of Beauty, ud and reverenc'd as their guide 

Mot apt, moſt faithful. Theace inform'd, 2 
ſcan 0 

The obiects that ſurround them; and elect, 

Since tlie great wholediſclaims the ir ſcanty view, 

Each for himſelf ſelects peculiar parts | 

Or nature; what the ſtandard fix d by heaven 619 

Within his breaft approves : acquiring thus 

A partial beauty, Waich becomes his lot; 

A beauty which his eye may comprehend, 

' His hand may copy: leaviag, O ſupreme, 


O thou whom none hath utter*d, leaving all 615 
To thee that infinite, conlummate form, l 


Which tue great powers, the gods around thy 
_ throne 35 

And neareſt to thy counſels, know with thee 

For ever to have been ; but who ſhe is, 

Or what her likeneſs, know not, Man ſurveys 

A narrower {cene, where, by the mix*d ettect 

Of things corporeal on his paſive mind, 

He judgzth what is fair. Corporeal things 

The mind of man impell with various powers, 

And various features to his cye diſcloſe, 625 

The powers which move his ſenſe with ii ſtant joy, 

The teatures which attract his heart to love, 

He marks, combi. es, ropoſits. Other powers 

And features of the {elf-tame thing (unleſs 


8 


The beauteous form, the creature or 17; mind, 1 


Requeſt their cloſe alliauce) he oferton..s 
Forgotten: or with ſelf-beguiling zeal, 
Whene'er his paſſions miagle iu the work, 
Half alters, half difowns, The tribes of men 
Thus from their different functions and the ſhapes 
Fa niliar to their eye, with art obtun, 630 
VUuconſeious of their purpoſe, yet with art 
Obtain the beauty titti.g man to love: | 
Whoſe proud de ſires From nature's homely toil | 
Oft tura away, faſtidious: aſ::ag itil! 649 
His mind's high aid, to puricy the form N 
From matter grols communio : to ſecure 
For ever, fron tae meddling ban of change 
Or rude decay, her features; and to add | 
Whatever ornaments may ſuit her mein, 645 
 Where'er he finds them ſcatter'd through the paths 
Ot nature or of fortune. Then he ſeats | 
The acco:aplith'd image de: p within his breaſt, 
Reviews it, and accounts it good and fair. 


631 


Thus the one beauty of the world intire, 650 | 


The uniĩveriil Venus, far beyoad 
The keeneſt effort of created eyes, „ 
And their moit wide horizon, dwells inthron'd 
ln ancient !lence. At her footſtool ſtands = 

A 
Unſullied, uncouſum'd. Here every hour, 
Here eyery moment, in their turns arrive 
ler offspring; an innumerable band 

Of fitters, com-ly all; but diferiog far 

In age, in ſtature, and expreſſive mien, 669 
More than bright Helen from her new-born babe. 
Io this maternal ſhrine ia turns they come, 

Each with her facred lamp; that from the ſource 
Of living flame, which here immortal flows, 
Their portioas of its luſtre they may draw 665 


| Of grateful admiration ftill reſounds: 


|| As when the great barbaric lord, again 
And yet agam dimiuiſh'd, hid his tace 


* 
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As their great parent's diſcipling requires. 


Then to tiz-ir fe veral manſous they depart, 

In ſtars, in plauets, tarougu the unknowu ſhore 3 
Ok von ethereal occan. Who can toll, 670 
Even on the ſurface of this roliug earth, 

How many make abude ? Tae acids, the groves, 
The winding rivers, and the azure main, 


_— 


| Are render%d ſolemn by their frequent fect, 


Thie rites ſublimc. 
Infor:ns with t' „t pure radiance from the ſlies 


There each her deitin'd 


| Brought down, and ſhines throughout her little 


iphere, | 

Exulting. Strait, as travellers by night 

Furn towards a diuant tame, o ſome fit eye 
Among the various tenants of the ſcene, 629 
| Dilcerus the heaven- born phantom ſeated there, 
Aud owns her charms. Hence the wide univerſe, 
Through all the ſea ons of revolving worlds, 
Bears witneſs with its people, gods and men, 
To Beauty's bliſsful bower, and with the voice 
686 
That voice, to which is Beauty's frame divine 
As is the cunning of the maſter*s hand 
To the ſweet accent of the well-tun'd lyre, 

Genius of ancient Greece, whoſe faithful ſteps 

Have led us to theſe awful ſolitudes ST, 
Of Nature and of Science; aurſe rever'd 
Of generous counſels and heroic deeds ; 
O: let ſome portion of thy matchleſs praiſe 
Dwell in my breaſt, and teach me to adorn 695 
This unattempted theme. Nor be my thoughts 
Pre; umptuous counted, if amid the calm 
Which Heſper ſheds along the vernal heaven, 

It I, from vulgar tuperſticion's walk, : 
| Irmpatieat ſtcal, and from the unicemly rites 508 


% . 


O. tpleadid adulation, to attend 


Vith bymus thy preſence in the ſylvan nale, 
By their malig nat footitzps uuproian'd, 
Come, O renowned power; thy glowin 


N Y mie. 
Such, and io elevated all thy form, _ | 


725 


Among the herd of ſatraps aud of kings; 

And, at the ligntaing of thy ii:ted ſpear, 
Crouclyd like a ſlave, Bring all thy martial ſpoils, 
Thy palms, thy laurel, thy triumphal ſoug-, 


| Thy ſmiling baud ot arts, thy god-like fires 


Of civil wiiciom, thy unconquer'd youth 
After ſome glorious day r:joicing round 1 
Their azw-uretted trophy. Guide my feet + 


3 
Through fair Lyceum's wals, the olive 8 7 


| CE Acadeinus, and the ſacred vale 


Haunted by tteps divine, where once bencath 


| That ever-living plataue's ample boughs _ 
I Mitts, by Socratic iounds detain'd, 


. ; 529 
On his neglected urn attentive la 
| While Boreas, lingering on the neiglihourir g Reep 


With beauteous Crithyia, his love-tale 


| In flentawe ſuſpended. There let me 
With blamel={s hand, from thy 


| unenvious field, 
Tranſplant ſome living bloſſoms, to adorn be 
My native clime ; while, fir beyond the meed 
Or Fancy's toil aipiring, I unlock 

The ſpring of antient Wiidom : while I add 


For days, or months, or ycars; for ages, ſom: ; 


(What cannot be disjoin'd frem Beauty”. praiſe) 


| Greatneſs, or pomp, or ſymmetry of parts? | Condition, as with ſome diviner's tongue, 


Thy name 2nd native deals, thy works belov'd 

And honour'd : while to my compatriot youth 

I point the great example of thy ſans, 
nota e 5 


PLEASURES 
or THE 


IMAGINATION. 


INTRODUCTION to this more 
| of the ſubjett, Of truth and its three ag 
matter of fact, exferimental er ſcientifical truth, 

| (contradiſtinguiſhed from opinion) and nudes fel 

truth: hich la“ is either metaphyſical or geo- 

_ metrical, either purely intelleftual er per fectiy 
 abftrafled, On the of 1 truth 
dependi that of acting with the view of an end; | 
0 circumflance eſſential to virtue. Of virtue 

confidered in the di vi ne mind as a fer pet nal and | 
uni ver ſal beneficence. Of human vis tue, cone 
flered as a ſylem of particular ſentiments and 
ations, ſuitable to the defi of r evidence and 
the condition of man; to dc it conſtitutes the 
3 chief good and the firft beauty. Of vice and its 
origin, Of ridicule: its al rature and 
ju cauſe, C Yhe paſſioms;, particularly of 
"thoſe lich relate to evil, natural or moral, 
and cin are generally accounted painful, 
theugh net always unattended with pleaſure. 


far of beauty and the pleaſing ſorms 
Which man's untutor'd fancy, from the 
| * ſcones 
Imperfect of this ever-changing world, 


_ Creates; and views, inamour*'d, Now my "OR | 


Secverer themes demand: myſterious truth: 5 
And virtue, ſovran good : the ſpells, the trains, 
The progeny of error: the dreadful ſway 
Oft paſſion; and whatever hidden ftores 
From her own lofty deeds and from herſelf 
The mind acquires. Severer argnment : 
Ndt leſs attractive; nor deſerving leſs 

A conſtant ear. For what are all the forms 

_ Fduce'd by fancy from corporeal things, 


Not tending to the heart, ſoon feeble grows, 


15 
As the blunt arrow *gainſ the knotty trunk, 


_ Their impulſe on the ſenſe : while the palPd eye 


 Fxpedts in vain its tribute; atks in vain, 
Where are the ornaments it once admir'd? 
Not fo the moral _— nor the powers 20 
Of paſſion * thought. The ambitious 
mia | 

With objects boundleſs as her own defres | 
(an there converſe: by theſe unfading forms 
Touch'd and awaken'd ftiil, with eager act [25 
he hends egch nerve, and meditates well-plens'd 
Her alta, her god ire fortune. Such the ſcenes 
Now a—eatos cemnd us. May the deſſin'd verſe 


It part | 
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{Maintain its equal tenor, though in tracts 
 Obicure and arducus! May the ſource of Iipht, 
All-preſent, all-ſuffleieut, __ our og 30 


Through every mare: and whom ia childiſn 
years 
From the loud thron the beaten paths of wealth 
And power, thou di apart ſend forth to ſpeak 


In tuneful Words cor ceruing higheſt things, 
Him ſtill do thou, O Father, at thoſe hours 
Of penſive freedom when the human ſoul 
Shuts out the rumour of the world, him ſtill 
Touch thou with ſceret leſſons: call thou back 


33 


[Exch erring thought : and let the yielding 


Fes bis oll boſom, like a ** rin 
Spontaneous from its healthy fountain, flow ! 
But from what name, what favorable ſign, 
What heavenly auſpice, rather ſhall I date 
My perilous excurſion, than from truth, 
That nearett inmate af the human ſoul ; 
Eftrang'd from whom, the countenance divine 
Of man disfigur'd and diſhonour'd ſinks 
Among inferior things? For to the brotes 
Perception and the tranſient boons of ſenſe 

| Hath fate imparted : but to man aJone 

Of ſublunary beings was it given, 

Each Heeting impulſe on the ſenſual powers 
At leĩſure to review 3 with equal eye 

Fo ſcan the paſſon of the — nerve 

Or the va: e object ſtriking: to conduct 
From ſenſe, the portal turbulent and loud, 
Into the mind wide palace one by one 

| The frequent, preſſing, fluctuating forms. 
mv and compare them, Thus the 


40 


zo : 


3 


85 Their birth and fortunes; how allied they 


haunt 

The avenues of ſenſe: what laws direct | 

Their union, and what varicus difcords riſe, 
Or fix*d or caſual ; which when his clear thought 
| Retains and when his faithful words expreſe, 
That living image of the external ſcene, 55 
As in a poliſa'd mirror held to view, 
Is truth: whercer it varies from the ſhape 


And hue of its exemplar, ia that part 


Dim error lurks. Morcover, from without 


= | When oft the ſame ſocicty of forms 
In the ſame order have approactyd his mind, : 
Iſe deigas no more their ſteps with curious heed 


To trace; no more their features or their garb 
He now examines ; but of them and their 3 
. 
 AFrms what heaven in every diſtant place, 
Through evey ſuture ſeaſon, will decree. | 
This too is truth: whereꝰer his prudent lips 
Wait till experience diligent and ſlow 
Has authoriz*d their ſentence, this is truth ; 
A ſecond, higher kind: the parent this 
Of ſcience; or the loſty power herſelf, 
Science herſ: If: on whom the wants and cares 
Ct ſocial life depend; the fubſtitute ts 
Of God's own wiſdom in this toilieme world; 25 
The providence of man. Yet oft in vain, 
To enrn her aid, with fx%d and anxious eye 
Ile looks on rature's ard on fortune?s courſe : 


fo 


co much in vain. Eie Culler viſual rar 


45 . 


gs Peculiar in the realms Or ſpace or time . 5 
Sich is the throae which man for truth amid 
„ 


The ſtillneſs. and the perſe ver ing acts 
Of nature oft elude ; and fortune oft 
With ſtep fantaſtic from the wonted walk 
Turns into mazes dim. His fight is foil'd 3 
And the crude ſentence of his faltering tongue 
1; but opinio:Ys verdict, halt believ'd 95 
And prone to change. Here thou, who feePit 
thine car : * TX | 
Congenial to my lyre's profounder tone, | 
Pauſe, and be 3 * Hitherto the ſtores, 
| Which feed thy mind and excrceife her powers, 
Partat:e the reliſh of their native ſoil, 100 
Their parent earth, But know a nobler dower 
Her fire at death decreed her; purer gifts 
From his owu trealure; forms which never 
dieigu'd | . 
In eyes or ears to dwell, within the ſenſe 
Of carthly organs; but ſublime were plac'd 105 
Ta his eſſential reaſon, Iadi:g there 
That vatt idexl hoſt which all his works 
Through entileſs ages never will revell. 
Thus then indou id, the feeble creature man, 
Tue flave of hunger, and the prey of death, 110 
Even now, even here, in earth's dim priſon 
bound, | 1 
The language of intelligence divine 
Attains: repeating oit concerning one. 
And many, pat and preſent, parts and whole, 
Thoſe ſovran dictates which in fartheſt heaven, 
Where no orb rowls, eternity*s fix'd ear 116 
Hears from cocval truth, when chance nor 
Nature's loud progeny, nor natures ſelf * 
| Pares intermeddle or approach her throne, 
Fre long, oer this corporcal world he learns 120 


To extend her ſway; while calling from the 


deep, Y 

Fram earth and air, thcir multitude untold 

Of t'gures and of motions round his walk, 

Far each wide ſamily ſome fngle birth = 3 

Ne ſets in view, the impartial type of all 125 
Its brethren 3 ſuttcring it to claim, beyond 

Their comma heritage, ao private gift, 


In this dife-rns, his bol.l mnerring tongne 


Proudgunceth of the kindred, without bound, 130 


Wichout condition. Such the riſe of forms 


 Scqueſter'd far from ſenſe and every ſpot 


The paths of mutahility hath built, 
Sccure, unthaken, Hill; aud whence he views, 
In mutter's 
r ny _- 
Ot triangle, or Circle, cube or cone, 

Ipaſſive all; whoſe attributes nor fore 

Nor fate can alter, Tire he firſt conceives 149 
True being, and an intcll-ct wal world = 
The ſame this hour and ever, Thence he deems 


Of his own lit: above the paiuted ſhapes 

That ficeting move oer this terreſtrial ſcene 

Looks up; beyond the adarnantine g2t2s 

Of death expatiates ; as his birthright claims 

Inheritance in all the works of God; 

Prepares for enclleſs im iis plan of lice, 
Vor. VII. 


145 


- mouklering ſtructures, the pure 


— N 


Returns: not where the lion's ſullen roar 


3 D' ſcerns how ſkilfully to bour teous ends 
No proper fortune. Then whate/er his eye 


2 


And counts the univerſe itſelf his home, 

Whence alſo but fro.n truth, the light of 

| minds, 156 
Is human fortune gladden'd with the rays 

Of virtue ? with the moral colours thrown 

Ou every walk of this our ſocial ſcene, 

Adorniug for the eye of gods and men 

The paſlions, action, habitudes of life, 165 

And rendering earth like heaven, a ſacred place 

Where love and praiſe may take delight to dwell? 

Let none with heedleſs tongue from truth disjoin 

The reign of virtue. Ere the day ſpring lou d, 
Like ſiſters link'd in concord's golden chain, 166 

They ftood before the greateternal mind Z 

Their common parent; and by him were both 

Sent f rth among his creatures, hand in hand, 

| Inſeparably join*d : nor eꝰer did truth 

Find an apt ear to liſten to her lore, 165 

Which * not wirtue's voice; nor ſave where 

truth's | 


Majeſtic words are heard and underſtood 


| Doth virtue deign to inhabit. Go, inquire 


Of nature: not among Tartarian rocks, 
Whither the hungry vulture with its prey 170 
At noon reſounds along the lonely banks 
Of ancient Tigris : but her gentler ſcenes, 
The dove-cote and the ſhepherds fold at morn, * 
Conſult; or by a meadows fragrant hedge, 15 
In ſpring-time when the woodlands firſt are 
green, e 
Attend the linnet finging to his mate, 
Couch'd ofer their tender young, To this fo 
Thou doſt not vi-tue*%s honourable name 
Attribute: wherefore, ſave that not one gleam 
Of truth did &er diſcover to themſelves 18x 


2 Their little hearts, or teach them, by the effects 
| | Of that parental love, the love itſelf | 


To judge, and meaſure its offieĩous deeds ? | 
But man, whoſe eyelids truth bas fill with 
- 185 


His wiſe affect ions move; with free accord 


| Adopts their guidance; yields himſelt f:evre 
| To natures prudent impulſe ; and converts 


Inſtinct to duty and to ſacred law. 190 


| man EP 2 by 
| The Almighty Legilator hath explain'd 


The ſprings of action fix'd within his hreaft , 
Hath given him power to ſlacken or reftrain 
| Their effort; and hath ſhewn him how ther 


join 


Their partial movements with the maſter wheel? . 


Of the great world, ax d ſerve that ſacred end 

Which he, the unerring reaſon, keeps in view, 
For (if a mortal tongue may ſpeak of him 

And his dread ways) even as his b1undl-f; eye, 


Connecting every form and every change, 


Ze holds the perfect beauty; ſo his will, 
Through every hour producing go d to all 
The family of creatures, *s itſe}f 


The perſed virtue. Let he gr te I ſwain 224 


Remember this, as oft with joy an | praiſe 


+ Man 
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He looks upon the falling dews which cite 

His lawns with verdurc, and the tender feed 
Nouriſh within his furrows : when between 
Dead ſeas and burning i., where long un- 
mod | 210 
The bark had languiſh*d, now a ruſtling gale 
Lifts o'er the fickle waves her dancing prow, 

Let the glad pilot, buriting ont in thauks, 
Ren.ember this: left blind o'crweening pride = 
Pollute their offerings : leſt their ſclſiſh heart 21 5 
Say to the heavenly ruler, 4 At our call 


« Relents thy power: by us thy arm is mov'd.“ 


Fools! who of God as of each other dcem ; : 
Wno hi yavariable acts deduce 

From ſudden counſels tranſient as the ir own ; 220 
Nor farther of his bounty, than the event 


Which naply meets their loud and eager prayer, 


Acknowledge 3 nor, bey ond the drop minute 
Which haply they have taſted, heed the forrce 
That flows tor all; the fountain of his love 225 
Which, from the ſummit where he fits enthron'd, 


Pours. health and j Joy „ unfailin 8 — So” | 


LILEY C ut 

The ſpacious region flouriſhi:.g in view, 

The goodly work of his eternal day, 5 

His own fair univerſe ; on which alone 230 

His counſels tix, and whence alone his will 

Aſſumes her ſtrong direction. Such is now 

His ſovran pur poſe: ſuch it was before 

All awltitude of years. For his right arm 

Was never idle: his beſtowing love 235 

Knew no beginning; was not as a change 

Of mood that woke at laſt and flarted * 

After a deep and * A 

ef boundlefs ages. No: he now is quod, - 

Nie ever was, The beet ol haary time 2240 
Turough their eternal courſe have travebd oer 


No ſpeechleſs, lifeleſs nr.; but through | 


| Iceues + 
Cheeriul with bounty fill; among a pomp 
Of worlds, for Sladueſs round the Fiaker“ 3 
__ throne | 
Loud-ſnouting, or, in many dialects | 245 | 
Of hope and filial trutt, implorivg there? | 
The fortunes of their people : where fo hd 
Were all the dates of being, ſo diſpos*d 
To every living ſoul of every kind 


The field of motion and the hour of rf, 250 


That each the general happineis might lerve; | 
And by the diſcipline of laws e 
Convinc'd of folly or chaſtiz*d from gu lt, | 
Each might at length be hippy. What re mains 

| Shall be like what is paſsd; but ſairer till, 255 

Aud ſtill increaling in the godlike _— 

Of life ard truth. The ſame patcryal hand, 

From the mute ſhell- ſh gaſping on the it. ore, 

Ty men, to ang: Ie, to celctiial winds, 

Will ever lead tae generations on 260 


Through higher ſcenes of being; wulle, * 0 


ply'd 
From day to day by his enlivening breath 
Inferior orders in ſiicceſtion rite | 
To fil the void below. As flame afcend:, 
As vapours to the earth in ſ.owers return, 263 3 
As the pois*d ocean toward the attract irg woon 
Ly elle, and the ever- liſtening planets charmd 


Ok that maje ſtic ſcene which boundleſs power 


Ny the ſun's call their onu ard pace incline, 

| So all things which have life aſpire to God, 
Exhauſtleſs fount of intellectual day, 255 

Centre of ſouls, Nor doth the maſtering voic: 

| Of nature ccaſe within to prompt aright 


That in their flations all may perfevere 273 
To climb the aſcent of being, and approach 
For ever nearer to the liſe divine, 
But this eterval ſubric was not rais*d 

| For man's inſpection. Thougi to ſome be given 
To catch a tranſent viſionary glimpſe 2L0 
Prepares for perfect goodneſs, yet in vaia 
Would human lite ker faculties expand | 
To imbeoſom ſuch an object. Nor could er 
| Virtue or praiſe have toueli' the hearts of men, 
Had not the ſovran guide, through every tiage 20. 
Of this their various Journey, pointed out 


New hopes, new toils, which to their hum 12 
ſphere 


Of fbght and ſtrength might fuch i . nee hot: : 
| As doth the wide creation to his own. 299 


Hence all the little charitics of life, 

With all their duties : hence tuat favorite palm 
Of human will, when duty is ſuffic'd, 

And ſtill the liberal ſoul in ampler deeds | 
Would manifeſt herſelf; that ſacred ſign 295 
Of h-rrever'd affinity to him 2 


om: 7 
* Create the wiſeſt, fulleſt, faire world, 
« Ard make its offspring happy; 3 who, intent 


Some like neſs of himſelt among his works 3c0 


To vi:w, bath pour'd into the human breat! 
A ray of knowledge and of love, which guides 
2 5 tecble race to act the:r Maker's part, 


| ScV-judging, ſelioblig'd : while, from before 
| Tan ge. dlike function, the gigantic pewer 395 


Nec. ity, „though wont to curb the force 
Of Chaos and the ſavage ek: ments, 

Retires abaÞ*, as from a ſcene too high 
For her brute tyranny, and with her bears 


| | Her tcorned followers, terror, and hafe awe 310 


1 h- 2 Blinds herielk, ar.d that illeſuitcd pat ry 


Ariſes in her flrergth 3 aud, looking raund 


| Her buſy Tpbere, Whatever work fre views, 


Wautevcr counſel bearing any trace 315 


Ot her Creator's likeneſe, whether apt 


1 
| 
| To nid hor ellous or preicrv? herſ-lf 
In her ſuperior functions unimpair'd, 
| 


| Taither ſhe turns exulting: that ſhe cha ums 


As her peculiar good : on that, throxgh all 320 


10S The fickle ſeawus of. the day, ſhe 3 


Wan reverence ſtill: to that, as to a fence 
Agaiaſt affiction and the daris of puin, 


Te droopiag hopes repair: and once oppo-'d 

To that all other, pleaſure, other wealth 325 

Vile, as the drefs upon the molten gold, 

Appears, and loathſome as the briny tea 

To him who lai; guiſhes with thirtt, and ſghs 

For ſome known fountain pure. For what can 
ſtrive 


Wich virtue? which of nature“ regions vat 3 


CT ] a” On. "7 8_ __ 


Their ſteps; nor is the care of heaven with-hcll. 
| From ſending to the toil exteru aid; 


| Wheſe bounties are his own; to whom none 


Ohedienc? linked with hatred. Then the foul | 5 
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Can in ſo many rms produce to fight 
Suck powerful hi auty 2 be:uty, which the eye 
Ge hatred cannot look upon ſecure: 
vr hich envy's ſelf contemplates, and is turn'd 
Ere lung to tendernefs, to intant ſmiles, 335 
Or t-ars of humbloſt be. Is aught fo fair 
Ju all the dewy landſeapes Of the ſpring, 
Tue ſummer's noontide groves, the purple eve 
At har veſt- home, or in the froſty moon 
Glittering oa ſome ſmooth fea, is aught ſo fair 
Az.virtnous frizndi/bip ? as the honor'd ruof 541 
Whither irom highett heaven immortal Love 
His torch ethereal and his golden bow - 
Propitious brings, and there a temple holds 
To whoſe unſpotted ſervice gladly vow'd 
The ſocial band of parent, brother, child, 
With ſmiles and ſw ect diſcourſe and gentle deeds 
Adore his power? What gift of richeſt cli w_ 
Fer drew ſuch eager eyes, or prompted ſucu 
Deep wiſhes, as the 7eal that ſnatebes back 3550 
From fander”s poiſonous tooth a foe's renowu; 
Or eroſſeth danger in his lion-walk, | 
A rivaPslifeto reſeue? as the young 

| Athenian warrior litting down in bonds, 
That his great father's body might not want 355 
A peaceful, humble tomb? the Roman wife | 
Teaching her lord how harmleſs was the wound 
Of death, how impotent the tyrant's rage, 
Who nothing more could threaten to affiict 
Their faithful love? Or is there in the abyſs, 360 
Is there, among the adamantine ſpheres 
Wheeling unſha'.en through the boundleſs void, 
Aught that with halt ſuch majeſty can fill 
The human boſom, as when Brutus roſe 


4 


Refulgent, from the ſtroke of Cæſar's fate 365 
Amid the croud of patriots ; and his arm | 
_ Aloft extending like eternal Jove 
on guilt brings down the thunder, call'd 
aloud 


On Tully*s name, and ſhook the crimion ſword 
Of juſtice in vis rapt aſtoniſnd eye, 
And bad the ſather of his country hail, 
For lo the tyrant profirate on the duſt. 
Aud Rome again is free? Thus through the 
| paths 
Of human life, in various pomp array'd _ 
Walks the wiſe daughter of the judge of heaven, 
Fair virtue; from her Father's throne ſupreme 
Sent down to utter laws, ſuch as on earth 377 
Noit apt he knew, moft powerful to promote 
The weal 0: all his works, the gracious eng 
Ok his dread empire. And though bapiy man's 
Oblſcurer ſight, fo far beyond kimfelf 331 
And the briet labors of his little home, | 
_ Extends not; yet, by the bright prefeace won | 
Of this Heine inſtructreſs, to her ſway 
— he aſſents, nor heeds the diſtant goul 38 5 
Jo which her voice conduds him. Thus bath 
ws 
Stell looking toward his own high purpoſe, ſixd [ 
The virtues of his creatures ; thus he rules 
The parent's fond neſs and the patriot's zeal ; 
Thus the warm ſenſe of honor and of ſhame ; 33 2 
The vows of Era! 'tude, tne faith of love; 
An oak a com iatercourte of praiſe, 


370 


| 


31 


— 


— 


| To ſolitude, her judge's voice divine 


_-_ 


| 


þ 


Is there 2 man to whom the name of death 


231 
The joy of human life, the earthly heaven, 
How far unlike them mutt the Jot of guilt 
Be found! Or what terreſtrial woe can match 395 
The: ſelf-convited boſom, which hath wrought 
The bane of others, or inflav'd it If 

ith ſhackles vile? Not poiſon, nor ſharp fire 


Nor the worſt pangs that ever monkith hate 


Suggeſted, or deſpotic rage impos'd, 450 | 
Were at that ſeaſon an un iſhꝰcl exchange: 
When the ſoul loaths herſelf: when flying thence 


| To crouds, on cvery brow ſhe fees portray'd 


Fell demons, hate or ſcorn, which drive her 
back rr 
40g 
To Fear in fecret, haply ſounding through 
i tronb:d dreams of midnight, — ſtill, (till 
Denuanding for his violated laws 
Fit recompence, or charging her own ton 
To ipeak the award of juftice on herfelf, 
For well ſhe knows what ſaithful hints within 


410 


Were whiſper'd to beware the lying forms 
Which turn'd her footſteps from the ſafer way : 


What cautions to ſuſpect their painted dreſs, . 
And look with ſteady eyelid on their ſmiles, 415 
Their frowns, their tears. In vain. The dazzling 


hues 


| Of fancy, and opiaion's eager voice, 
Too much prevail*d. For mortals tread the path 
In which opinion ſays they follow good _ 
Or fly from evil: and opinion gives 


420 
Report of good or evil, as the ſcene ET 


| Was drawn by fancy, pleaſing or deiorm?d : * 


Thus her report can never there be true 
Where fancy cheats the intellectual eye . 
Wita glaring colors and diſtorted lines. 425 
Brings terror's ghaſtly pageants 3 up 5 

Before him, death-hed groans, a diſmal vows, 2 
And the frail ſoul pluag'd head-long from the 

bria?: 

Of life and day-light down the glomy air, 430 
Au unknown depth, to gulphs of torturing os 


| Unviſited by merey? Then what hand 
Can ſnatch the dreamer from the fatal toils 
Which fancy and opinion thus conſpire 


To twine around his heart ? or who ſhall buſh 435 
Their clamour, when they tell him that to die, 
To riſk thoſe horrors, is a direr curſe | 
Than baleit life can- being! Though love with 
Prayers 
Toſt tender, wi! 'h af” dien Sund tears, : 
Boſe cech his aid; though gratitude ard faith 


Condemn cach ſtep with Jniters ; yet let none 


| Make anſwer for him that, if any frown 


Cf danger thwart his path, he will not tar, 
| Content, and be a wretch to be ſecure. 
Here vice begins then: at the gate of life, 
Fre the young multitud= to diverſe reads 
Part, like fond pilgrims on a journey unknown, 
Sits Fancy, deep incaautrel;; and to each = 
With kind maternal looks pr: ſents her bowl, 
A potent beverage. Heedleſs they comply: 470 
Till the whole foul from that my fler ious draueht 
Is ting'd, and every tranſent thought imbibcs 
Of efcdueſs or diſguſi, defire or ſcar, 

. 
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One bomebred eolour, which not all the lights Some ſtubborn diſſonance of things combin'd, 3 g 


Of ſcience e*er ſhall change not all the ſtorms 435 Strikes en her quick perception: 


Of adverſe fortune waſh away, nor yet 
The robe of pureſt virtue quite conceal, 
Thence on they paſs, where meeting frequent 


Of god and evil, cunning phantoms apt 
To fire or freeze the breaſt, with x "ol they 


In Y” parley ; liſtening oft, and oft 
Gazii:g with reekleſs paſſion, while its garb 
The :pectre heightens, and its pompous tale 
Repeats with ſome new circumttance to ſuit 
Fhat early tinfture of the hearer's ſoul. 
And ſhould the guardian, reaſon, but for one 
duet moment yield to this illuſwe ſcene 
is ear and eye, the intoxicativg charm 
Involves him, till no longer he diſcerna, | 
Or ooly guides to err. Then revel forth 4970 
A furious band that ſpurn him from the NED... 
And all is uproar. Hence ambition climbs 
With fliding feet and bands impure, to grafp 
Thoſe ſole mu toys which glitter in his vicw 
On Fortune”s rugged ſteep: hence pale Revenge 
Uuſheaths her murderous dagger : Rapine heuce 
And envious luit, by veal fraud upborne, 477 
Surmount the reverend barrier of the laws 


465 


crimes 


That follow them for veageance, in the guiſe 

Of honor, ſafety, pleaſure, caſe, or pomp, 

Stole firſt into the ford believing mind, 
Yet not by Fancy's w'tchcraft on the brain 


| Are always the tumultuous paſhons driven 42g 


To guilty deeds, nor reaſon bound in chains 
That vice alone may lord it. Olt, adornd 
With motley pageants, folly mounts his throne, 
And plays her idiot autics, like a queen. 

A thouſar.d gur bs ſhe wear ; a thouſavd ways 490 

She whirls her giddy empire. Lo, thus far 
With bold adventure to the Mantuan lyre 
Ing for contemplation link'd with love 

A pentive theme. Now haply would my ſong 

Unbend that ſerious countenance, and learn 495 

Thalia's tripping gait, her ſkrill-ton?d voice, 

| Her wiles familiar: whether ſcorn the darts 

In wanton ambuſh from her lip and eye, 

Cr whether with a {ad diſguiſe of care, 5 
_ Ofermantling her gay brow, the acts in ſport 500 
The deeds ot tolly, and from all fides round 
Calls forth impetuous Jwghter®s gay rebuke; 

| Her province. But through every comic ſcene 

To kad my Muſe with her light pencil arm'd; 
Through every {wilt occaf:on which the hand 565 
Of laughter points at, when the mirthful ttivg 


Liſtends her labouring ſides and chokes her | 


tongne 3 5 
were cndlefs as to ſound each grating note 
With which the rooks and chattering daws, and 
rave 
Umwieldy inmates of the village pond, 
The changing ſeaious of tae fl:y proclaim ; 
Sun, cloud, or ſhower. 
Where'er the power of ridicule diſplays 
ler quaiat-cy'd viſage, ſome incongruous firm, 


510 


Suſſice it to have ſaid, 


whetler pomp, 
Cr praite, or beauty be dragg'd in and ſhown 


| Where tordid t: ions, where ignoble decds, 


| Tarovgh occan, carth, and air. 


— 


— 


No carcleſs watch. 


Where toul deſormity is wont to dwell; 
Or whether thefe with ſhrewd and wayward ſpite 


Invaile retplendent pomp”: imperious inien, 521 


1 he clurms of beauty, or the boaſt or praiſe, 
Aſk we for u hat fair end the Almighty Sire 


In mortal boſoms ſtirs this gay conte nipt, | 
Theſe grateful pangs of laughter z from diſguſt | 
| Educing pleaſure ? Wherefore, but to aid 


5:6 
The tardy fteps of reaſon, and at once 
By this prompt impulie urge us to depreſs 

WII Folly's aims? For though the ſober light 


Ot Truth flow daw ning on the watchful mind 558 


At lengtn unfolds, through many a ſubtile tic, 
How t.1cſe uncouth diforders end at lait 


In public evil; yet benignant Heaven, 


Conſcious bow dim the dawn of truth appears 


| To thouſands, confcious what a ſcavty pauſe 535 
From labour and from care the wider lot 

| Of humble life affords for fiudious thought 

Jo ſcan the maze of Nature, therefore liamp'd 


Theſe glaring ſcenes with characters of ſcorn, 


As broad, as obvious to the — clown 640 
Is to the letter'd ſage's curious eye. ; 
Which kept them from their prey: beuce all the | | 
| | Through all his walks impend; againft whoſe might 
That &er defiÞd the earth, and all the plagues 5 480 | | 


But other evils oer the ſteps of man 


The ſlender darts of laughter novght avail ; 


A trivial warfare, Some, like cruel guards, 545 
On Nature's ever-moving throne attend; 
| With miſchiet arnyd for him who'er ſhall thwart 

The path of her inexorable whecll, | 


While he purſues the work that muſt he 4 | 


forms 


Of woe ; the merchant, with his wealthy bark, 


Bury'd by daſhing waves; the traveller 


Pierc*d by the pointed lightning in his haſte; 
And the poor huſtandinan with folded arms, 


Surveying his loft labours, and a hcap 5583 
Of blatted chaft the product of the feld | 
| Whence he expected bread, But worſe than theſe 


I deem, far worſe, that other race of ills 


Whichhuman kind rear up among themſelves; _. 
| That horrid offspring which miſgovern'd will 569 : 

| Bears to fantaitic error; vices, crimes, TY 
Furies that curſe the carth, and mate the blow 87 


he heavieſt blows, of nature's i::nocent hand 


Stem ſport ; » which are h. deed but as the care 


Of a wiſe parent, who ſolicits good 


To all her how'e, though haply at the price 


Of tears and froward wailiag ard reproach 
For ſome unthinking child, whom not the leſs 


Its mother deftines to be happy ftill. | 
Theſe ſources then of pain, this double lot ste 


| Of evil in tlie inheritance of wan, 


| Requird for his protection n flight force, 
And therefore was his breatt 


Fenc'd round with paſſions quick to be alarmeb 
Or ſtubborn to oppoſe ; with fear, more ſwift 575 


Than hracons catchiag fam. from hill ro hill, 


Where armies land; with anger, uncontrol'd 


the voung lion bounding ou his prey 3 
With ſorrow, that Jocks vp the Erugglizg heart; 


e 


4 ». @ 
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Hence frequent 


o 
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2 - _ triumph and rcjoicing? Who that bears 
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2nd Fame, that overcaſtʒ the drooping eye 580 
As with a cloud of lightning. Thete the part 
Pcrform of eager monitor>, aud youd | 
The ſoul more ſharply than with point; or Aesl, 
Her enemies to ſhun or to reſt, | 


Oer all that edge of pain the ſocial powers 

To this their proper act ion and their end? 

Ai: thy own heart; when at the midnight hour, 
Slow through that penſive gloom thy pauung eye, 
Led by the glimmering taper, moves around 645 


Aud as thoſe paſFons which converſe with good, The reverend volumes of the dead, the ſongs 


Are good themſelves ; as hope, aid love, - 
| 5 6 
as the faireft andthe ſweeteſt boons 2: 
Of life, we rightly count: ſo theſe which guard 
Againſt tivading evil, ſtill excite ; 
Some pain, ſome tumult: theſe, within the 
mid | | 5 90 
oo oft al mitted or too long retain'd, | 
Shock their Frail ſeat, and by the ir uncurb'd rage 
To ſavages more fell than Libya breeds 
Traasiorm themſelves ; till human thought be- 
comes | 3 5 
A gloomy ruin, haunt of ſhapes unbleſs'd, 595 
Or ſeli-tornienting tieuds z horror, deſpair, 
Hatred, and wicked envy : foes to all 8 
The works of Nature a. d the git of Heaven, 
But when through blameleſs paths to righteous 
ends | 


_ Thoſe keener paſſions urge the awaken'd ſoul,600 | 


1 would not, as ungracious violence, 

Tneir ſway deſcribe, nor from their free career 
The fellow ſhip of pleaſure quite exclude, 
For what can render, to the ſelf-approv'd, 
Their temper void of comfort, though in pain ? 
Who knows not with what majeſty di- ine 
The ſorms of truth and juſtice to the mind 
Appear, ennoblivg oft the ſFarpett woe | 


A human boſom, hath not often felt 610 


How dear are all thoſe tics which bind our race 


In gentleneſs together, and how ſweet 

Their force, kt fortunes wayward hand the while 
Be kind or cruel? Af the faithful youth #1 
Why the coll urn, of her whom long he lov'd, 
Sao often Ile luis arms; ſo often draws | 

His lonely foot ſteps, ſileut and uuſeen, 

To pay the mouruful tribute of his tears? 
ml he will tell ther, that the wealth of worlds 
Should ne%er ſeduce his boſom to forego 620 

| Thoſe ſacred hours when, ftcaling from the noiſe 
Ol care and envy, ſweet remembrance ſoothes 

With virtue's kindeft looks his aching breaſt, * 
And turns his tears to rapture. Alk the croud = 
Which flies impatient from the village walk 62; 


Io elimb the neighbouring elifls, when far below 
lĨ be ſavage winds have hurPd upon the coatt = 


dome helpleſs bark; while holy pity melts 
The general eye, or terror's icy hand 
Smites their diſtorted limbs and horrent hair; 630 
While every mother cloſer to her breat — 
Catches her child, and, pointing where the 
waves | 


Poam throug' the ſhatter'd veſſel, ſhrieks aloud 
As one poor wretch, who ſpreads his piteous arms | 


For ſuccour, ſwallowed by the rouring ſurges 
As now another, daſh'd againſt the rock, 
Drops lifeleſs down. Ol deemeſt thou indeed 
No pleaſing influence here by nature giv-a 

To mutual terror and compaſſion's tears: 
do tender charm myſterious, wich attracts 640 


Of Grecian bards, and records writ by fame 
For Grecian heroes, where the Sovrun Power 
Of hraven and earth ſurveys the immortal page 
Even a3 a father meditating all | 
The praiſes of his ſon, and hd the reſt 
Of mankind there the fairctt model learn 
Of their own nature, and the nobleſt deeds 
Which yet the world hath teen. If then thy ſoul 
Join in the lot of thoſe diviner men; 55 
day, when the protpect darkens on thy view; 
When, ſunk by many a wound, heroic ſtates 
Mourn ia the duſt, ad tremble at the frown 
| Cf hard ambition; when the generous baud 


| Of youths who tought for freedom aad their fires 


Lie ſide by 1 de in death; wien brutal force 661 
 Uſurps the throne of juitice, turns the pomp 
Of guardian pov er, the majelty of rule, 
The ſword, the Lurcl, aud the purple robe, 


To poor diſhonei: pageants, to adorn 665 
A robber's walk, and glitter in the eyes 8 


| works, | 


Rewards of virtue, ſculptur'd forms which deck'd 


With more than human grace the warrior's arch 
Or patriot's tomb, now victims to appeaſe 670 


I Tyrannic envy, ſtrew the common path 
| With awful ruins ; when the Muſe's hauut, 


| The marble porch where Wiſdom wont to talk 

| With Socrates or Tully, hears no more 
Save the hoarſe jargon of contentious monks, 678 
Or fe male ſuper:tition's mia: ght prayer: 
When rutlileis havock from the hand of time 
Tears the deſiroy ing ſcythe, with ſurer ſtroke 
| To mow the monuments of glory down; 


Till deſolation o'er the graisegrown rect 680 
| Expands her raven wings, and, f. om the gate 
| Where ſenates ouce the weal of nations plaiin'd, 


Lliſſeth the gliding ſaai.e through hoary weeds 
That claſp the mouldering column: thus when all 
The widely mouruful ſcene is fix*d within 685 


— 


| Thy throbbing boſom ; when the patriot's tear 


Starts from thine eye, and thy extcuded arm 
In fancy hurls the thunderbolt of 2 | 
To fire the impious w-cath on Philip's brow, 
Or daſh Octavius from the trophied car; 690 
Say, doth thy ſacred ſoul repine to taſte 


| The big diſtreſs? or wouldit thou then exchange 


1 hoſe heart-ennobling ſorrows for the lot 
Of him who ſits amid the gaudy herd 
Cf ſilent flatterers bending to his nod, 695 © 
And oer them, like a giant, caſts his eye, 5 
And ſays within bimſclf, “I am a king, [uce 
« And wherefore ſhould the clamorous voice of 
c“ Tntrude upon mine ear?“ The dregs corrupt 


- Of barbarous ages, that (ireæan draught 720 


Of ſervitude and folly, have not vet, 


| Blefſs*d by the eternal ruler of the world 


| Yet have not ſo diſtonour'd, ſo deforny 
The native judgment of the human foul, 


Nor ſo eftac'd the image of her [.re, 


Of ſuch as bow the knee; when beauteous 


With which the Muſe of Solon in ſweet trains 
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BOOK THE THIRD. 
NOCCLEX, 4 
AT tongue then may explain the various 


V fate 

Which reigns ober earth? cr who to mortal eyes 
Jiluiirate this perpl-xing labyrinth 

Gf joy aud woe through which the feet of man 
Are doom'd to wander? That eternal mind 5 
From paſſions, wants, and envy far eſtrang'd, 
Wo built the ſpacious univerſe, and dect?d 
Fach part fo richly with whate%er pertains 

To life, to health, to pleaſure; why bade he 
The viper Evil, creeping in, pollute 10 
The goodly ſrene, an with inſidious rave, 
While the poor inmate looks around and ſmiles, 
Dart her fell ting with poiſon to his ſoul ? 

Hard is the queſtion, and from ancient days 
Hath fl ill oppreſs*d with care the ſage's thought; 
Hath drawn forth accents from the poet's lyre 
Too fad, too deeply plaintive : nor did er 
Top chiefs of human kind, from whom the 
| ight 

Ot heavenly truth firſt gleamꝰd on barbarous lands, 
Forget this dreadſul ſecret when they told 20 
What wondrous things had to their favaur'd eyes 
And ears on cloudy mountain been reveaPd, 
Or in deep cave by nymph or power Sine, 
Portentous oft and wd. Yet one I know, 
Could I the ſpeech of lawgivers aſſume, 
One old and ſplendid tale I would record 


25 


Adorr'd this theme profound, and render'd all 
Its darkneſs, all its terrors, bright as noon, 

Or gentle as the golden far of eve. 30 
Who knows not Solon ? laſt, and wiſeſt far, 
Cl thoſe whom Greece triumphant in the height | 


Of glory, ſtil'd her fathers ? him whoſe voice 


Through Athens huſt*d the ſtorm of civil wrath ; 
Taught envious want and cruel wealth to join 35 
In friendſhip; and, with ſweet compulſion, tam'd 
Minervs's eager pecple to his laws, 

Which their own goodneſs in his breaſt inſpir*d ? ' 

* I'wa* now the time when his heroic taſk [year 
Seem'd but perform'd in vain: when ſooth'd by 
Or tattcring-ſervice, the fond multitude 

Hung with their ſudden connſels on the breath 

Or great Piſiſtratus: that chief renown'd, | 

Whom Hermes and the Idalian queen had trainꝰd 

IJ. ven from his birth to every powerful art 45 

r plealing and perſuading : from whoſe lips 

Finw*%l eloquence, which like the vows of love 

Cub teal awny ſuſpicion from the heart; 

Ct ail wa liſten'd. Thus from dy to day 

He won the general ſuffrage, and beheld 

F auen rival nverſhadow?d and depreſs 
Bencath his amvler tate : yet oft complain'd, 
As one leſs kindly treated, who had hop'd 
Io merit favour, but ſubmits perforce | 
Te £34 another's ſervices preferr'd, 55 


50 
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Nor yet relaveth aught of faith or zcal. 


Then tales were ſcatier'd of his envious ſoes, 


| Or ſtares that watch'd his fame, of duzgers RAS 
Agpuiaſt his life, At laſt with trembling limbs, 

His nair diffusd aud wild, his garments looſe, (0 

| And ftain*d with blood from felt-infticted wounds, 
He burit into the public place, as there, 

There only, were his refuge; and declar'd 

In broken words, witu fighs of deep regret, 

The mortal danger he had ſcarce repell'd. 65 

Fir'd with his tragic tale, the indignant croud, 
To guard his ſteps, forthwith a menial band, 

Array*d beneath his eye for deeds of war, 

Decree, Oſtill too liberal of their truit, 

And oft hetray*d by over-grateful love, 70 
he g2acrous people! Now behold hiw fenc'd 
By mercenary weapons, like a king, 

| Forta iſſuing from the city gate at eve 


| 1. leok his rural manſion, and with pomp 1 
Crouding the public road. The ſwain ſtops ſhort, 


And ſighs: the officious townſmen ſtand at gaze 

And ſtrinking give the ſullen pageant room. 
vet not the leſs obſequĩious was his brow ; 

Nor leis profuſe of courteous words his tongue, 
Of voracious gifts his band ; the while by ſtealth, 


| Like a ſmall torrent fed with evening ſhowers, 
| His train increas'd. Till, at that fatal time 


| Juſt as the public eye with doubt and ſhame 

Startled, began to quettion what it ſaw, 

Swift as the ſound of carthquakes ruſh'd a voiee 
Through Athens, that Piſiſtratus had filPd $6 
The rocpy citadel with hoſtile arms, _ 

Had barr'd the ſteep aſcent, and fate within 

Amid ws hirelings, meditating death 


| To all whoſe ſtubborn necks his yoke refus'd. 9 7 


Where then was Solon? After ten long years 
Of abſence, full of baſe ſrom foreign ſhores 


> Tue ſoge, the lawgiver, had now arriv#d ; 
| Arriv . alas, to fee that Athens, that | 
F: atem rais'd by him and ſacred call'd 95 155 


To Liberty and (oncord, now profan'd 
| By ſavage hate, or ſunk into a den | 


Yet d d not the wiſe patri-t's grief impede 
His virtuous will, nor was his heart 1: aclin'd _ 
One moment with ſuch woman-like diſtreſs 
I view the tranſznt forms of civil war, 

As thence to yield his country and her hopes 


Even while the traitor*s impious act is told, 
He huckles on bis hcary head: he girds 
\ ith mail his ſtooping breaſt : the Kicld, the ſpear 


| He ſeatelinth 3 and with ſwift indignant ftrides 


The allemhbled people ſeeks : proclaims aloud 
It w1s no time for counſel : in their ſprars III 


| Lay all their prudence now: the tyrant yet 


Was nat fo firmly ſcated on Lis throne, 
But that one ſhock of their united force 


| Woul-l da him from the ſummit of his pride 115 


| 


Heatlong and groveliag in the duſt, What elle 
Can re aſſert the lot Athenian name, 

So cheaply to the laughter of the world 
Betray'd ; by guile bencath an infant's faith 

So mel Jand feorn? !? Away then: freedom no 


| Aud ſatety dwell 101 but with fame 1 in arms : 


Ot ſlaves who crouch beneath the maſterꝰs ſcourge, | 
| And deprecate his wrath and court his chains, 


1 ⅛—ͤC'e . ²˙¹A —˙m-m mw ⅛ ⁰ͤ—im.,.̃ ⁵] ¾˙ . E...! ! ̃ĩ⅛—uw, eo 


To all-devouring bondage. His bright helm, 105 


11 


0 


Weary and flow, his ſilver beard depreſs'd, 


There ofer the gate, his armour, as a man 


Trom tweet Hymettus darted oer the fanes 
Of Cecrops to the Salaminian ſhores, = 
1 When, lo, on Solon's threſhold met the feet 
Pf four Athenians by the ſame fad care 
Conducted all: than whom the ftate beh-Ild I With ſcorn imbitter%d, by the generous bor 


Of many ſovrans ; thus requiting well 
That hoſpitable favour which erewhile 


Ot Crccian ſceptres the moſt antient far | 
ln Sieyon fway*d: but greater fame he drew 170 | To inhabit with eternal health and peace 2 
From arms controPd by juſi ee, ſrom the love. . 

Of the wiſe Muſcs, and the unenvied wreath | So ſacred, neꝰer could worthier ſeyor. ſpriog 
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dite will ſhlew you where their manſion lies, With his fair daughter, hit among the guoeſts 
Aud through the walls of danger or of deata | Whom worthieit he ound dem. Jortiwwitll 
Conduct you to them. While he ipake, tarougn ail: rom all 
Their crouded ranks his quick ſagacious eye 125 The bounds of Greece the zmbitious wooers came: 


Hz darted; where no cheariul voice was heard | From rich [fperia 3 trom the Iliyrian ſtore 


Of och during; no ſtretch'd arm was ſcen nere Epidamnus over Adriis ſurge rod 
Haltening their common talk : but pale miftruſt | Luvs oa the ſetting ſun ; irom thote brave tribes 
Wrinkled each brow ; they ſhook their heads, Chaonian or Mrlo!ta wm the rice 

and down | (doub:3 | Of great Achilles governs, glorving tif] 2 
Their fiack hands hung: cold fighs and whifper% In Troy oferthrown 3 from rough Ztolir, nurſe 
From breath to breath ſtole round. The ſage | Of men who firit a:nong the Greeks throw off 


mean time : | The yoi;e of kings, to commerc-: and to arms 
Look'd fpecchleis on, while his big boſom heav'd | Devoted; from Theſſaliu's fertile meads, 


struggling with ſtame and ſorrow : till at Jaſt | Where tlows Pencus near the loity walls 


A tear broke forth; and, O immortal ſhades, Of Cranon old; from ſtrong Eretria, queen 
O Theſeus, he exclaim*d, O Codrus, where, 135 | Of all Eubœan citics, wao, ſuilime 


ꝛc0 
Where are ye now? behold for what ye toiPd On the fteep margin of Furipus, views 


Through lite ! behold for whom ye choſe to die! | Acroſs the tide the Maratizonian plain, 


No more he added; but with lonely tteps | Not yet the haunt of glory. Athens too, 


Miner va's care, among her gracctul ſons 

Found equal lovers for the princely maid ; 255 
Nor was proud Argos wanting; nor the domes 
Of ſacred Elis; nor the Arcadian groves 
Whom from the fervice of the war his clucf That overſhade Alpheus, echoing oft ſous band 
Diſmiſſeth ater no inglorious toil, Some ſhepherds fong. But throv gl the iultri- 
He f.2d in general view. One wiſhful look 145 | Was none who might with Megacles compare 216 


And his ftern eyes bert heedleſs on the ground, 
Back to his ſilent dwelling he repair'd. 141 


He ſent, unconſcious, toward the public place | In all the honours of unble miſh'd youth. 


At partiag: then beneath his quiet roof His was the beautcous bride; and now their ſon 
Without a word, without a ſigh, reti dd | Young Cliſthenes, betimes, at Solon: gate 
|  Searce had the morrow?s fun his golden rays | Stood anxious; leaning forward on the arm 


150 | Of his great ſire, with earneſt eyes that afk'd 215 
I | When the flow hinge would turn, withre'ile!s cet, 
I And cheeks now pale, now glowing: for his heart 
Throbb'd, full of buriting pations, anger, grici 


None nobler. Firit came Megacles, the ſon 155 | Scarce underitood, but which, like noble fced:, 
Of great Alemæon, who:wthe Lydian king, | Arc deftin'd for his country and hiarfelf 241 
The mild, unhappy Craſus, in his days In riper years to bring ſorth fruits divine 


| . Gf glory had with eotily gifts adorn'd, Of liberty and glory. Next appear'd 
Fair veileb, ſplendid garments, tind ur'd webs, 


Two brave companions whom one mother bore. 

And heaps of trcaſur'd gold beyond the lot 100 To difierent lords; but whom the better tics 22- 
| Of tirm efteem and frĩendil ip render*d mere 

Than brothers : firſt Mliltiades, who drew 


__ Alemaoen to his meſſengers had ſhewn, I | From godlike Facus his antient line; 
Whom he with otierings worthy of the Gol ] That acus whoſe unimpeach'd renown = | 
Fent from his throne in Sardis to revere 16+ | For ſanity and juſtice won the lyre 220 
Apollo's Delpkic ſhrine. With Megacles _ | Of elder bards to cel brate him thron'd 
Appronelvd his ſons, whom Agaritta bore, | In Hades oer the dead, where his decrees 


Tuc virtuous child of (liſthenes whoſe hand The guilty foul within the burning gates 


Of Tartarus compel, or ſend the gend | 
| | 35 
The vallies of FHlyſuim. From a ſtem | 
Which glad Olympia gave. Lor thither once Than this Miltiades ; whoſe aid erclong 

Lis warlike teeds the hero led, and there | The chiefs of Thrace, already on their wars 


| Contented through the twmult of the courſs 176 | Sent by the infpir'd foreknowiug mais who | ta 
With ilfu} wheels, Then victor at the goal, (pon the Delnhic tripod, ſhall implore 241 
Amid the applanſcs of afſ-mbl-d Greco, Io wield their ſceptre, and the rural wealth 
tiigh on his car he flood and ward his arm. | Of fruitful Cherioneſus to protect 


»:lence enſued ; when Uraight the heralds voice With arms and laws, But, nothing careful now 
«5 heard, inviting cvery Grecian youth, 180 | Save lor his L1jur'd country, here hie ſtands 245 
Whom Cliithenes content might call his ibn, la deep folicitude with Cywon join'd: 
10 viat, ere twice thirty days were pa!s'd, | Unconſcious both, what widely different lots 
Vie towers ct Sicyoa, There the chief decrecd, | Await them, taught by nature as they ars 
To know one common goal, one common ill, 
u at Hyinen”s altar, haud in hand 185 For Cy mon not his valour, nat his birth 235 


r the circuit of the following ycar, 
9 1 
| 4 
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Deriv'd from Codrus, not a thouſand giſts 

Dealt round him with a wiſe, benignant hand, 
No, not the Olympic olive by himſelf 

From his own brow trinsferr*dto ſoothe the mind 
Of this Fifit:ratus, can long preſerve 255 
From the tell envy cf tne tyrant's ſons, 
An their aſſaſſin dagger. But if death 
Obſcure upon his gentle ſteps attend, 

Yet fate an ample recompence prepares 

In his victoriaus fon, that other great 
Miltiades, who oer the very throne 

Of glory ſhall with Time's aſſiduous hand 
In adamantine charaQers ingrave 

The name of Athens; and, by freedom arm*d 
Gainſt the gigantic pride of Afia's king, 265 
Shall all the atchievements of the heroes old 
Sur mount, of Hercules, of all who faiPd 
From Thefaly with Jaſon, all who fought 

For empire or for ſame at Thebes or 'Troy. 

Such were the patriots who within the porch 
Of Solon had aſſembled. But the gate 271 
Now opens, and acroſs the ample floor 
Straight they proceed into an open ſpace 
Bright with the beams of morn : a verdant ſpot, 
Where ſtands a rural altar, piPd with ſods 275 
Cut from the graſſy turf and girt with wreaths 
Of branching palm. Here Solon's ſelf they found 
Clad in a robe of purple pure, and deck'd 
With leaves of olive on his reverend brow. 
He bow'd before the altar, and o'er cakes 280 
| Of barley from two earthen veſſels pour'd 


260 


of honey and of milk a plenteous ſtream; 


Calling meantime the Muſes to accept 

His ſimple offering, by no vid im ting dd 
With blood, nor ſullicd by deſtroying fre, 285 
But ſuch as for himſelf Apollo claims 

In his own Delos, where his favourite haunt 

Is thence the Altar of the Pious nam ddt. 
Unſeen the gueſts drew near, and ſilent view'd 
That worſhip; till the hero prieſt his eye 290 
'Turn*d toward a ſeat on which prepar'd there lay 
A branch of laurel. Then his friends confef- 
Before him ftood, Backward his ſtep he drew, 
As loth that care or tumult ſhould approach 
Thoſe carly rites divine: but ſoon the ir looks, 
So anxious, and their hands, held forth with ſuch 
De ſponding geſture, bring him on perforce 

To ſpeak to their affliction, Are ye come, 

He eried, to mourn with me this emmon Fam:; 


Or atk ye ſome new effort which way break 300 


Our fetters ? Know then, of the public cauſe 
Not for you traitor's cunning or his might 
No I defpair : nor couid T with from Jove 
.Augint dearer, than at this late hour of life, 
As once by lows, fo now by ſtrenuous arins 305 
From imp:*us violation to afſert | 
The rights our fathers left us. But, alas! 
Mat arins? or who ſhall wield them? Ye be- 
The Athenian people. Many bitter days held 
Aluſt paſs, and many wounds from cruel pride 
Re felt, ere yet their partial hearts find room 
For p1ft re ſeutment, or their hands indure 
To fmite this tyrant brnod, fo near to all 
Weir hopes, fo oft admir*, fo lor g helov ul. 
That time will come, however. Be it yours 313 
3 9 atcl. its fair approach, and urge it on 


| | And ſolace of my age. 
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With bon? prudence : me it ill beſee ma 
Again to ſupplicate the uawilling croud 
| To reicue from a vile deceĩvor's hold 
That envied power which once with eager zeal 
They offer" to myſchi; nor can | plunge 
In counſels deep ard various, nor prepare 
For diſtant wars, thus faultering as I tread 
On life?s laſt verge, ere long to join the ſhades 
Of Minos and Lycurgus. But behold 325 
What care employs me now. My vows I pay 
To th: ſweet Muſes, teachers of my youth 
If right ] deem 
Of the ſtill voice that whiſpers at my heart, 
The immortal ſiſters have not quite withdrawn 3 30 
Their old harmonious influence, Let your 
With ſacre d ſlence favour what I ſpeak, (tongue; 
And haply ſtall my faithful lips be taught 
To unfold celeftial counſels, which may arm 
As with impenetrable ſteel your breaſt; 335 
For the long ſtriſe before you, and repel] 
The darts of adverſe fate. He faid, and ſnatelvd 
The laure! bough, and fate in ſilence down, 
 Fix*d, wrapp'd in ſolemn muſing, full beſore 
The ſun, who now from all his radiant orb 340 
Drove the gray clouds, and pour'd his genial 
Upon the breatt of Solon. Solon rais'd flight 
Aloft the leafy rod, and thus hegan. | 
Le beauteous offspring of Olympian Jove 
And Memory divine, Pierian maids, _ 345 
Hear me, propitious, In the morn of lite, ; 
| When hope ſhone bright and all the proſpet 


ſmiPd, 


| To your ſequeſter'd manſion oft my ſteps 


Were turn'd, © Muſcs, and within your gate 
My offerings paid, Ye taught me thea with 
| rains | 5 353 
| Of flowing harmony to ſoften war's | 
Dire voie, or iu ſair colours, that might charm 
The public eye, to clothe the form. auſtere 

Of civil counſel. Now my feeble age 
Neglectedl, and ſupplautcd of the hope 355 
On which it lean'd, yet fnks not, but to y 
To your mild wiſdoin lies, refuge belov'd 
Of ſolitude and 1 lence. Ye can teach 
The vii;ons of my bed whate'er the gods 


| 


| In. the rude ages of the world in;pir'd, 
Or the firſt heroes ated : ye can male 
The morning light more 2hdfome to my ſenſe 


Than ever it appear'd to active youth 
Purſuing careleſs pleaſure : ye can ge 
Ta this long leiſure, theſe unheedled hours, 365 
A labour as fuhlime, as when the ſonss 
Of Athens throng'd and ſpeechleſs round me ſtcod 


o hear pronouncꝰ for all their future deeds | 


The bounds of right and wrong. Cel-ftial 
power: | V; | 
T ſeel that ye are ncar me: and hehold, 
To meet your energy divine, 1 Privg | 
A hi:th and fa red theme; not leſs than theſe 
Which to tie eternal cuftody of fame 
Your lips intruned, when of old ye deign'd 
| With Orplieus cr with Homer to frequent 
The groves of Hemas or the Chian ſhore. 
Ye know, harmonious inaids (cor what of * 
| My various life was er from you ettrang?d: ) 
| Oit hath my ſolitary ſony to you reveuPd 


| 


379 


37s 


; 


37 
all 
1 


Againſt her legiſlat t, ſhonld impair 2385 
Wich trivial doubt the reverence of his laws. 


Of Sais, and the rites to I ſis paid, 390 


The ever-yuuthful god. Twa' there amid 400 


Wach the dread movements of the ſtary iphere, 
Or who in wondrous fables half di:cluic 
The ſecrets of the elements, 'twas there wy 


The fame of old Atlantis, of her chiefs, 


' And often, white I liſten'd, did my mind 
Foretell with what delight her own free lyre 410 


Call forth thoſe ancient demigods to ſpeak 

Ot juſtice and the hidden providence 3 
That walk among mankind. But yet meantime 415 | To thouehiful reſolution cool and clear. 
| 0 Such I beheld thoſe iſtanders renown'd, 


On that tame garb and thoſe unvarying paths 
Had cramp'd the ſullen race. At laſt with | 


Invoking our own Pallas and the gods 
Of cheartu! Greece, a glad ſarewell I gave 


— full fails. What climes I then ſurvey d, 
What fortunes I encounter'd in the realm 425 | 


| Content that I reveal, But when at length 
Ten times the {un returning from the ſuuth 
Had ftrow'd with flowers the verdant earth and 


The groves with muſic, pleas'd I then beheld 


Nor yet, I aid, will 1 fit down within e 
The walls of Athens, till my feet have trod 
The Cretan foil, have pierc'd thoſe reverend 


8 435 
Whence law and civil concord iſſned forth 
As from their ancient home, and ſtill to Greece 


Strait where Amuiſus, mart of wealthy ſhips, 


- 
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Revea!'d that duteous pride which turn'd my Like the f.ir haydmaid of a ſtately queen, 
ſt 380 | cleck'd wy pr. v, and tr.ence with eat er ſteps 


To 3 ; earneſt to withdraw 
Fron envy and che d. lappointed thirſt 
Of lucre, leſt the bold familiar ſtriſe, 

Which in the eye of Athens the; upheld — 


To Egypt therefore through the #'gean iſſes 
My courie I fteer'd, and by the bans: of Nile 
Dwelt in Canopus. Thence the halluw'd domes 


I fought, and in her temple's filent courts, 
Throvgh many changing moons, attentive heard 
The venerable Sonchis, while hi: tongue | 
At morn or midnight che deep ſtory told 
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The city of Mines emer d. O ve gods, 

Who taught the leaders of the fimpier time 

By written word to curb the unto ward will 445 
Or rtal,, b + within that pgeicrous iſle 

Hay> vet the triumohs of your power di:play'd 
Muntficent! Ib. g \eactid merchants, lords 
Or traffic ard (1. ca, with what deli ht 
1 faw them at hit „ublic meal, Ike lons 450 
Or the lame howehuid, ein the planer fort 
Whole weaith vas chly Herdem! witnce to theſe 
Vile eauvy, aud to thiote far:iailic pride. 
Alike was ſta ge; but noble concord ſtill 
Cheriq̃'d the ſtrergth unt mꝰd, the ruffic faith 455 
Oi thei; neift ſathers. Then the growing race, 


Of her who reprelents whate er has been, 395 | How pletiing to beh/ Id then in their cho le, 


Or is, or ſhall be; whole myſterions veil 
No mortal hand hath ever yet rernov d. 

By him echorted, ſuuthward to the walls 
Oi On l pad, the city of the ſun, | 


Their {port., their labours, ever plac'd within, 
O ſhade of Minos, thy controling ee! | 
Here was a d.cile band in tuneful tones 40 


| Thy laws prencuncirg, or with loity hymns 


Praifing the bounteous gods, or, to preterve 


His prieſts and ſage, who the live-long night | Their cant. try's heroes frem oblivious night, 


That great Pſenophis taught my raptzr'd ears 405 


Aud her pure laws, the firſt which earth obey'd. 
in my boſom tunk the noble tale; 


Should ſometime for an Attic audience raite 


Refounding v bat the Mute impir'd of eld; 


There, on the verge of manboud, others niet, 465 


In heavy amour thruugh the heats of nocn | 
To march, the rugged mountains height tv climb 
With meatur'd Iwittnets, from the hard-bent bow 

To tend ref leis arrows to their mark, | 


Or for the fane of prowe!s to contend, 470 


Now wreſtling, now with fiſts and ſtaves oppos'd, 
Now with the biting falchion, and the fence | 
Of brazen ſhields ; while ſtill the warbling flute 


Anew that lofty icene, and from their tombs | | Prefded o'er the combat, breathing ſtrains 


e myſtic pomp of Ammon's gloomy fons 
Became lei: pleaſing, with contempt I gaz d 


To which the donble yoke of k ing prieſt | 


hymns 
To Egypt, and before the ſouthern wind | 


Of Crœlus or upon the Cyprian ſhore, 
The Mute, who prompts my botom, doth not now 


Fg . 7 


The term of thole long errors drawing nigh. 


haunts | 


Their wi'eſt, loſtieſt diicipline proclaim. 


} Where jove was 


| Grave, ſolemn, ſoft; and changing hw 


e 475 


So tutor 'd from their birth to meet in war 

Each bold invader, and in peace to guard 

That living flame of reverence for their laws 480 
Which, nor the ftorms of fortune, nor the flood 


420 | Of foreign wealth diffus'd o“ er all the land, 


Could quench or flacken. Firſt of human names 
In every Cretan's heart was Minos {11 ; 485 
And kolieſt far, of wh:t the ſun lurveys A 
Through his whole courle, were thoſe primeval 
- zeats . | | . 
Which with religious fgotſteps he had taught 
Their fires to approach the wiid Dictæan cave 
Go . theever-verdaat mead: 490 
Of Ida, and the tpacious grotto, where . 
His active youth he pals'd, and where his throne 
Vet ſtands myſter.ous ; whither Minos came 
Fach ninth returning year, the king of geds _ 
And mortals there in ſecret to c:niult 495 
On juſtice, and the tables of bis law „ 
Jo inſeribe anew. Oſt allo with like zeal : 
Great Rhea's manſion from the Cnoſſian gates 
Men viſit; nor leſs oft the antique fane 
Built on that ſacred ſpot, along the kanks 300 
Of ſhady Theron, where benignant Jove 
And his mat eſtie conſort join'd their hands 
And ſpoke their nuptial vows. Alas, twas there 


4 


Appears beneath fam d Croſſus and her towers 440 
Vor. VII. . 


| Thar tbe dire fame of Athens ſunk in bonds 


238 


J firſt r=ceiv'd ; what time an annual feaſt 505 

Had fuminon'd all rhe genial country round, 

By facrifi.e and pomp to bring to mind 

That firit great pal; while the enamour d 
yuuth; | 

And virgin, vith the prieſt beſore the ſhrine, 

Ob erve the tame pure ritual, and invoke 510 

The c glad omens. There, aracu;; the creud 

Of ſtran ers from thee n:yal cities drawn | 

Whici deck, like ge.ns, the iflaud's northern 


Ie; : 
A merchant of 7 gina I de'crib'd, 
My anc unt hoſt. But, forward as I ſprung 515 
To met him, ke, with dark de ected drow, 
St-pp'u hali- verle; and, O Athen ian gueſt, 
He laid, art chou in Crete; the e joyful rites 
Partak lag: Know thy laws ate blutted but: 
Thy c:mntrty kneels be:ore a tyrant's throne. 520 
He acldz names of men, with hoſtile deeds 
Di.aitrous; which ubicare and indiftin& 
T heard: = while he ipake, my heart grew 
co Wk 
And my eyes dim: the altars and their train 
No more were preſent tu me: how i far'd, 525 
Or whither turn'd, I know not; nor recall 
Aught of thoſe moments other than the ten!e 
Of one who ſtruggles in oppreſſive ſleep, 
And, from the tvil; of ſorne diſtreistul dream 
To break away, with palpitating heat, 530 
Weak * and temples bath'd in death-lixe 
| ew, | | 
Makes many a painful effort. When at laſt 
The 1uu and nature's face again appear'd 
Not far I found me; where the babe 25 
_ Wiading — eypreſs groves and ſwelling 
| mak, -- - | 5 
Trom Cnoſſus to the cave of [ove aſcends. 
Heedle 8 I fold on; till ſoon the ſkirts 
Of Ida roſe before me, and the vault 
Wide-oper.ing pizrc'd the mountain's rocky 
hae. | | 
Entering within the threſhold, on the ground S4 
I flung me, ſad, faint, overv.urn with toil, | 


- 535 
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ONE effort more, one chearf. l ally more, 
: Or deſtin'd courie will fin:ſh, And in peace 
Then ſor an ohering iacred to the powers 
ho leut us grzciors guidance, we will then 
Inicribe a monumerct i deathleſs prabe, 5 
O my aiventuruus ong. With fteady ipecd 
Long kit thou, on an untried voyage bound, 

Sail'd between earth and heaven; haſt now tvi- 


vey d, | | 


Stretch d out beneath thee, all the mazy træꝗs 
Of peſhon and cpinien ; Ike a walts 


| ---Would I again were with you !---O ge dales 


How gladly I recall your well-kn:wn feats 


I Spontaneous in the minds of all manktod, 


| Barth dwelt our argument; and how ſell-taught, 
| 1 hgh ſeldum conſcious of their own employ, | 
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| Of ſands and flowery lawns and tangling woods, 


Where mortals roam bewilder'd : and haſt now 
Exnlting foar'd among the worlds above, 
Or hover'd near the eternal gates of heaven, 
If Eaply the diſcourſes of the gods, 
A curious, but an urpreſuming gueſt, 
Thou might'fit partake, and carry 
| rain 
Of divine wiſdom, lawſul to repeat, 
And apt to be concetv'd of man below. 
A different tzſk remain; the ſee ret paths 20 
Or early genius ro explore: to trace og 
Thote haunts u here Fancy her predeſtin'd ſons, 
Like to the der ids of old, doth nurſe 
Remote from eyes profane. Ve happy fouls | 
Who now her tender diſcipline obe7, 25 
Where dwell ye? What wild river's brink at 
eve | | 
Imprint your ſteps? What ſolemn groves at ncon 
U'e ye to viſit, often breaking forth | 
In rapture mid your dilatury walk, 
Or muſing, as in ſlumber, on the green? 


15 
back ſome 
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Of Tyne, and ye moſt antient woodlands ; where 
Oſt as the giant flood obliquely ftrides, 7 
And his banks open, and his lawns extend, 
Stop< ſhort the pleaſed traveller to view 
Preſiding o'er the ſcene ſome ruftic tower 
Founded by Norman or by Saxon hands: 
O ye Northumbrian ſhades, which overlock 
The rocky pavemement and the moſſy falls 
Of ſolitary Wenſbeck's limpid ſtream ; 


2. 


43 
 Belov'd of old, and that delightful time 
When all alone, fur many a ſummer's day, 

J wander*'d through your calm receſſes, le.l 
In ſilence by ſome powerful hand unten, 43 
Nor will I e'er forget you. Nor ſhall e'er 
The graver taſks of mankood, or the advice 
Of vulgar wiſdom, move me to diſclaim 
Thoſe ſtudies which poficſs'd me in the dawn 
Of life, and fix'd the colour of my mind 
For every future year: hence even now 


| From ſleep I reſcue the clear hovrs of morn, 


And, while the world around lies overwkelm'd 
In idle darkneſs, am alive to thoaugkts 

Of honourable fame, of truth divine 

Or moral, and of mird: to virtue won 

By the fweet magic of harmonious verſe: 
The themes which now expect us. For thus far 
On general habits, and on arts which prow 


fo 


In Nature's or in fortune's change'u! ſcene 
en learn to judge of beauty and acqtire 
Thoſe forms ſet up, as idols in the toul 65 
For love and zealuus praiſe. Vet indiftint, _ 
In vulgar boſume, and unnotic'd lie 
'The'e pleaſing ſtores, unle:s the caſual ſorce 

Of things external prompt the h-edleſs min- 

| To recognize her wealth, But ne there are 720 
Conſcious of nature, and the rule which man 
 O'er nature holds: fume who, within themſelves 


10 
9 


Retizing from the tixlLal ſcenes of chance 


I0 clothe whate'er the ſoul admires or loves 
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And momentarv paſſion, can at will 

Call up theſe fair evemplars of the mind; 
Review their features; ſcan the tecret lu 

MV hich bind them to each other: and ciiplay 
By forms, or ſounds, or colours, to the ente 
Of all the world their latent charms di play: 


| 


6 


o D E S. 


| BOOK THE FIRST, 


Even as in Nature's frame (if ſuch a word, 
If ſuch a word, ſo bold, may from the lips 
Of man proceed) as in this outward flame 
Of thing-, the Great Artificer pourtrays 
His own immenſe idea. Various names 
Theie among mortals bear, as various ſigns 85 
Ther we, an by peculiar organs ipeak | 
To human ſenſe. 
Of air through tubes with moving ſtops diſ- 
tinct, 
Or by extended chord in meaſure taugt 


80 


To vibrate, can affemble powerful toznds 90 


Expreſſing every temper of the mind 5 
From every caule, and charming all the foul 
With paſſion void of care. Others mean time 
The rngged mats of metal, wood, or ſtone, 
Patiently taming ; or with eaſier haud 
De'cribing lines, and with more amrle ſcope 
Uniting colours; can to general fight 
Produce thote permanent and periect forms, 
Thoſe characters of heroes and of gods, 
Which from the crude materials of the world 100 
Their own high minds created. But the chief 
Are poets ; eloquent men, who dwell on errth 


95 


| 


ö 


Wich language and with numbers. 
_ _ theſe 5 
A field is openꝰd wide as nature's ſphere; 1c 
Nay, wider: various as the tudden acts 
human wit, and vaſt as the demar ds ; 
Or human will. The bard nor length, nor 
5 n Ff. 
Nor place, nor form controls. To eyes, to ears, 
Jo every organ of the copious mind, 110 
He oflereth all its treaſures. Him the hours, 
The ſeaſons him obey : and chargzful Time 
Sees him at will keep meature with his flight, 
At will outftrip it. To enhance his tvil, | 
Hz ſummoneth from the uttermoſt extent 115 
Ot yy God hath taught him, every | 


Hence to 


q 


| 


1 


rm 
 Auwtlizr, every power: and alt beſide | 
Excludes imperiou. His prevaling hand 
_ Gives, to corporeal eſſence, life and ſenſe 
And every ſtately function of the ſoul. 
The :vvl itſelf to him obfequious lies, 
ke matter's paſſive heap : and as he 
I reno an affection he ailians 
Their jultailiances, Their fuſt degrees: 
Whence his pecuiiar honors; whence the 


wills, 
1 


race | „„ 
Of wen v ho eule his delizheful word. 
Men genuine and according t6 themielves, 
Tran cend as far the unceit..in {ins of earth, 
A earth itelf to his delightful world 
Ihe pain of pet iti beauty duth icin. 521 
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There are who by the flight 


] 


| 


| "0 8-1 
PREFACE. 
- I. 


ON vonder verdant hilloe laid, | 
Where oaks and elms, a friendly ſhade, 
O'erl-ok the falling ſtream, es 
O matter of the Latin lyre, 


j A while with thee will I retire 


, o 


From ſummer s noontide beam. 

ff _ 

And, lo, within my lonely bower, 

The induſtrious bee from many a flower 
Collects her balmy dews: = 

For me,” ſhe ſings, the gems are bo 

For me their ſilken robe adorr, _ 

«6 Their tragrant breath diffule.”* | 

| III. 


S:xcet murmurer ! ma” no rude ſtorm 
This hoſpitable ſcene deform, 

Nor check thy gladiome toils; 
Still may the buds unſullied fprings, 
Still ſhowers and ſunſhine court thy wizg 
To cheſe ambroſial Ipoils. 
| IV. 


3s 


In, 


| Nor ſhall my Muſe hereafter fail | 


Her fellyw-!labenrer thee to hail ; 
_ And lucky be the ſtrains: 


For lon: ago d' nature frame 


Your ſeaſons ard your arts the lame, 
Your pleafure: and your patns. 


Like thee, in lowly, ſrlvan ſcenes, 


On river-banks and flowery greens 

My Muſe defichted plavs : 
Nor through the deſart or the air, 
Though ſwans or eagle: triumph there, 


| With fond ambition ſtrays. 


Nor where the beding raven chaunte, 

Nor near the 01's unhallowed haunts. 
Will ſhe ker cares employ ; 

But flies from ruins and from tombs, 

From ſuperſtition's horrid glooms, 

Io day-light and to joy. | 

„ VII. 


| Nor will ſhe tempt the barren waſte : 
Nor deizns the Inrking ſtrength to taſte 
Of ary no igus thing: N 
But leaves with feurn to envy's uſe 
The infir il nightſhhade's baneful juice, 
| The nettles ſordid fling. = 


N 


Na 2 


VIII. 
From all which natare faire} know:, 
The sern pawns, the Juramer rates 
She dra:vs her bia neleſs wealth ; 
And, when the ;entron> taſk i dune. 
Bhe conecrates a fouTte buen, 
To pi-z\ure and to health. 


ODE Þ Mo Ls 
FOR THE WINTER SOLSTICE. 
nh I. 
N to the utmoſt ue Ha 
The gun has trac'd hi; anon! way, 
Ant b« tward now prepares to roll, 
An vie5 the North with earlier day. 
Prune on Futofh's loſty brow, | 
Flood; of Fiblimer ſplendor Row, 
Rinering the latent iceds of guid, 
YWhiiſt, nwni'ing in the ar. ely ſhatle, 
Tue afflicted Irdian Hides his hend, 
Nor dares the blaze of neon behold. 
But lo! on this deſerted conſt, 
How faint the lizht! Hove chill the air! 
Lo! arm'd with whirlwind, hail, and fruſt, 
Fierce winter deſolates the year. 

The fields refipn their chewfu) bloom; 
No more the brerres breathe perfume ; 
No more the warbling waters roll: 
Deiart- of now ſatigue the eve; 

Succ ein ve tempeſts bl at the fkv, 
And gluomy dainps oppteſs the ſoul. 
| es * | 

But let my drooping genius riſe, 

And hail the lun' remoteſt ray: BY 
Now, nov he climb: the northern ſkies, 
Tomorrow nearer thin to-day. : 

Then, louder how! the ſtormy waſte, 

Be ſand and ocean worle defac'd, 

Yet brighter hours are on the wing, 

And fancy, through the wintety gloom, 
Padiant with dews and flowers in gluom, 

Already hails the emerging Spring. 
Could mortal yows but urge thy ſpeed, 
No foon, before the vernal ray, 

Should each ur..indly damp recede! 

Tow ſoon each rempeR hovering fly,. 
hat now, ſermenting, load: the ſy, 
P ompt on our heads to burſt amin, 

'2 rend the forcit from the ſteep, 
ad, thunclering o'er the Ba!tic deep, 
IF +» 'wheim the merchant's hopes of gain! 


* 
299227 


» * Tis Ode was afterwards entirely altered; 
am 56e ſeenin the fol o-riny poem. Te reader 
, be cviſÞieajec i» fee it as 11 was originally 
uri. n. N. 


ARENSIDE'S POEMS. 


V. 

Bit let not man's im perſed views, 
Pre'::me to tax wie Nature's laws : 
LT. his with ſilent icy to ule | 

The indvl,,ence of the ſoveteign cauſe ; 
Secure that from the whole of things 
Beauty ard good c::ntummate ſprings, 
Rerund what he can reach to know, 
Ani that the Provider:ce of heaven 
Has ome peculiar bleſſipg given 
To each allutted ſtate below. 


VI. 985 
Ev'n now how ſweet the wintery night 
Speat with the old i: ftrious dead; 
While, by the taper's trembling light, 
[ ſeem the awtul conrle to tread ; 
| Where Chiets and leziflaturs lie, 
Whote triumphs move before my eye, 
With every laurel :reſh difplay'd: 
F While, charm'd, I reve in claffic ſong, 
Or bend tu Freedom's fearleſs tongue, 


4 * * 


ODE I. Ne I 


] ON THE WINTER SOLSTICE. 


M. DCC. x L. 


| x 1, 
RE radiant ruler of the year 

At length his wintery goal attains; 
Seems to reverie the long career, 
And northward bend his ſteady reins. 
Now, picrcing half Potoſi's height, 
Prone ruſh the fiery floods of light 
Ripening the mountain's filver ſtores: 
While in ſome cavern's horrid ſhade, 
The panting Indian hides his head, 


I Aud oft the approach of eve implores. 


= - 


| But lo, on this deſerted coaſt i 3 
Ho pale the lun! how thick the air! 


Muſtering his ſtorms, a ſordid hoſt, 
L., winter deſolates the vear; 
4 ke fields refign their lateſt bloom; 
No mee the breezes watt perfume, 
No more the ſtreams in mafic roll: 


But ſows fall dark, or rains reſuund; 


And, while great nature mourns around, 


| Her griets intect the human ſoul. 


EE i en Ms 
| Hence the loud city's buſy throngs 

' Urge the warm bow] and iplendid fire; 
Harmonious dances, ſeſtive ;ongs 

| Azainft the ſpiteful heaven contpire: 
Meartime perhaps with tender fears 


Some village-dame the curfew hears, 


4 


While round the hearth her children play: 
At morn their father went abroad; 

The moon is tunk, and deep the road 
She ſighs, and wonders at his ftay, 


| 


AKENSIDE'S POEMS 


| IV. 
But thou, my lyre, awake, Miſe, 
Aud hail the lun's returning force: 
ven nw he cjirabs the n +rthern feies, 
Avdbe:irh and hope attend his courie. 
Jben louder how the gerial waſte, 
Be earth with keever cid er.brac'd, 
Vet bentle hours advance their wing ; 
And tauncy, mocking winter's might, 

Vith flowers and dews and ſtreaming light 
Already deck: the new-burn ſpring. 

| | v 


O fountain of the golden day, . 
Could mortal vows promote thy ſpeed, 

Jiow focn before thy verual ray 

Shuwid each uwnkindly damp recede ! 

Ilow on each hevering tempeſt fly, 

M ho e ſtores for miſchief arm the ſky, 
Prompt on our heads to burſt amain, 

ro rend rhe forett tum the ſteep, 

Cr, thnrdering o'er the Baltic deep, 

To 'wheim the merchant's hopes ot gain! 
Nut let not man's unequal views 
Pre:ume oer nature and her laws: 

Tis his with grateful jy te nie | 
The indulgence of the fov'reizn cauſe ; 
Sec'172 that health and beauty ſprings 
Ti:r0ugh this majeſtie frame of things, 
Bernd what he can teach to know ; 
And that heaven's all-ſubdning will, 
Wich good the progeny of ill, | 
Auempereth every ſtite — 

N 355 „ 
Hoe pleafing wears the wintery nig ht, 

- Spent with the old illuſtrious dend! 

While, by the taper's trembling light, 

I ſeem thee av. ful {renee to tread 
Where chiefs or lerifkrurs lie, 
V note tri-mphs move beſore my eye 
In arms and antique gon attay'd; 
While now TI taite the Junian ung, 
Now bend to Plato's god-like tengue 
K.ounding thivugh the: olive ſhade. 

„ r 

Bir ſhould forme cheatful, equal friend 

B. d leave the ſtudiuuo page a while, 
Let miith on idm then attend, 

And „ cial eaie on learned t. ii. 
Then while, at love's uncaretul ſhrice, 
Fach dictates to the god of wire 
Her narne whom: u bis hopes obey, 

M hat flattering dreams each bylum warm, 
Wille ab ence, beightening every Charm, 
Invokes the flow returning May! | 
N . 
May, thou delight of herven ard earth, 
When will thy genial ſtar ame? 


The 2uſpicic us morn, which gives the birth, 


Si] bring Eudora to my eyes, 

V ithin her ſylvan havnt behold, 

As in the k:pp; garden oll, 

She move line tha primevs] fair: 
Thither, ye fiiver-!wnnding Iyres, 
Ye tender tmiles, ye chaſte defires, 


Ford hope and mutual taith, repalr. 


5 Were very uſeleſs, very vain, 


—_ No F.2utl2 7 bli:in you kruy nt hy? | 
| No liewing ſigh, ror flifled groan? 


| x. 


And if believing love ean read 
His better amens in her eye, 


| | Then ſhail my fears, O charming maid, 


I And every pain of ablence die: 
| Then ſhall my jocund harp, atturꝰd 
To thy true ear with ſweeter ſound 
{ Purli e the tree Horatian jung: 
Old Tyne ſhall liften to rv re, 
And Echo down the bordering vale 
The liquid melody prolong. £ 


ODE UI. 
To A FRIEND, 
UNSUCCESSFUL IN LOVE. 


IEE D,. m. Phedria, if to find 
| © Thar wealth can female wiſhes gain, 
I Had e'er diſturb'd your thoughtful mind, 
I } Or c-ſt one ſerious moment's pain, 

II ſhould bave laid that all the rules, 
Wu learn'd of moraliſts and ſchools, 


EE. II. 
| . 
Vet I perhaps miſtake the eaſe 


_ [ Say, though with this: heroie air, 

| Like one that holds a nobler chace, 

I You try the tender loſs to bear. : 

| | Does ro ur heart renounce your tongue ? 
Seer: not my ceniure ſtrangely wonz :. - 


3 fo count it tuch a fight aft? 


III. 


5 f | When Hefper gilds the ſhaded ſky, 


| Ott as you teek the well-known grove, 
{| Methink< I lee you caſt your eye 

| Back to the morning ſcenes of love: 
Each pleating word youu hend her fay, 
tler geile lo K, her graceful] way, 
Again pour Rtruggling fancy move. 


IV. 


I Then tell me, i: vourtul igtre? 


Does W iam calmly held her throne? 
| Then « .n v ouelion each defire, 
| Bid etis remain, and that begone? 


Fo teuy natiefFarting from yuur ee? 


| V. 
Away with this unmanly mood ! 
See where the hoery churl appears, 
| Whae hand hath eiz'd the favourite good 
Wnich yu reer'd tr baprizt years: 
{| Walls, nale by ſide, che bluſhing maid 
| | Si. en: from his vidage, half atraid, 


Spitz of the fickly joy the weary 
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VI. 
Ye guardian of love and fame, 
This chaſte, harmoni-us pair behold ; 


And thus reward the generous flame 
Of all who barter vows fr gold. 

O blocm of youth, O tender charms 
Well buricd in a dotard's arms ! 

© equal price of beauty fold ! 

| VII. 

Ceaſe then to gaze with looks of love: 
Bid her adieu, the venal fair: 
Unworthy ſhe your bli's to prove; 


Then whereſore ſhould ſhe prove your care 


No: lay your myitle garland down; 
And let a while the will-w's crown 
With luckier omens bind your hair. 

| VIII. 
D juſt eſeap'd the faithleſs main, 
Though driven unwilling on the land; 
To guide your favour'd ſteps again, 
Behold your better genius =. 
Where Truth revolves her divine, 
Where Virtue leads to Honour*s ſhrine, 
Behold, he lifts his awſul hand. 
. 5 IX. | 
Fix but on theſe your ruling ain, 
And Time, the fre of many care, 
Will Fancy's dazzling colours tame 
A ſoberer dreſs will Beauty wear: 
Then ſhall efteem by Knowledge led 
Unthrone withia your heart and head 
Some happier love, ſome truer fait. 


ODE I. 
AFFECTED INDIFFEREXCE. 
| 70 THE SAME. 
VIS. you contemn the perjur'd maid 


” Who :l! your favourite hopes betiay'd: 
Nor, though her heart fhou'd home return, 


Her tuneful t-ngzue its falſchood mourn, 
Her winning eyes your faith irmplore, 

Would you her hand receive again, 
At ones diſſemble your di dain, 

Or liſten to the ſy ren's theme, 

Or ſtoop to love: fince now eſteem, 


| | by © 
Vet tell me, Phedrin, tell me why, 
When furmoniny your pride vou try 
To racet her ls with cu reglest, 


2 


conitdence, ard friendſhip, is no more. 


Or cross her wa'k with light reipect, 


(fer to is fA'fehond ett repaid) = 


Vence do yore chozks indignant ad 
Why i. your mrigaling tergue is fl 2 
What mean mat darkns s on our bro? 


Ac it v.ith all her broken vow 


| Yeu meant che lair apohlats e uphiaid? 


: | 


| 


* 


> 


ö 


1 
4 
| Which firſt behel4 pour füthful breaſt 


5 


AKENSIDE'S POEMS. 


OD E V. 


| I. 
H fly! 'tis dire Suſpieion's mien: 
And, meditating plagues unſeen, 
The !oicere!s hither bends : 


Behold her torch in gall imbruetl: | 
Behold---her garment drops with blood 


Of loyers and of friends. 
VVV 


Fly fir! Already in your eyes 
4 


Lice a pale ſuſſuſi n pile; 
And ſoon through every vein, 


Soon wil! her ſecret venom ſpread, 


And ali your heart and all your head, 
lmbibe the potent ſtain. 5 


III. 


: Then many 2 demon will ſhe raiſe 


To vex your ſleep, to haunt your ways : 
While gleams of loſt delight 
Raiſe the dark tempeſ* of the brain, 


| As lightning ſhines acruſs the main | 
Through whirlwinds and through night. 


IV. 


| No more can faith or candour move ; 


But each ingenucus deed of love, 
Which reaſon would apphud, 


| Now, ſmiling o'er her dark diſtreſo, 


Fancy malignant ſtrives to dreſs 
Like injury and fraud, 

Fare wel eo Virtue's peaceful times: 

Soon will yc.u ſtocp tu 2& the crimes 
Which thus you ſto.p to fear: RE 

Gulilt fullows guilt : and where the train 

Begins with wrongs of ſuch a ſtain, 

What horrors form the rear! 


VI. 


j Tis has do work her boleful power, 


Suſpicien wait, the ſullen l. ur 
Of tretiulneſ: and ftriſe, 


| When cure the infirmer bolom wring*, 


Or Eurus vaves his murky wings 
To damp the teats of life. 


But come, forake the ſcene unblef'd. 


| To eroundleſs ferrs a pre: ee 
Come, where with my prevailing 1:76 
The ſie", the ſtreame, the moves con pire 

To charm VEur dont. awa!s | 
pee | VIII. 
ThHron'd in the fan's letcending cat, 
What power ungen difnu'eth ar 
This tenden of mint? 
What (chm wn flo en wonder Dond? 
| What ad, in wipes. rm the woud, 


* Bd. every tony be kind? 


az e 


r . MS eos wt 
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 AKENSIDE'S POEMS. 


IX. 


O chou, whate'er thy awh1] name, 
u bote wiidom our untoward frame 1 
With ſocial love reitrains | 
Thou, who by fair afleCtion's ties 
Giv'f us to double all our Joys 
And half dilarm our pains ; 
X. 
Let univerfal candor ſtill, 
Clear a yon heaven-refleCting rill, 
Preterve my open mind; 
Nor this nor that man's croked ways | Mi 
\ Ons ordid doubt within me raile | 
To injare human kind. 


1 


o D E VI. 
HYMN TO CHEERFULNESS. 


HO thick the ſhades of evening cloſe! _ 
How pale the fl-y with weight of inuws! | 
Haſte, Ii ht the taperz, urge the fire, 
Aud bid the j»yleb day retire. 
—— Alas, in vain I try within 
To biighten the dejected ſcene, 
While rouz d by grief the'e fiery pains 
Tear the frail texture of my vein: ; 

While v.1ater's voice, that ſt. rin. around, 

And vun deep death-bell's g roaning louud 

Rene vm minds oppreſſive gloom, | 

Till ikurting horror ſhakes the 1. 
ls there ia nature no kind power 
Io both af: Glien's lonely hour? 
To blunt the edge of dire diicaſe, | 
Aud tench theſe v.intery ſhades to plea'e? | 
Core, Chearfolae's, triumphant fair, 
Sine chrough the hoverigg el ud of care: 
O ect of language, mild ut mien, 1 
O Vimue's friend and Pleaſure's queen, 
Al wage the flames that burn my breaſt, 
Cmphſe my jarring thoughts to reſt; 
Ard hile thy gracious giſt ] cel, 
M. way ſhall all thy pra reveul. 
A once ('twas in &\ftrza's reign) 
Tie vernal powers renew d their train, 
Tt happen d that immontal Love 
Ve. ranging through the iphere: above, 
5 = d,vnvward bither caſt his eye 
ue year”; returning pomp to ſpy. = 
e vue the radiart Ss 38 | 
Vat in his care the roſy May 
2 trazrant Aire and genial Hours | 

Were ſhedding round him dews and fluwers ; 

Pie bis wheels Auryia pas d, 5 

Ai ilcfper's o den lamp was laſt. 

Put, faireſt of the blooming throng, 

Men Health majeſtic mov 'd along. | | 
e ighted to ſurveꝝ bolow = ng | 
"© 197% which from her preſence flow, _ 

be earth enjiven'd Lear; her voice, 


— 


eas, 426 Hoch, and Hd. reer; | 
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Then mighty love her charms confes'd, 
Ant won bis vous inclin'd her breaſt, 


| And, knn from that auſpicious morn, 


Thee pleaſing Cheerfulneis was burn, 
Thou Cheerfulnels by heaven deſign 4 


To [way the movements of the 


W htever fretful paſſion ſprings, 

V batever way ward fortune brings, 

Te d:farrange the power within, 

And ſtrain the muſical machine; 

Thou, Goddeſs, thy attempering hand 


| Duth each diſcordant ſtring command, 
Refines the ſoft, aud fwells the ttrong ; 


And, joining nature's general ſong, 
Through many a varying tone 
The harmony of human ſouls, 

Fair guardian of domeſtic life, 
Kind baniſher of homebred ftrife, 


Nor ſullen lip, nor taunting eye, 


Deſorms tne icene where thou art by: 
No fickening huſband damns the hour 


M kich bound his joys to female power; 


No »ining-motker weeps the cares 


| Which parents waſte on thankleſs heirs; 
| | The officious daughters plens'd attend; 


The brother adds the name of friend: 


By thee with flowers their board is crawn'd, 
| With ſongs from thee their walks reſound ; 


And marn with welcome luſtre ſhines, 
Aud evening unperceiy 'd declines. 

Is there a youth, whoſe anxious heart 
Labours with love's unpitied {mart ? 
Though now he ſtray by rills and bower, 


And weeping waſte the lonely hours, 
| Or if the nymph her audience deign, 
I Debate the ſtory of his pain 


With fliyiſh looks, difcoler'd eyes, 


And aceents faltering into ſighs 
Vet thou. auſpiciaus power, with ene 


Canſt vield him happier arts to plea'e, 
Inform his mien with menlier charm:, 


In" iuct his tongue with noble arms, 


With more commanding paſſion move, 


And tench the dignity of love. 


Friend to the Muſe and all her train, 


| For thee I court the Mule again: 
Ihe Mute for thee may well evert | 
I Her po up, her chum, her fondeſt art 


Who owes to thee that plezfing (way 


Which earth and peopled heaven ubeye | 
| Let Melancholy's plaintive tongue 


Repent what later bards have lung; 


| But thine was Homer's ancient mi ht, 


And 'hine victorious Pindar's Highit: 
Thy hand each Leſbi in wreathe attic'd ; 


Thy lip Sicilian reeds inſpir'd: 
| Thy ſpirit lent the glad perfume OS 
_ | Whence yet the flowers of 'Teos bloom; 


Whence yet from Tibur's Sabine vaie 
Del:ci-us blaws the enlivering gale, 


| Whit: Horace calls thy ſportive choir, 


Heroes and nymphs, arbund his ly re. 
But ſee where yonder penſive ſage 


| (A prey perhaps to fortune” rage, 


Perkups by tender griefs oppreb'd, | 
Or bluvms $ongraial ty bus breut) 


Retires in defart ſcenes to dwell, 

And vids the joyleſs world farewel. 

Alone he treads the autumna! ſhade, 

Alunc beneath the mountain laid 

He fees the nightly damps iſcend, 

And gathering ſtorms aloſt impend ; 

He hears the neighbouring {urges roll, 

And raging thunders ſhake the pole : 

Then, truck by every object round, 

And ſtunn d by every horrid found, 

He aſks a clue for Nature's ways; 

But evil haunts him through the maze; - 

He ſees ten thouſand demons riſe 

To wield the empire of the ſkies, | 
And chance and fate aſſume the rod, 
And malice blot the throne of God. 

— O thou, whoſe pleaſing power | fing, 
Thy lenient influence hither bring; 
Compoſe the ſtorm, diſpel the gloom, 
Till Nature wear her wonted bloom, 

Tili fields and ſhades their ſweets exhale, 

And mufic {well each opening gale : 

Then ver his breaſt thy !oftnets pour, 
And let him learn the timely hour 

| To trace the world's benignant laws, 

And judge of that preſiding caufe, 

Who founds on diſcord beauty's reign, 

Converts to pleature every pain, 

Subdues each hoſtile form to reſt, 

And bids the univerſe be bleſs d. 

O thou whoſe pleafing power I fing, 

If right I touch the votive ſtring, 

If equal praiſe I yield thy name, 

Still govern thou thy puet's flame; 

Still with the Muſe my boiom ſhare, 
And ſooth to peace intrading care. 

But moſt exert thy pleaſing power 

On friendſhip's 22 .: 

And while my Sorhron points the road 
To godlike wiſdom's calm abode, 
Or warm in freedom's ancient cauſe 
FTraceth the ſource of Albion's laws, 
Add th-u o'er all the generous toil 

The light of thy unclouded ſmile. 
But, if by fortune's ſtubborn ſway, 
From him and Friendſhip turn away, 

I coart the Muſe's healing ſpell 
For griefs that ſtill with abſence dwell, 
Do rhou conduct my fancy's dreans 

To ſuch indulgent placid themes, 
As juſt the ſtruggling breaſt may cheer 

And juſt ſuſpend the ſtarting tear, 

_ Yet leave that ſacred ſenie of woe 
Which none but friends and lovers know. 


ON THE USE OF POETRY. | 


| | 3 | 

T for themſelves did human kind 

_ ®*. Contrive the parts by heaven aſſign'd 
On life's wide ſcene to play: | 

+ Not Scipio's force, nor Cz1ar*s ſkill 

Can conquer glory's ardnous hill, 

It iortune cloſe the var. 


AKENSIDE'S FOES. 


II. 
Vet ſtill the ſelf- depending ſoul, 
Though laſt and leaſt in tortune's roll, 
lis proper ſphere commands; 
And «nows hat niture's ſeal beſtow'd, 
And tees, betore the throne of Cod, 
The rank in which he ſtands, 
| III. 


Who train'd by laws the f:iture age, 
Who reſcued nations from the rage 

Olk partial, faftivus power, 

My heart with diſtant homage vews; 


Content if thou celeſtial Mute, 


Didf rule my natal hour. 
= IV. 
Not far beneath the hero's feet, 
Nor frum the legiſlator's ſeat 
Stands lar remote the bard, = 
Though not with public tzrrors crown'd, 


| Yet wider ſhall bis rule be found, 


More laſting his award. 
V. 


| Lycurgus faſhion' d Sparta's fame, 


Ard Pompey to the Roman name 
Gave univerſal way: 
Where are they ?---Homer's reverend 


: Holds empire to the thirtieth age, 


And tongues and climes obey. 
LT] VI. 


| Ard thus when William's acts divine : 
| No lcnger ſhall from Bourbon's line 


Draw one vindictive vow ; 


When Sidney ſhail with Cato reft, 
And 


Ruſſel move the patriot's breaſt 

do more than Brutus now: | 
„ 

Vet then ſhall Shake'pear's powerful art 

O'er every paſſicun, every heart, 

Cor fim his awſul thrune: 


| Tyrant ſhall bow before his laws; 


Aud freedom's, glory's, vittre's 


I beir dread aillentor van. 


ODE vm. 


|| on LEAVING HOLLAND | 


FAREWFLE. to Leyden's lonely bound; 
The Belzian Muſe's fober feat: 
Where dealing frugal gilt's around 
To ail the favourites zt her feet, 
She trains the body's buiky frerae 
For paſſive, perſevering toils: 
And leſt, from any prouder aim, 


| Thedaring mind ſhould ſeorn her homely poll, * 
She breathes materual fog: to damp Ie reſt. e. 
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Fare til the grave, pacific air, 

Where never mountain zephyr blew; 
The marſhy levels Hnk and hare, 
Which Pan, which Ceres never knew ; 
The Naiads, with obſcene attire, 
Urging in vain their urns te flow ; 


While rornd them ch2urt the croking choir, | 


And haply ſocth ſome lover's prudent woe, 


or prompt iome reſtive Bard, and modulate his lyre. | 


| 


| 3 | | 
Farewell, ve nymphs, whom ſober care of gain] 


Snate hd in your cradles from the god of love ; 

Ste render'd all his boaſted arrows vain ; 
And all his gifts did he in ſpite remove. 

Ye too, the flow-ey'd fathers of the land, 


With hm dominion ſteals from hand to 255 


hand, | bo! 
Unown'd undignify'd by public choice, 
go where liberty to all is known, 
Aud tells a monarch on his throne, 
He reigns not but by her preſerving vc ice. 
3 I * 8 
O me lov'd England, when with thee 
Shall I fit down to part no more ? 
Far from this rale, dicouor'd fea, 
That ſleeps upon the reedy ſhore, 
When ſhall I plough the azure tide ? 
When on thy hills the flocks admire, 


Like movitain ſnows; till down their fide 


trace the village and the ſacred ſpire, | 


While bowere a d copſes green the golden ſlope | 


—_ 


Ye nympt:: v ho guard the pathleſs grove, | 


Ye blue-ey'd ſiſters of the ſl reams, 
With whom | wont at morn to rove, 


| With whom at noon I talk'd in dreams: | 


O rake me to your haunts again, 


The rock y tpring, the greenwood glade; 


To guide my lonely footſteps deign, 


| ade, | 
And {oth my vacant ear with many an airy ſtrain. 
Ss N. 3. 


Aud thon, my faithful harp, no longer mourn 


"Thy dioopine mter's inauſpicious hand : 


Now brighter ſkies and freſher gales return, 


Now fairer maids thy melody demand. 
Danghters of Albion, liſten to my lvre! 
O Phoebus, guardian of the Aunian choir, 

Wpbeu all the virgin deities above 

With Venus and with Juno move 


Thee too, protectreſs of my lays, 
FE late with w hoſe maieftic call 
Above degenerate Latium's praiſe, 
Above the ſlaviſh boaſt of Gaul, 
I dare from impious thrones reclaim, 
And wanton floth's ignoble charms, 
The honors of a poet's name | 
To Somer's counſels, or to Hampden's arms, 


Thee, freedom, I tejc la, and bleſs thy genuine flane 
Ver. VII. : 


To prompt my flumbers in the murmuring | There are with eyes unmov'd and reckleſs beart 


Who ſaw thee from thy ſummir tall thus luw, 


1 
Why ivunds not mine harmonious as thy own, 


„Thou didft not dream of liberty decay'd, 


| © Nor wiſh to make her guardian laws more 
In concert round the Olympian father's thrcne ? | . 


III. 2. 
Crext citizens of Albion! Thee 
Heroic valuur {till attends, 
Ani uſeful ſcience plea-'d to ſee 
L How art her ſtudious toi] exten dle. 
| While truth, diffuſing from on high 
A luſtre upconfin'd as day, | 
Fils and commands the public eye; 
Til, pierc'd and fanking by her 


mens, fly. 
| 3 
_— the whole land the patriot's ardour 
| ares: 
Hence dread religion dwells with ſocial joy; 
And holy paſhors and unſullied cares, 
In youth, in age, domeſtic liſe errplox. 
O fair Britar via, hail !--- With partiv] love 


95 


Unjuſt and heſtile to each oreign fame: 


A nation holds her prime applauſe. 
| Their public zeal ſhall all reproof diſclaim. 


O0 D E N. 
T 0 CUR 1 O*. 
M. DCC. XLIV. 


farne | 
Since J exulting graſp'd the tuneful ſhell : 
Lager through endlels years to ſound thy name, 
Proud that my memory with thine ſhuuld dwell. 


 Thoſegedlike forms which hover'd round thy 
voice, 


What can I now of thee to time report, 


. 


Ws deem'd thy arm extended but to dart 
| The public vengeance on thy private foe. 
But, ſpite of every gloſs of envious mind, 
The owl-ey'd race whom virtue's luſtre blinds, 
Who tagely prove that each man hath his price, 
Iſtill believ'd thy aim from blemiſh free, 
I yet, even yet, believe it, ſpite of thee 
And all thy painted pleas to greatneſs and to vic2s 


. e 5 
* But the raſh many, firſt by thee miſled, 
% Bore thee at length unwillingly along.“ 
Riſe from your (ad abodes, ye curſt of old 


| Por faith deſerted or for cities fold, 


Own here one untry'd, unexampled, deed ; 
One myſtery of ſhame from Curio, learn, 
To beg the infamy he did not earn, 


meed. | SR ny 
| L Ser the © Epilite to Curia, in this volume. ] 
| / __ | 
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powerful 127, 
Tame taith ard monkiih ave, like nightly de- | 


The tribes of men their native ſeats approve, 


But when for generous minds and manly lav.'s 


8 | RS 8 
THRICE hath the ſpring beheld thy faded 


How haſt thou ſtain'd the ſplendor of my choice! 
Ls, freedom, glory, u bither are they flown 2 


Save thy fond country made thy im pious ſport, 
Her fortune and her "_ the victims of thy own? 
. 


And ſcape in guilt's diſguiſe from virtue's offer d 


0 


His bowl to thee the grateful failur crowns : 
be learn'd recluſe, with awful zeal who read 


Your plans of law complete, yuur ends | of rule 


246 
IV. | | 
For ſv we not that dangerous power avow'd 
Whom freedom vit hath round her mortal bane, 
Whom public wiſdom ever ft: ove ta exclude, | 
And but with bluſhes ſuffer-:': in ker train? 
Corruption vaunted her be vitehigg ſpoils, 
Ober count, o'ei enate, prcad in pump Let 
| toils, ; 
And call'd herſelf the ſtate's directing ſoul: 
Till Cu rio, like = good magician, try'd 
With eluquence ard reaſon at kis fide, | 
By ſtrength of holier ſpells the inchantreſs to 
1 5 control. | 


V. 


Soon with thy country's hope thy fame er- | 


tenels ; 


The reſeuecl merchant oft thy words reſounds : | 


Thee and thy cauſe the rural hearth defends: 


Of Grecian heroes, Roman patriots dead, 
Now wich like awe doth living merit ſcan: 
While he, whom virtue in his bleſt retreat 
Bade ſocial enſe and public paſſion: meet, 

Aſcends the civil ſeene, and knows to be a ian. 
At length — the glorious end appear d: 
Wie gw thy ſpirit through the ſenate reign ; 


And freedom's friends thy inſtant omen heard | 


Of laws for which thy fathers bled in vain. 
Wal' d in the ſtrife the public Genius roſe 


Riore keen, more ardent from his long repoſe: 


Deep through her bounds the city ſelt his call : | 
Each crouded haunt was ftirr'd beneath his 


power 8 EY | 
And murmuring eballeng'd the deciding hour 
Of chat too vaſt event 


VII. 


0 ye good powers who look on human kind, 1 


nſtruct the mighty moments as they roll; 


And watch the fleeting ſhapes in Curiv': mind, 


Ard ſteer his paſſions iteady to the goa!. 

O Alfred, father of the Engliſn name, 

O valiant Edward, firit in civil fame, 

O William, keight of public virtue pure, 

Bend from your radiant fezts a jovſul eve 
Behold the ſum of all y-ur lors nizh, 


lecu re. 8 | 
ren um ſhame! O ſoul from faith | 
. eſt- +2! F nl 


O Albion oft to flattering vows 2 prev! 
 *[was then---"! hy tacucht what ſudden frenzy 
REELS, | | | 
What ruft g vy took thy ſtrength away? 

Is this the man i... f dom's cauſe approv'd? 
The man f, u, to homdur'd, fo belov'd? 
_VVinmned.:4eny'd, and the living bleſs'd? 

Thi; patient Gave v tiaſel bonds allur'd? 
"i his wretch eta. : for a boon abiur'd ? 


Whom tile tilat tetr'd him, leon; 
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the hope and dread of all. 5 


„ TI 


that truſtee! 
bun, veil ? A | 


{ 


| IX. 
O loft alike to action and repoſe } 
Witch all that habit of familiar fame, 
Sold to the mockery of relentle!s foes, 
And 2 to exhauſt che dregs of liſe in 
ꝛame, 
To act with burnirg brow and throbbing heart 
A pcor deſerter's dull exploded part, 
To flight the favor thou canſt hope no more, 
P.encunce the giddy croud, the vulgar wind, 
Charge = own lightneis on thy country's 
mind, 
And from her voice appeal ro each tame foreign 
ſhore. 


X | 

But England's ſons, to p:rchace thence applauſe, 
Shall re'er the loyalty of Naves pretend, 
By cr: urtly paſſions try the public caule ; 
Nor to the forms of rule betray the end. 
O race ere ! by manlieſt paſſions moy'd, 
The labours which to virtue ſtand approv'd, 
Prompt with a lover's fondneſs to furvey; _ 
Vet, where injuſtice works her wilful claim, 
Fierce as the flight of Jove's deſtroying flame, 


| impatient to cuutrorr, and dreadful to repay. 


| | . | | 
Theſe thy heart owns no longer. In their room 
See the grave queen of pageants, Honour, dwell, 
Couch'd in thy bolom's deep tem 
gloom | 
Like ſome grim idol in a ſoreerer's cell. 
Before her rites thy ſickening reaſon flew, 
Divine perſuaſion from thy tongue withdrew, 
While laughter mock'd, or pity ſtole a ſigh: 
Can wit her tender movemeiits rightly frame 
Where the prime function of the loul is lame? 
Can farcy's feeble tpriags the force of truth ſup - 


ly? 5 
s 1 3 
But eome: tis time: ſtrong deſtiny impends 
To ſhut thee from the iuys thou haſt betray'd : 
Wich priaces fill'd, the ſolemn fare aſcends, 
By infamy, the mindful demon ſway . 
There vengeſul yuws for guardian lawseffac'd, 


From nations fetter'd, and from towns laid 


waite 


* For ever through the ſpacious courts reſound 2 


There long poſterity's united groan | 

And the lad change of horrors not their own, 
Aſſai! the giant Chicks, and preſs them to the 

ground. „ 

In ſight old Time, imperious judge awaits: 
Above revenge, or fear, or pity, juſt, 
He urgeth onward to thoſe guilty gates . 
The Great, the Sage, the Happy, and Auguſt, 
And ſtill he aſks them of the hidden plan 
W hence every treacy, every war began, 1 
Loves their ſecrets and their guilt pro- 


| chums: 
And ſti his and: deſpoil them on the rod 


Ot each vain wreath by lying Bards be- 


{tow'd, 


Ani cruth their trophies huge, ud ralſe then 
ſcu!prur's 3:amesy : 


Lo doth 


| (That houſehold godhead whom of old your 


And win to her deſence the altar and the throze. 


Snatch from fantattic demagognes her cauſe: 


And no ſublimer lot will fate reſerve for man. 


Ah why forſaken thus my breaſt 
M here is the dread | 
Wich which wy boſom want to beat? 
Where all the bright myſterious dreams 
5. F 
Say, goddeſs, can the feſtal board, 
Or young Olympia's form ador'd; 
Say, can the pomp of promis'd fame 


Or have melodious airs the power 


XIV. 
Ye mighty ſhades, ariſe, give place, attend: 
Here his eternal manſion Curio ſeeks : 
Lg proud Wentworth tu the ſtran er 
| nd, | 
And his dire welcome hardy Clifford ſpeaks : 
He comes, whom Fate with ſurer arts pre- 


| % par'd * 
* To accompliſh all which we but vainly 
66 dar d 


« reign : 


* Who ſooth'd with gaudy dreams their raging Þ 


« power 
« Even to its laſt irrevocable hour ; 


« to the chain,” 


. ws: 5 
| But ye, whom yet wile Liber y infpires, | 
Whom for her champions o'er the world ſhe | 


claims, 


fires 
Soughtin the woods of Elbe, and bore to Thames) 
Drive ye this hoſtile omen far away : Wt 
Their own fell efforts on her foes repay; 
Your wealth, your arte, your fame, be her's 
: alone: 

Still gird your ſwords to combat on her fide; 
Still frame your laws her generous teſt to abide ; 


XVI. 


— 
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| 


Which not her lighteſt diſcipline indures : 


Dream not of Numa's manners, Plato's laws: 
A wiſer founder, and a ncbler plan, | 

O ſons of Alfred, were for you atlign'd : 
Bring to that birthrigkt but an equal mind, 


0 KK 
TO THE MUSE. 


| I. 
CR of my ſongs, harmonious maid, _ 
Ab why haſt thou withdrawn thy aid? 


With inauſpicious damps oppre{s'd ? 
prophetic heat, 


Of haunted groves and tuneful ſtreams, 
wood my genius to divineſt themes? 


Relume thy faint, thy dying flane? 


To give one free, poetic hour? 
Or, from amid the Elyſian train, 
The ſoul of Milton ſhall I gain, 


To vin ches back vith ſome celeſtial train? | 


through your | 


 ® Whom o'er the ſtubborn herd ſhe taught to EE 


| 5 Then baffled their rude ſtrength, and broke them 5 
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O powerful ſtrain, O facrer! ſou! ! 
His numbers every ſenſe chi troul: 
And now again my boſom burns ; 
The Muſe, the Mule herſelf, returns. 
Such on the banks of Tyne, cenſcſe'd, 
I hail'd the fair immortal gucit, 
When firſt ſhe ſeal'd me for her own, 
Made all her bliſsful treaſures known, 
bade me fxear to fullow Her alone. 


„ 
DOS @ VT ©: 
ro A FRIEND; 

NO fooliſh yuatk---To virtuous Fm 
If now thy early hopes be vuw'd, 

If true ambiciun's nobler flame | 
Command thy footſteps from the croud, 


Lean not to Love's inchanting ſnare ; 
His ſongs, his words, his looks beware, 


Nor join his votaries, the young and fair. 


By thought, by dangers, and by toils 

The wreath of juſt renown is worn; 

Nor will ambitiou's awful ſpoils 
The flowery pomp cf eaſe adorn: 

But love unbends the force of thought; 

By love unmanly fears are taught ; 


And love's reward with gaudy fluth is bought. 


1 protect her from yourſelves, ere yet the flood 
Of golden luxury, w hich commerce pour, 


Hath ſpread that ſelfiſh fierceneſs 


| 7 | III. | 
Yet thou hf read ia tuneful lays, 
Ard Leard from many a zealous breaſt, 
'The pleaſing tale of Reauty's prate |» 
In Wiſdom's lofty language dreſs d; 
Of Zenuty powerful tu impart 
Euch ſiner ferite, each comelier art, 


And foothe and puliſh man's unge litle heart. 


| | IV. 

If then, from love's deceit ſecure, 
Thus far alone thy wiſnes tend, 

Ga; fee the wWhite- v ing'd evening hour 


* 


On Delia's verb walk deſcend: | 


Ce, while tue golden light lerene, | 
The grove, the luven, the ſoſten'd ſcene, 


| Becomes the preience of the rural queen. 


Attend, while that larmoniove tongus 
Each boſom, each deſire commands; 

Apollo's late by Hermes ſtrung 5 
And tewch'd by chaſte Minerva's hande, 
Attend. I feel a ſorce divine, EE 
O Delia, win my thoughts ti thine; 


#] That haf the c lour of thy li e is mine. 


| OS | 
Yet, conſcious of the dirgerous charm, 
Soon would Fturn my it-ps away; 
Nor oft provoke the lovely harm, 
Nor lull my rewton's witchiul way. 
But thou, my friend hear thy Iighe: 
Alas, I read thy dou ne tees: 


| Aad thy tongue faultere ; and fy C.vur Dies 
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| VII. 

So foon again to meet the fair? 

So penſive all this ab ent hour? 

3 unlucky youth, beware, 

While yet to think is in thy power, 

In vain with friendſhip's flattering name 
Thy paſſion veils its inward ſhame; 


Friendftip, the tzeacherous fuel of thy flame! 


VIII. 


Once I remember, new to love, 
And dreading his tyrannic chain, 
I ſought a gentle maid to prove 
What peaceful joys in friendſhip reign; 
W hence we fur:voth, might lafely ſtand, 
And pitying view the love-fick band, 
And mock the winged boy's malicious hand. 
Thus frequent paſs'd the cloudle$ day, 
To (miles and ; works diſcourſe reſign d; 
While I exuhted to ſurvey . 
One generous wornan's real mind: _ 
Till friendſhip ſoon my languid breaſt 


Each night with voknuwn cares poſſeſs d, . 
Daſh's my cy ſiumbers, or my dreams diſtreſs d, 


X. 


Foal that I was !--- And now, even now 
While thus I preach the Stoic ſtrain 
Uulets I ſhun Olympia's view, 

An hour untays it all again. NL 
O friend !---when love directs her e 
To pierce where every paſſion lies, 


Where is the firm, the cautious, or the wiſe? 


'TO SIR FRANCISHENRY DRAKE, BART. | 


— 1 
PEHOLD, the balance in the ſkv 

| Switt on the wintery ſcale inclines ; 
Io earthy caves the Dryads fly, 
And the bare paſtures Pan reiigns. 

| Late did the farmer's fork 0'eripread 

Wich recent (vil the twice-mowr: mead, 


He whets the ruſty coulter o w, 
He binds his oxen to the plough, 
And wide his future harveſt throws. 
Now London's buſy confines round, 


By Kenſington's imperial towers, 


From Highgate's rough de cent profound, 1 


Eſſexian heaths, er Kentiſh bowers, 
 Where'er | pals, I lee approach 
Some rural ſtateſman's eager coach 
Hurried by ſenatorial cares; 
Where rural nymphs (alike within, 
A-piriag courtly praile to win) | 
Debate their dreſs, retorm their airs, 
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Say what ean now the country boaſt, 
O Drake, thy footſteps to detain, 
When peeviſh winds and gloomy froſt 
The ſunſhine of the temper ſtain? 
Say, are the Prieſts of Devon grown, 

I riends to this tulerating throne, 
Cham:ions for Ge::rge's legal right? 
Have general freedom, equal law, 
Won to the glory of Naflan 
Each bold Weſſex ian ſquire and knight? 


IV. 


| I doubt it much ; and gueſs at leaft 


That when the day, which made us free, 
Shall next retur::, that ſacred feaſt 
Thou better mag ſt obierve with me. 
With me the lulphurous treaicn old 

A far inferior part ſhall hold 

In that glad day's triumphal ſtrain; 

And generous William be rever'd, 

Nor one untimely accent heard 


O James or his ignoble Teign. 


* 


V. | 


Then, while the Gaicon's fragrant wine 


With modeſt cups our joy ſupplies, 
We'll truly thank the power divine 
Who bade the chief, the patriot riſe ; 


Rite from heroic eale {the [poll ' 


Due, tor his youth's Hereulean toil, 

Prom Bel iura to her faviour fon) 

Riſe with the ſame unconquer'd zeal 

For our Britannia's injur'd weal, | 
Her lav:s defac'd, her ſhrines v'erthrows.. 


VI. 


Like a forbidden demon, fied; 
And to eternal exile bore 
Pontißic rage and vaſial dread. 


There ſunk the muuldering Gothic reign: 


-. Call'd by the people's great decree. 


That day, my friend, let bleſſings crown: 
Fill, to the demlgod's renown 


| From whom thou haſt that thou art free. 


Then, Drake, (ſor whereſore ſhould we pan 
| The public and the private weal:Y 


In vows ti her who ſways thy heart, 
Fair nealth, glad tortune, will we deal, 


| Whether Aglaia's blooming cheek, 


Or the (oſt ornaments that ſpeak 
So eloquent in Daphne's (mile, . 
Whether the piercing lights that fly 
Frum the dark heaven of Myrto's eye, 
Haply thy fancy then beguilc. | 

| TR... 
For ſo it ie. Thy ſt ubborn breaſt, g 
Though touch'd by many a flighter wound, 


Hath no full conqueſt yet confefs'd, 
Nor the exe caral -harmer found, 
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While I, atrue and loyal ſwain, 

My fair Olympia's gentle reign , 
Through all the varying fealuns own. 
Her genius ſtill my boſom warms : 
No other maid for me hath charms, 
Or I have eyes for her alone. 


O D E NIII. 
| | 1 . 

CE more [ join the Theſpian choir, 
>» And taſte the inſpiring fount again. 
0 1 of the Grecian ly re, 

Admit me to thy powerful ftrain--- 
And lo, with eaſe my ſtep invades 
The pathleſs vale and opening ſhades, 
Till now I ſpy her verdant feat : 

And now at large I drink the ſound, 
While theſe her offspring, liſtening round, 
By turns her melody repeat. | 
by | | I. 2. N 

| I fee Anacreon ſmile and ſing, 
Eis filver treſſes breathe perfume ; 
His cheek diiplays a ſecond ſpring 
Of roles — by wine to bloom. 
Away, deceitful cares, away, 
And let me liſten to his lay; 
Let me the wanton pomp enjoy, 


While in ſmooth dance the light wing'd hours | 


Leid round his Iyre its patron powers, 
Kind laughter and convivial joy. 


Broke from the fetters of his native land, 
Devoting ſhame and vengeance to her lords, 
With louder impulſe and a threatening hand 
The! Leſbian patriot ſmites the founding 
| r g 
Ye wretches, ye perfidious train, 

Ye curs'd of gods and free-burn men, 
Ye murderers of the laws, TO 
Though now ye glory in your luſt, 2 
Though nw ye tread the feeble neck in duſt, 
Yet time and righteous 
Actreadſul cauſe. 
5 „„ 
Nut lo, to Sappho's melting airs 
Deicends the radiant queen of love: 
She imiles, and atks what founder cares 
Her ſuppliant's plaintive meaſures move: 
Why is my faithful maid diſtres'd? 
Who, Sappho, wounds thy tender breaſt! 
Say, les he ?---Soon he ſhall purſue. 
Shuns he thy gifts :---He toon ſhall give: 


Slighis he thy ſorrows ?---He ſhall grieve, 5 


And fvou to all thy wiſhes bow. 
| EN + 
But, O Me!pomene, fer whom 
Awakes thy evulden ſhell again? 
What mortal bvieath ſhall cer preſame 
To echo that urbounded strain? | 


4 2 8 &+4C = 


; 


Jove will judge your | 


I Til 


— — - * 


Majeſtic in the frown of years, 
Behold, the F man of Thebes appears: 
For ſome there are, whoſe mighty frame 
The hand of Jove at birth indow'd 
With hopes that mock the gazing crowd : 
As ger ein the — oy 
IL 3. | 
While the dim raven beats her weary wings, 
And clamours far below.---Propitious Mule, 
While I ſo late unlock thy purer ſprings, 
And breathe whate'er thy ancient airs infuſe, 
Wilt thou for Albion's ions around 
(eier hadft thou audience more renown d) 
Thy charming arts employ, 
As when the winds from ſhore to ſhore 
Ls <a thy lyre's perſuaſive language 


re, | 
towns and iſles and ſeas return'd the vocal 
10y ? . 


3 
Yet then did Pleaſure's lawleſs throng, 
Ott ruſhing forth in looſe attire, 
Thy virgin dance, thy graceful ſong, 
Pollute with impious revels dire. 
O fair, O chaſte, thy echoing ſhade 
May no foul diſcord here invade : 
Nor let thy ſtrings one accent move, 
F.xcept what earth's untruubled ear 
Md all her ſocial tribes may hear, 
And Heaven's unerring throne 
III. 2. 
Qu een of the lyre, in thy retreat 
The faireſt flowers of Pindus glow; 
The vine aſpires to crown thy ſeat, 
And myrtles round thy laurel grow: 
Thy ſtrings adapt their varied ftrain 
To every pleaſure, every pain, 
Which mortal tribes were born to prove; 
And (trait our paſſions rite or fall, 5 
As at the wind's imperious call 
The ocean twells, — billows move. 
| II. 3. | | 
When midnight liftens &'er the lumbering 
earth, | | 5 
Let me, O muſe, thy ſolemn whiſpers hear: 
When morning lend: her fragrant breezes forth, 
With airy murmurs touch my opening ear. 
And ever watehſul at thy ſide, 
Let Wiſe. m's awful ſufirage guide 
The tenor of thy lay: | 
To her of old by Jove was given 
To judge the various deeds of earth and heaven: 


| 'T was thine by gentle arts to win us to her waz. 


IV. 1. 


I quit the maze where icience tail, 
Du thou refreſh my yielding uind 
With all thy gay, delutive ipoil-. 
But, O indulgent, come nut nian 


I The duly tteps, the jeaiv:s eve 


Of wealthy care or guinful age; 
Whoſe barren fouls thy 1 ditdain, | 
And bold as ſoes to real n' reien | 
VWaune'er thy lovely works engage. 


253 


IV. 2. 

When Friendſhip and when letter'd Mirth 

Haply partake my fimple board, 

Then let thy blameles hand cail forth 

The muſic of the Teian chord. 

Or if invok'd at ſoſter hours, 

O! ſeek with me the happy bowers 

That hear Olympia's gentle tongue ; 

To Beauty link'd with virtue's train, 

To love devoid of iealovs pain, | 

There let the Sapphic lute be ſtrung. 

W. 3. 1 
But when from envy and from death to claim 
A bero bleeding for his native land: | 
When to throw incenſe on the veſtal flame 
Of liberty my genius gives comrz:d, f 
Nor Theban voice nor Leſbian 1;;r2 
From thee, O Muſe, do I require; 
While my preſaging mind, 
Conſcious of powers ſhe never knew, 
Aſtoniſh'd graſps at things hey ond her view, 
Nor by another's fate ſubmits to be confin'd. 


oO p E xr. 


10 THE HON. CHARLES TOWNSHEND: | 


FAOM THE COUNTAY- 
1 
SN. Townſhend, what can London boaſt 
To pay thee for the pleaſures loſt, 
I! be health to-day reſign' l; | 
W hen ſpring from this her favourite ſeaz 
Bade Winter haſten his retreat, 
Oh knew'ſt thou how the balmy ait, 
The lun, the azure heavens prepare 
To heal thy languid frame; 
No more would noiſy courts en 
In vain would lying Faftion's rage 
III. 
Oſt I look d forth, and oft admir'd; 
Till with the ſtudiou - volume tir d 
I ſought the open day: 
And iure, I cry'd, the rural gods 


| me in their green ahodes, 
chide my tardy ſtay. 
But ah in vain my reſtle(s fect 
T rac'd every ſilent ſhady ſeat 
Which knew their forms of old: 
Nor Naiad by her fountain laid, 


| 5 Nor Wood-nymph trippin through her glade, : 


Did now their rites unfold; 


Whether to nurſe ſome infant oak 
They turn the ſlowly-tirkling brook 


And catch the pearly ſhowers, 1 | 
Or bruſh the mildew from the woods, | 
Or paint with noon-tide beams the buds, | 


Or bremthe on opening thewers, 


— 
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VI. 


Such rites, which they with Spring renew, 


Ihe eres of care can never view ; 


And care hath long been mize: 
And hence ofiended with tlicir gueſt, 
Since grief of love my ſonl oppre$'d, 

They hide their toils divine. 


But ſoon ſhall thy enlivening tongue 


| This heart, by dear afflictien w rung, 


With noble hope impire: 
Then will the ſylvan powers again 
Receive me in their genial train, 


And liftento my lyre. 


vm. 
Beneath yon Dryad's lonely ſhade 
A ruſtic altar ſhall he paid, 
Of turf with laure] — 
And thou the in!cription wilt approve ; 


1} © This for the peace which, loſt by love, 
„ By Frierdſhip was reclaim'd.“ | 


O D E XV. 
TO THE EVENING-STAR. 
* 


| PO-NIGHT retir'd, the queen of hearen 
With young Endymion ftrays ; 


And now to Heſper is it given 
Awhile to rule the yacant fx, 


Tin the ſhall to her lamp ſupply 


A ſtream of lighter rays. 
O Heſper, while the ſtarry throng 
With awe thy path turrounde, 
Oh lifter, to my ſuppliant ſong, 


If haply now the vocal ſphere 
Can {uffer thy delighted ear 


o ſtoop to mortal ſounds. 


III. 


So may tie bridegroom's genial ftrain 
Thee ſtill invoke to ſhire: 

So may the bride's unmar led train 

To Hymen chaunt their flat ering vow, 

Still that his lucky torch may glow. 
With luſtre pure as thine. 


IV. 


Far other vo· vs muſt 1 preſer 


To thy indulgent power, 

Alas! but now paid my tear 

On fair Olympia's virgin tamb: 

Ard lo, from thence, in queit J roam 
O. Fhilumels's bower. _ p 


mm 4 A. 
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V. 


Propitious ſed thy golden ray, 

Thou pureit light above: 
Leſt nv talle flame ſeduce to ſtray 
Where gulph or tteep lie hid for harm: 
Fut lead where muſic's healing charm 
Ny loothe afflictd love. 


| VI. | 
To A by many 2 grateful ſong 


In happier ſeuſons vow'd, 
Thete lawns, Olympia's haunt, belong: 
Of by yon filver ſtream we walk ' d, 
Or fx'd, while Philomela talk'd. 
\ Beneath yon coptes ſtocd. 


VII. 


= Nor ſeldom, where the heachen bonghs 


That rooflels tower invad?, 
We come while her inchanting Mule 
The radiant moon above us held: 
Till by a clamoruus owl corapell'd 
She fled the ſolemn ſhade. 


vm. 

But hark: I hear ber liquid tone, 
Nov, Helper, guide my feet 
own the red marle with moſs 

Through yon wild thicket nat the plain, 


Whole hawthorns choke the winding lane | 


Which leads to her retreat. 


F gee the green ſpace: on either hand 


Enlarged it lp reads around; 

bee, in the midſt ſhe takes her ſtand, 

Where one old oak lis awful ſhade 

Eitends o'er half the level maad 
Inclos'd in Woods profound. 


Hark, how through 

She now prolongs her lays: .) 
How ſucetlꝗ down the void they float! 

The breeze their magic path attends: 

The ſtars ſhine out: the ſoreſt bend: : 
The wakeful heiſers gaze. 


Xl. 


Whoe'er thou art whom chance may bring 


0 this ſequeſter'd (por, | 

If then the plzintive Syren ſing, 

Ou loftly tread beneath her buwer, 

And think of hewven's di poſing power. 
Of man's uncertain lu . 


XII. 


Oh think, oer all this mortal ſtage, 
What mourntul ſcenes ariſe: 
hat ruin waits on kingly rage: 
ow often virtue dwells with woe: 
lus many griefs from knowledge flaw ; 
Hymn (wiitly plea ure Big 
| _ 


o'ergrown, 


many a melting note 


| 


Nor how his 


* The thunderer's lifted hand. 


What to purſue in Virgil's lay a. 
Till hope aſcends to loſtieſt things 


XIII. 
O ſaered bird, let me at eve, 
Thus wandering all alone, 
Thy tender coun el oft receive, 
Bear witneſs to thy penſive airs, 
And pity nature's common care 
Till I forget my own. 


o DE XVL 


| TO CALEB HARDINGE, M. r. 


WITH fordid floods the wi 
Hath ſtain'd fair Richmond's 

Her naked hill the Dryads mourn, 
No longer a poetic ſcene. 
No longer there thy raptur'd exe 
The beruteous forms of earth or ſky 
Surveys as in their Author's mind: 
And London ſhelters from the year 
Thoſe whom thy ſocial hours to ſhars 

The Attic Muſe deſign'd. | 1 


u. To 


1 Urn 
level greek 


| Fam Hampſtead's airy ſummit me 


Her gueſt the city ſhall behold, 

What day the people's ſtern decree 

To unbelieving kings is tld, 

When common men (the dread of fam 


Ad uclg'd as one of evil name, 


Before the tun, the anointed head. 


Then ſeek thou too the pious town, 
With no unworthy cares to cro , 4 
That evening's awful ſhade. 


III. 


|  Deem not I call thee to deplore ' 


The ſacred martyr of the day, 


| By faſt and penitential lore 


To purge our ancient guilt away, | 
For this, on humble faith I reſt x 


That ftill our advocate, the prieſt, | 
From heavenly wrath will fave the land 4 


Nor aſk what rites our pardon gain, 
potent ſounds reſtrain 


IV. , 


| | No, Hardinge: peace to church and ſtate 1 


That evening, let the Muſe give law ; 
While 1 anew the theme relate | 
Which my firſt youth enamour'd ſaw. 
Then will I oft explore thy thought, 
What to reject which Locke hath taught, 


Nor envies demagogues or kings | 


Their frail and yulgar ſway. 


V. 


O vers'd in all the Haman frame, 


Lead thou where'er my labour lie 
And Engliſh fancy's eager flare 
To Grecian purity chaſtize: 


9 


- 
While hand in hand, at wiſdom's ſhrine, 
Beauty with truth I firive to join, 

And grave aſſent with glad applauſe ; 
To paint the ſtury of the tou}, 


And Plato's viſions ta controul 
By Verulamian * laws. 


o DE XVI. 4 
ON A SERM 
| | M.DCC.XLVII. 


| I. | 
COME then, tell me, fage divine, 
ls it an offence to own 
That our boſoms e er incline 
Toward immortal glory's throne? 
For with me nor pomp, nor pleaſure, 
Bourbon's might, Braganza's treaſure, 
So can fancy's dream rejoice, | 
So conciliate realon's choice, | 
As one approving word of her impartial voice, 
| > II. . 
Tf to ſpurn at noble praiſe 
Be the pals-port to thy heaven. 
Follow thou thoſe gloumy ways; 
No ſuch law to me was given, 
Nor, I truſt, ſha!l I deplore me 
Faring like my friends before me; 
Nor an holier place deſire 
Than Timoleon's arms acquire, | 
And 3 curule chair, and Milton's golden 


o D E XVII. 


TO THE RIGET HONOURABLE 


M. Dcc. x LVII. 


HE wile and great of every clime, 
Through all the f 
Where'er the Muſe her power diſplay'd, 


T 


For, taught of heaven, the ſacred Nine 
_ Perſuaſive numbers, forms divine, 
To mortal ſenſe impart : 


| They beſt the ſoul with glory fire; 


They nobleſt couniels, boldeſt deeds inſpire; | 


And high o'er Fortune's rage imhrone the fixed 


t 8 . 

Nor leſs prevailing is their charm 

The vengeful — to diſarm; 

To melt the proud with human woe, 
And prompt unwilling tears to flow. 
Can wealth a power like this afford? 
Can Cromwell's arts, or Marlvorough's | 

An equal empire claim? | 

No, Haftings. Thou my words will own: 

Thy breaſt the gifts of every Mute hath known; 


| Nox ſhall the giver s love diſgrace thy noble name. | 


ON AGAINST GLORY. | 


| 
And 


- And fili'd their muſing hearts with vaſt 


FRANCIS EARL OF HUNTINGDON. | 


ious walks of Time, | 


With joy have liften'd and obey'd: |} 


, | -Exulting Pindar faw ro full 


| 
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* 


N 2 Muſe's awful rt. 
Aal the bleſt function of the Poet's * 


I. 


Ne'er ſhit thou bl::{h to hononr;, to aſſert 


From all that ſcorned vice or fl:viſh fear hath ſung. 


Nur ſhalt the b'andiſhment of Tuſcan firings 

Warbling at will in pleaſute's myrtle bower; 

Nor ſhall the ſervile notes to Celtic kings 

by flattering minſtrels paid in evil hour, 

Move thee to ſpurn the heavenly Muſe's reien. 
* 


”- A different ſtrain, | 
| And other themes 


| 


From her prophetic ſhades and hallow'd ſtream; 
(Thou well eanſt witneſs) meet the pureed ear: 
Such, as when Greece to her immortal ſhell 
Rejoicing liſten'd, godlike ſounds to hear; 
To hear the ſweet inſt ruct reſs — 
While men and heroes throng'd around) 
| 2 lie its nobleſt uſe may find, 
How well for freede m be read; 
how, by glory, virtue ſhall be crown'd, 


| | Il. I. 

Such was the Chian father's ſtrain 
To many a kind domeſtic train, 
Whote pious hearth and genial bowl 
Had chear'd the reverend pilgrim's ſoul: 
When, every hofpitable rite | 
With equal bounty to requite, 

He ſtruck his magie ſtrings: 

And povur'd fpontaned us numbers forth. 

And ſei-'d their ears with tales of ancient warth, 

het 
| things. . 
Noa oſt, where happy fpirits dwell, 

M heie yet he tunes his charming ſhell, 
Oſt near him, with applauding hand, 
The genius of his cunntry ſtands. 

To liſtening gods he mak es him known, 
That man divine, by whom were ſown 
| The ſeeds of Grecian fame : | 
Who firſt the race with ſreedom fir'd : 
From whom Lycurgus Sparta's ſons inſpir'd : 


„„ 


Oncbleſt, he ppieſt age; F 
Wen Ariftides rnl'd, and Cimon fought; 
When all the generous fruits of Homer's page 
perfeRion brought. 

O Pindar, oft ſhalt thou be hail'd of me; 
Not that Apollo fed thee from his ſhrine: 
Not that thy lips drank (weetne's from the bee; 
Nor vet that, ſtudicus of thy notes divine, 
Pan dane'd their meaſu re with the iylvanthrong 

But that thy long 5 

| Was proud to unfold | 

What thy baſe rulers trembled to behold : 
Amid corrupted Thebes was proud to tell 
The deeds of Athens and the Perſian ſhame: 


eu am rave one Us 1.45 lith., ' Erara Bare“, 
Nh Cr garn. | 


Tiizce en thy head their impious vengeane® 


18 Lei! 


. . 
-W 


She bids each Bard begone, and reſt him with his 
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But? tho, O faithful to tr fame, 
The Miſe's law didſt rightly know ; ; 
That who would animate his lays, 
And other minds to virtue raiſe, 
Muſt ſeei his own with all her ſpitit glow. 


nl, 1. 
Are there, approv d of bas times, = 
Whoſe verſe adorn'd a * tyrant's crimes? 
Who tfaw majeſtic R: me betrav'd, 
And lent the imperial ruffian aid ? 
Alas! not one polluted Bard, | 
No, nat the Alains that Mincius heard, 
Or Tibur's hills reply'd, 
Dare to the Muſe's ear aipire; 
Save that, inſtructed by the Grecian lyre, 
With freerdom's ancient notes their ſhameful taſk 
ws III. 2. 


6E 


Amid the domes of modern hands ; 
Amid the toys of idle ſtate, 
How ſimply, how ſeverely great! 
Then turn, and, while each weſtern clime 


Preſents her tuneful ſons to Time, _ | 


So mark thou Milton's name; 


And add, © Thus differs from the throng | 


« The ipirit which inform'd thy awful ſong, 


dy protect thx 


Country's 
III. 3. 


Iv. 2. 
But heve, 83 equal a 

To all her valiant ſons is known; 
Where all are conſcious of her gates, 

Add each the power, that rules bim, ſhares; 
Hers let the Bard, whule daſtard tongue 
Leaves public a_—_— unſung, 
Ler him 1 to * — remove, 

Far from the hero's and the patriot's love, 


| And luil myſterious monks to flumber in their 


cell. 
IV. 3. 
O Haſtings, not co all 
Can ruling heaven ie fine codrements had: 
Vet ſtill doth nature to ber offspring call, 


That to one general weal their different powers 


they 12 


Infurm the boſem of the Muſe's ſon; 
Though with ne: honours the patrician's line 


1 Advance from age to age; yet thus alone 


They win the ſuffrage of impartial fame. 
= The poet's name | 
he beſt ſhall prove, 
9 the ſoul with nobleſt paſſions move. 
But thee, O progeny of heroes old, 
to ſeverer toils thy fate requires: 


The grateful country of thy bre, 


Vet hence barbaric 2eal | 
His memory with unholy rage purſues ; | 
While from theſe arduous cares of public weal 


Muſe. 


o foul! to think the man, whoſe @mple mind | 


Mutt graſp at all that yonder ſtars ſurvey; 
Muſt join the nobleſt forms of every kind, 
he world's moſt perfeft 

Can e er country's 7 

nmov'd or —_— 
© fol ! to deem 


4 | 
Whoſe heart muſt every ſtrong emotion koow | 


IJaſpir'd by nature, or by fortune taught; 
That he, if haply ſame preſumptuous foe, 
With falie ignoble ſcience fraught, 


perfect image to + on N 1 ö 


Theet to ſublimer paths 
Sublimer than thy fares could trace, 
Or thy own Edward teach his race, 


YI "ny genius ſank beneath his 


Than rich — — bed W | 
They led the ruſtic youth to arms; 


But lufrier ſcenes to thee are ſhown, | 
W here empire' s wide-eſtabliſh'd throne 
No private maſter fills : 
| Where, long foretold, the People reigns : 
Where each 2 vaſſal's bumble heart diidains; 


 Shali (purn at freedom's faithful band; 
Thar he their dear defence will ſhun, 
Or hide their glories from the ſun, 


| Or deal their vengeance with a woman's hand ! | | 


IV. 1. 

; I care not that in Arno's plain, 

Or on the ſportive banks of Seine, 

| From public themes the Muſe's quire | 
Content with poliſh'd eaſe retire. | 
Where prieſts the Hes — 
Where tyrauts bow the warlike hand 

3 To vile ambition's aim, 

Say, what can public themes afford, 
Save venal honours to an hateful lord, 


rev d ſor angry heaven, and * o bo- | 
5 neſt fame? 


Tor, vn. L * 


V. 2. 
| Here be thin to e ge 
The fwelling democratic tide | 
3 Te witch the ſtate's uncertain 

And baffile faction's partial aim: | 
But chiefly, with determin d zeal, 

| To quell that ſervile band, who knee) | 

To freedom ban daniſn d foes; 

That monſter, which is daily found 

Fir- Cray bd pon proce 


— paths _ FU 


Unenvious. Thus alone, though ſtrains divine 


Phe by which form'd thee in a choſen mould, 


And kings their ſtern atchievements fear'd; 
While private ſtrife their baoners rear d. | 


And judgerh what he fees; and, 3s be judgetb, 


manly counſel | 


[That what enſures th hear hon mai d. 
- (Aa views' vom fe be flo glory yo. 


— 


54 
But _ on freedom. See, through every age, 
V hat labuurs, periis, griels, bath ſhedi'dain'd : 


What arms, what icgal pride, what prieftly | 


TIages 
Ave herdread offpringconquer'd or fuſtain'd! 
For Albion well have conquer'd. Let the {trains 
Of happy twains, 
W hich now re:ound 


Where Scarſdale's clifls the ſwe!ljag paſtures | 


bound, 
Bear witneis, "There, oft let the farmer hail 
"The facred orchard which imbowers bis gate, 

And ſhew to ftrangers paſſing down the vale, 

WM bers Ca'ndiſh, Booth, and Oiborne fate; 
When, burſting frum their country's chain, 
Even in the mitt of deadly harms, 

Of papal ſnares and law leſs arms, 
7M key y plaun'd for freedom this her nobleſt reign. 


W. 


yu reign, theſe laws, this public care, 
Vhich Naſſhu gave us all to mare, 
yy ne er adurnꝭd the English name: 
Could fear have ſilene'd treedom's claim. 
Bat tear in vain attempts to bind 
IThoſe ic ſty efforts of the mind 
| Which !ocial good infpires : 
Where men, for this, aſſault a throne, 
Each add: the common welfare to his own; 
Aud esch unconguer'd heart the gh of all 
| e 
ES | 


Sir, wae it thus, _ late we view'd 
Oar Hieichs in civ 11 blood imbued ? 1 
| 1 hen fortune crown'd the barbarous hoſt, 

ad half the aſtoniſn'd ifle was loſt? 
15 one of all that vauntintz train, ET; 
V no dare affront a peacet i reign, 
| Duztt one in arme appear ? 

Durſt ons in coun'els pledge hib life? 
Stabe bis brxurious ſottunes in the ſtrite? 
Ur 1-114 Lis boaſted name bis vagrant friends to 

r 
5 VL 8. 
Fer, Heine 1 * are "Ti 
Whoch allenceto themſelves thy country's love; 
 Therrve; the conftint : who alone can weich, 
What glory ſhould demand, or liberty approve ! 
N But let their works declare them. hy free 
| powers, 
Ti de generous powers af thy prevailing mind, 
* or er the ticks of their coniederate hos re. 
| 1. cbtanlsancliurkin, flander, were def:gr,” d 


| Be thou thy den prove. dunes xraile 
| Oit 0obly ways | 
| | Ingenuous vouth 3 Pb | 
Bu Gn. ht ern cownrrds and the lrire mouch, 
Pralle is TeriG:che Frernal God alone 
Ir ieh tals fixeth that ſublime 1x4 
He. from tie faithful recurds of its throne, | 
| Fi de the hiſtorian an- tlie bart! | | 
24 an e of honor and or core. 
8 the pat iat ſecm the a. ve: 
And wrnte the fond. the wiſe, the bri.ce, 
Fe. : i * 22 0 le Hl :tude ufbo. be. 


| 


8 
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Suppoſed to have been 


| 


To crown the rivals of your country's tame 


What other Bard in any c:ime 2 
Alike the maſter of your {miles and tears? 


[Or have my various ſcenes a pu 15 
| Which Freedom, Vinue, Glory, might not own? 
Such from the firſt was my dramatic plan; : 
Tt fhantd be yours to crown what I 


1} 1 thou:kt, > 


| View rubier Bards and juſter Critics riſe, 
Intent with 1 labour to refine 


Our ſtate;:; 


BOOKk THE SECOND 
"3 
THE 
| REMONSTRANCE or SHAKESPEARE: 


ſpoken at the Theatre 
Royal, while the French Comedians were act- 
ing by Sublcriptivn. 


LY yet regardtul of your native land, | 
Old _— _— s tongue you deign to under- 


Lo, from — bliſsful bo wers where Heaven reward 
Initructive Sages and unblemiſh'd Bards, 

I come the ancient founder cf the ſtage, 

Intent to learn, in this diſcerning age, 

What form of wit your fancies have nen 
And whither tends your elegance cf taſte, 

That thus at length dur humely toils you ſpurn, 
That thus to foreign ſcents you proudly turn, 
That from my brow the laurel wreath you claim 


What, though the ſootſteps of my devious Muſe 2 
The meaſur'd walks of Greciar art refuſe? 


Or though the frankneſs of my hardy ſtyle 


Mock the nice touches of the critic's ple? 
Vet, what my age and eli mate held to view, 
Impaxtial I furvey'd and fearleſs drew. 

And ſay, ye Willen in the human heart, 
Who know to prize a Poet's nobleſt part. 

What age, what clime, could c er an ample: field 
For lofty thought, for daring fancy, yield? 

] faw this England break the ſhameful bands 
Forg'd for the fouls of men by ſacred hands: 

] ſaw each groaning realm her zid im _ | 


Her ſons the heroes of each warlike 
| Her naval ftandard (the dire Spaniard's bane) | 
 Ober'd through all the circuit of the main, 


Then too great commerce, for a late-found world, 
Around your coaſt her eager ſails unfurl'd : 


| New hopes, new paſſions thence the boſom fir'd; 


New plans, new arts, the genius thence inſpir'd ; 


 Thence every ſcene, which private fortune knows, 
In ftronger life, with bolder ſpirit, role. 


Diizrac'd I this full proſpect which I drew? 


iy cvlours languid, or my ſtrokes untrue? 


Have nut your ſages, warriors, ſwains, and kings, 
Conſef ed the living draught of men and things? 
Ts 


Vet have I deign'd your audience to entice 
Nun wretched bribes to luxury and vice? 


And now that England tpurns her Gothic chair, | 
And equa! laws ar.d ſocial ſcience reign, 
u furely ſhall my zealous eyes 


The copicus ore of Albion's native mine, 
Mule more graceful airs to teach, 
And 10 Ny t thru to more attractive ſpeech, 
Fill viva: Autor liſten at her feet, 


{4 E. und as they own'd her reite 


rpoſe known — 


But do you thus my favourite hopes ful. ? 
1s France at laſt the ftandard of your f&:i!1? 
Alas for you! that ſo betray a mini 8 
Of art unconſcious, and to beauty blind. 
Say; does her language yout ambition raiſe, 
Her barren, trivial, unharmonicus phraſe, 
Which feiters eloquence to ſcantieſt bound:, 
And maims the cadence of pcetic lvunds ? 
Say; does your humble admiration chuie 
The gentle prattle of her Comic Muſe, 


Or rather melt your ſympathizing he” rts 

Won by her tragic ſcene's romantic arts, 

Where old and young declaim on {oft defare, 

And heroes never, but for love, expire ? 

No. Though the charms of novelty, a while, 

Perhaps too fondly win your thoughtleſs ſmile, 
Vet not for you defign'd iudulgent fate 

The modes or manners of the Bourbon ſtate. 


And ill your minds my partial jadgmens reads, 


And many an augury my hope miſleads, 

If the fair maids of yonder blooming train 5 

To their light courtſhip would an audience deign, 

Or thoſe chaſte matrons a Pari ſian wiſe | 
Chuſe for the model of domeſtic liſe: 

Or if one youth of all that generous band, | 

The ftrength and (plendr:r of their native land, 


Would yield his portion of his country's fame, | 


And quit old freedom's patrimonial claim, 
With lying ſmiles Oppreſſion's pomp to fee, 
And judge of glory by à king's decree. 

O bieſt at home with juſtiy-envied laws, 
O long the chiefs of Europe's general cauſe, 


| Whom Heaven hath choſen at each dangerous |. 
= 

| 

nd ſhame; | 


| hour | . 
To check the inroads of barbaric power, 
The rights of trample nations to reclaim, 
And guard the ſocial world from bonds a 

Oh let not luxury's fantaſtic charms 
Thus give the lye to your heroic arms; 
Nor for the ornaments of life embrace 

Diſhoneſt leifons from that vaunting race, | 
Whom Fate's dread laws (for, in eternal Fate, 
Deſpotic Rule was heir to Freedom's hate 


In civil counſel, and in pleaſing art. 
The Judge of earth ptede in' d for your fo. :, 
And made it fame and virtue to opyoie, 


"ODEs mn. 

TO CLE. 
THOU lent power, whoſe welcome ſway 
Charms anxious thought auay; 
In whole divine oblivion drown'd, 


Sore pain and weary toil grow mild, 
Love is with kinder looks beguil'd, 


/ 


While wits, plain-dealers, fops, and fovis appear, | And lis the wayin 
Charg'd to ſay nought but what the king may hear? | 


And griefforgets her fondly-cherith'd wound; 


O whither haſt thou flown, indulgent god? 
God of kind ſhadows and of healing dews, 


| Whom doſt thou touch with thy Lethæan rod 
ound wihate temples now tu j op.ate airs difful e: 


AEK ENSID ES POEMS. 


| 


Whom, in each warlike, each commercis! part, | 


. Fad 


4 


Bs 6g 
%, aficd tr adrict, wi! re! 


LT) 


dd 


| II. 

Lo, midyivht from her ſtrrv reign 

Looks awtii dew: cn earth and mine 

The tuncfu} biid lie beſh'd in Cerp, 

With ali that er the veiduit foul, 

With all hat flzim the ery itil .d, 
Cr haut the caverns Gf the rocky ſteep, 
No reſlling winds difturs the tuired buyers ; 
No wakeſul ſound the monnetight valley þ tm, 
$+ve where the brook its liquid murmur poure, 
g ſcene to mote pictourd 


| III. | 
O ler not me wore complotn, 
Alone ins cke thy power in vain! 
Defcend, prapiticus, on ray eyes; 
Not from the couch that bears a crown, . 
Neot from the courtly ſtate!.can's d wn 
Nor where the miſer and his treature lie: | 
Bring oy, the thapes that break the murdererts. 
reſt, 
Nor thole the hireling fol&er loves to:: e, 
Northo'ewhich har nt tne bigot's gloomy breaſt: 
Far be their guilty nights, and far their drearns 
| from me? | e 
IV. 


Nor yet thoſe awful forms preſent, 
For chiefs und heroes only meart: 
The fi ur'd brass, the cheral feng, 
The reſcued people's glad applauſe, 
The liſtening ſenste, and the laws 
Fix'd by the counſels of *. Timelimm': tongve, 
Are ſcenes toe grand for EFnture's priv war, 
And though they ſhine in yout!l's ingerucus 
© view, | 
The ſober cainful ar 


1 


rep » e . 


t: of motclera dats 


o luck ꝛcmantie thought, have bid a lung aden. 


Ia t. god of drewms, thy care 

Towmifh Love's preventmper;- Ait: 

Nor roſy check, nor radiart eve 

Can arm uim with meh ſtng e ard 

That the young forceter'“ tts! hend 
Shall round my toul his plenfirg tettere 212, 
Nor et the courtter” Pope, the giving tine 
f A lighter phantym, antl 1 baer (heir) 
Did e'er in lumber my proved lore begullz 


To ler 4 tne pomp of thr. aus ber i- accu. ting 
| Arain. HEE . 
« 

> 


"tt 5 But U dA; ryb ene 3 4 9; ? 3 8 yo! _ ** ing 
| Such honovrable V noms bring, | 
A woik's great „tn“ iniur | 2205 


. nen in puwphc!.c dreams he a 


he race unbhorn v pom: de 
ide each virtue (ron. hi heaverly page: 
Or icch a Nirad beuigrent fancy know + 
When heuith's deep treature, by his heart e 
dle, | | | . 
Have ſav'd the in:ant from an o7phan's * 
Or to the trembling fire hi age's hape reſtu. id. 
* After Timelean had dleltæcercil S e front 
te green of Dicryfter, 7.e fert le en every im. 
cont Geicberution ſent fer him inte the fue ay r= 
A 7. 18 1.0 


* 


Prxra ren. 


| 222 


* glaſſy brook, n 


0 DK III. 


10 THE cvckrow. 
| 1 * 

O me herald of the 

joy do yp =... FR 
Faſt by the brook I hear thee fing ; 
And, ſtudious of thy homely tale, 
Amid the veſpers of the grove, | 
Amid the chaunting choir of. love, 

Thy fage reſponſes bail. 


| II. | 

The time has been when I have frown'd 
To bear thy voice the woods invade ; 
And while thy (olemn accent drown 'd 
Some ſweeter Poet of the ſhade, 

— thought I, thus the ſons of ce 
| conſtant youth or generous fair 
With dull advice 


III. 

I faid, ** While Philomelz's ſong 
„ Proclaims the paſſion of the grove, | 
2 

charming language to reprove 
22 | 
Mate, all the ſober truth to hear, 
T be ſober truth of love! 
LE... 
When hearts are in each other ble{:'d, 
When nonght but lofty faith can rule 


The nymph's and twain's conſenting breaſt, 


How cuckow4«like in Cupid's hoot, 
Wich ſtore of ntial aws 
On Fortune's power and Cuſtorn's laws, 
Appears each friendly fool! 


V. 


| Ve tlc balm, ve cmdte wei | 

Whom Love and Hope and Fancy fway, 
IEEE 

2 La t morni Ce da „ 
Think that, in April 4 

To warbling ſhades and 


0 3 | 


ODE ru. 


10 THE 


£ | HONOURABLE CHARLES TOWNSHEND: 


In 3 * 3 


| HOW ck van 
He I” 


VvVood fade, 
| The vale with ſheaves o. 


ſtray ? 
1 When will thy cheerful mind | 
Of theſe have utter d all her dear eſteem ? 
Or, tell me, doſt thou deem 
No more to join in glory's toilſorae race, 
here content embrace 


That "_ leifure which thou * refgw'd? 


* faireſt hours, 3 


AKENSIDE s POEMS. 


Each fairer en wter I prehurc bd pt, 


Thar io his 
The abode of even Frienhip may remain. 


1. 3. 
For not of my loſs to corre, 
I faw from Con 's quiet cell 
His feet aicending to another home | | 
Where public Praiſe and envied Greatneſs dwell. 
But ſhall we therefore, O my lyre, 
5 
i ory's flame 
Far other was the taſk in'oin'd 
When tomy hand thy firings were git a: 
d: 


| Far other faith belongs 10 Frierdſhip's honor 


17 . 1. Ib, 
Thee, Townſhend}; not the arms | 
Of Qumbering Eale, nor Pleature's roſy chain, 
Were dettin'd to detain: 
No, por bright Science, nor the Muſe”s charme. 
For them high Heaven prepares 
Their proper votaries, an humbler band : 


* ne er would Spenſer's hand 


Have deign'd to ſtrike the warbiirg 8 .. | 


Nor Harrington to tell 


| OO Nr won. 


Had this 1 Dhield 


E The cauſe which Cromwell's impiom band 


betray'd, 
Or that, like Vere, difplay's _ 
His redcrols banner o'er the Belgian field; 
Yet where the will divine 


{| Hath ſhut thoſe Joftieft paths, it ne at remains, | 5 


Wich reaſon clad in ſtrains 


| Of harmony, ſelected minds to * | 


is humble roof the lawn, che green- D 


And Virtue's living fire 


| To ferd and etern ze in hearts like th; ne. 


II. | 

For never ſhall the -@ whom Envy -_— 
So m ſe or tongue contre 
Tr meu 7 ufirk us worth to pre, 
Becauſe its maſter's friendſhip mov'd my toul. 

| Yet, it thi : undifſembiing firain 

| Should now pechays thine eat detain 

Wich any pleafing ſound, 

Remember thou that rightevus Fame 
From hoary age a ſtrict account will claim 


Of each autpicious yalm with — — was 


__  crown'd, 
WE. 
Nor obvious is thy way 


1 Heaven expects thee ; nox the rravelltz 


leads, 
Through flowers or fragrant mead*, 


88 groves the hark to — $ r. 


| While bare of ereſt he hew'd his fatal 


AKENSIDE'S POEMS. 


The impartial laws of Fate 
tr. nodler virtaes wed feverer carer. 
Is therea man who ſhares 


Aft him (for he can tell) 
* 

Te heroes, | : 
FE pn AE 
From Allfred's reign 

To Kellen, grear duiverer, wiſe and bold; 

— qo hard. 

Your wounds, your pai 
The night eſtrang d from eaſe _ 
The day by cowardice and falſehood vex'd, 

The head with doubt lex d, 

The indignant heart diſdain the reward. 
| hard! 4 * Q renown, 

| Which env 2 » 

© praiſe from j n heaven and virtuous men, 

If thus they purchas'd thy divineſt crown, 

Say, who ſhall hefitate? or who complain ? 

And now they fit on thrones above: 

And when among the gods they move 
Before the ſovran mind, 
„Lo, theſe,” he ſaith, lo, theſe are they 

„ Who tothe laws of mine eternal ſway 

© From violence and fear aſſerted 

5 IV. . | 

Thus honor'd while the train 

iflators in his preſence dwell ; 

| f may aught ſoretell, SOR 

The ftateſman ſhall the lecond palin obtain, 


| For dreadful deed; of arms 5 
Let vulgar bards, with undiicerning praiſe, 
Mare glittering trophies raile: | 


But wiſeſt heaven what deeds may cbiefly move 


To favor and to love? | | 
What, tave wide bleſſings, or averted harms? 


| Nor to the imbartled field 
Shall the atchievements of the peaceful gown 
Of valar, or the ſongs of conqueſt yield. 

Nat Fairfax wildly bold, 


Through Naſeby's firm array, | 
To heavier dangers did his breaſt oppoſe 
- Than Pym n free virtue choſe, 7 
Wen the proud force of Strafford he cuntrol'd. 


. * 


| Pur what is man at enmity with ruth? 


When (blighted all the.promiſe of his youth) 
The parriot in a tyrant's league had jein d? 


Let Ireland's loud-lamenting plains, 


Leet Tyne“ and HumTber's tramplcd twains, | 


Let menac'd London tell 


How Impivu« Guile made Wiſdom baſe : 


1 


| | 


| 


How generous zen! to cre] rage gave plice : 
And how — d be liv'd, and how diſkonor'd 


1 


Around his tomb Pierian roſes 
The ſummit next where heavenly natures dwell ? | 7 — 


V. I. 
Thence * 
Nor ſhall one poet's tongue 
* n labor chuſe. 


aſe] marches, wintery ſexe, | 


Hath deck d ſome favor'd breaſt above thethrong, 
That man with gri 


Afﬀronts and wounds bis genius, if he bends 
| To Guilr's i ends | 

Tze functiom of his ill-fubmitting migd. 
5 1 


For worthy of the wiſe 
Nothing can ſeem but Virtue : nor eatth yield 
RY nal field, | 

w impartial Freedom gi the prize. 

— fix d a 


Inroll'd the next to William. There ſhall Time 


To every wondering clime 


The 


| _ and the loud, 
Could fair and modeſt reverence 


| Wie Symers, 
= 
195 That letter and the Muſe's powertul art | 


Lain 
V. EZ 0 
cor aught did laws or ſocial arts acquire, 
Nor this majeſtic weal of Albion's land 
Did aught accompliſh, or tv aught aſpire, 
Without his guidance, his ſuperior hand. 
And rightly ſhall the Mule's care | 
Wreaths like her own for him prepares 
Whoſe mind's enamour'd aim 


; > | Could forms of civil beauty draw 
| Sublime as ever | a 
Vet ſtill to life's rude ſeene the proud ideasramgy 


Sage or Poet ſaw, | 


Let none profane be near! | 
The Muſe was never foreizn to bis breaſt t 
On Power' grave leat cnnief'd, 


Still to her voice he bent a lover's ear. 


And if the bleſſed know . 
Their ane ient cares, even now the uafading groves, 

Where haply Milton ro ves ; 
With Spculer, hear the enchanted echos round 

Through fartheſt heaven reſound 125 

guardian of their fame below. 

| . 0 
He knew, the patriot knew. 


Exalt the ingenuous heart. 
And brighten every form of juſt and true. 
| They lend a nnbler ſway ; 


| To civil Witdum, than corruption's lure 
| What were the fruits of Wentworth's copion” | Could ever pet procure 


Could ever yet procure : - 
They too from Er vy's pale malignant liht 
Conduct her forth to ſi ht | 


j Cioth'd in the faireſt co] urs of che dy. 


| „„ 
0 Tounſhend, thus may Time, the judge fe» 
vere, | 
L:ſtrut my baypy tangue of tue to tell: 
And when I ſprak of one to freedom der 


For planning viel and tor a King well, 


Point out that Somers, who from Fation'scrond, 


AKENSID 


Of one whom glory loves to own, 
Who ftill by liberal means alone 
Hath liberal ends purſued ; 
Then for the guerdon of my lay, 


2333 


„an! 


9 This man with faithſul frier 
From youth to honour'd age my arts and me 
< bath view'd. 


ODE V. 
ON LOVE OF PRAISE. 
F all the ſprings within the mind _ | 
Which prompt her ſteps in Fortune's maze, 
From none more pleaſing aid we find 
Than from the genuine love of praile. 
Nor any partial, private end 
Such —2 the public bears; 
Nor any paſſion, Virtue's friend, 
80 like to Virtue's ſelf appears. 
| C 
For who r | 
Wichout delight in glorious deeds ? 
man a charming voice can flight, 
Who courts the echo that ſucceeds? 
nan homo the voice EN 
| ore, on virtue praiſe, depends; 
To which, of cour'e, it real price 
| The judgment of the praiſer lends. | 
Dn : 5 v. | 
I praiſe then with religious 


rom the ſole perſedt judge be ſought, 
A nobler aim, a purer law, 
Nor prieſt, nor bard, nor ſage hath taazht. 
With which in character the ſarne 
Though in an humbler ſphere it lies, 
T count that ſoul of human fame, | 


The ſuffrage of the good and vile. 


o DE vl. 


TO WILLIAM HALL, ESQUERE: 


WITH THE WORES OF CBAUL:EU. 
TTEND to Chaulieu's wanton lyre; 

3 While, fluent as the ſky-laz' tins 
When firſt the morn allures it's wing, 
The epieure his theme purſues : 

And tell me if, among the choir 

Whoſe muſic charms the banks of S: e. 

So full. to free, fo rich a ſtrain 

Ee &azed thee warblivg M. 


| Nor Cato, nor Chryßppus bre 


| From their Eiyh3n quiet raiie; 


H 


E'S POEMS. 


II. 


Vet, Hall, while thy judicicus ear 

Admires the well-diſſenihled art 

That can fuck harmeny impaꝛt 

| To the lame pace of Gele rhyrae:; 
While wit {rom afﬀFeQuinn clear, 

| Bright meges, and paſſions true, 

Recall to thy aflentiog view 


Tue envicd bards of rovler tienes, 


| III. 

þ Say, is not ct bis doctrine wrong? 

This prieit of pleatlure, who aſpires 

To lead us to her tacred fires, 

| Knows he the ritval of her ſhrine ? 

Say (her ſweet in fiuence ti thy ſong 

So may the goddeſs ſtill afford) 

Doth ſhe eon ent to be 227d 

With ſhameleſs love and frantic wine 2 
| . 


Need we in high indignant phtite 


But pleature's oracle al ne 

 Conlalt ; attent ve, not levers. 

O pleaſure, we blaſpheme not thee ; 
Nor emulate he rigid knee 


| Which bends but at the Noc throne. 


; | , 
We own had fate to man aſſign'd 
Nor ſenſe, nor wiſh, but ht ode 


Or Venns {of or Bacehrs guy, 


Then might our bard's vuluptevus crecu 
| Moſt aptly govern human kind: 
Unleſs perchance what he hath tur.3 * 


| Of tortur'd joints and nerves unſtrun:: 


Some wrangling keretic mould piers. 
1 . 


1 But rw with nl theſe proud glei 


For dauntleſs truth and honeſt funde: 
Wien that ſtrong maſter of our frure, 
The inc:orabie judge within, 

What can be done: Alas, ye fires 


| [ love : alas, ve roſy miles, 8 
| Ye neQur'd cups from haber Gif, 
| --- Ye have no bribe his grace to 4 


DR n. 
EE ra THF. RIGHT REVZREND 
BENjANIN LORD BISHOP 

| | WINCHESTER. 
TOR toil. which 7:tcic te have endur -. 
For trealin quell'd and Javes fecur', 
In every nation Time ditplavs 


or 


x 


--* 


Ie palm of honourable pr 1. 


Envy ez rail; aui faction Berce 
l ſtrive © hut hrt, Wa, car h 
( Thodeh boid, vet lind und fordicdt toe | 


Ta mitn de n lav ohr Ie. 


N i . A W tr. 48 j 14 * 


a 2 Sv &. ®* 3 
i. Bias. 0+. 


Bn 


k 


I he world ſoon felt it: and, on high, 
To William's ear with welcume joy 
Did Locke ameng the bleſt unf. Id 
Tze rising hope of Houdly's name, 


AKENSIDE'S POEMS. 


I. 2. | 
_Qarecofiredorm, Albion, fay, 
row tamer „t deiputic Way, 
M hat mn, among thy fors around, 
Tuus heir to glory haſt thoa ſound? 
Vit page, in ail thy anuals bright, 
Ii then with purer joy ſurvey'd 
Tian that where truth, by Hoadly's aid, 
Stine: thrucgh rnpoltur's folewn thade, 
Thich King and wivugh fc tgoral night? 


25h 


| III. r. 


But where ſhall recompence be found ? 
Or how ſuch arduous merit crown'd ? 
For look on life's laborious ſcene; 
What rugged ſpaces lie between 
Adventurcus V irtue's early toils 
And hertrfumphal throne ! The ſhade 
Of death, mean nime, does oft invade 
Er progrels ; nor, to us diiplay d, 
Vears the bright heroine her expe ed 


1 
To him the Tencher ble d, 
Who !ent rejigion, from the puimy ſield 
By od, like the moin to cheer the weft, 
And du up the veil which heaven from earth 
| coneeii'd, | | 
Te! zal, thus his mandate headdreſs'd : 


© Goin, ard recue my diſhonour'd law 


© i Mun bind Tapacious and from tongues im- 


| as | +338 | 
Lo mw peaceful name be made a lure | 
„Feil pertecution's mortal ſnares ty aid: 
Let not my words be impicus chains to draw | 
1 he freeborn ſeul in more than brutal awe, 
„To faith without 
« paid,” 
. 


aſſent, allegiance unre- ] 


m. 2. 

Vet born to conquer is her power: 

---{) Hoadly, if that favourite hour 

On earth arrive, with thankful awe 

We own ir | heaven's indulgent law, 

And proudly thy facce's behold ; 

We attend thy reverend length of 

With benediction and with praiſe, 
And hail Thee in ourpublic ways 


| Like ſome great ſpirit fam'd in ages old. 


| 33 

While thus our yows prolong 

Thy ſteps on earth, and when by us reſign'll 
Thou join'ſt thy ſeniors, that heroic throng 
V ho reſcucd or preſerv'dthe rights ofhuman kind. 
O not unworthy may thy Albion's tongue 


No co'd or unperforming hand 
Was arm'd by heaven with this command. 


Godoiphin then con rm d the fame; 
Ayd Somers, when fr-m earth he came, 
Aud generous Stanhope the tair iquel teld. 
II. 2. 

Then drew the lawgivers around, 
(dies of the Grecian name _——) 2 
And litemng aſk'd, and wondering knew, 
V hat pri tate force could thus tubdue 
Ihe vulz ar and the great cumbin'd; 
Con d wir with ſacred tolly wage; 


. ” 


Kurven, 


Were hi dt trith by faithful ſearch explor'd, | 
At 100144) tete, like feed, in genial plenty ſown. | glac 
Nor think to whom the giſt we owe. 


V. worever it tuuk root, the foul (reſtor'd 
To Recaur ſreedom too for others ſought. 
Not monkith craft the tyram's claim divine, 
t Tegal zeal rhe bigot's cruel ſhrine. 


tHe wid t:bbleto fedition wrought, 
zes by the papal Genius raught, | 
„ St, Jobr's zit joo!e, nor Atterbury“ 


88 * 
91 


If - 


| © Thar beauty ought not to be trieil 


Thee ſtill, her friend and benefactor, name: 
O ! never, Hoadly, in thy country's eyes, 
May impious gold, or pleaſure's gaudy prize, 
Make public virtue, public freedom, vile; 
Nor our own manners tempt us to diſclaim 
That heritage, our noblefl wealth and fame, 


| | Which Thou haſt kept intire from force unt 


factious guile 
E VIII. 
* 


rightly tuneful bards decide, 
If it be fix'd in love's dectees, 


0 5 


Couid a whole nation diſengage 5 1 But by its native power to plexe, - 
From the dread bonfis of many an age | Then tell me, youths and inven, 4. 
Alto new habits mould the public mind. 1 What fair can Amoret excel? 55 
Pear not a conqueror's ſword, I Behold that bright unſullied ſmile. 
Nor the ſtrong powers to civil founders} And wildom ſpeaking in her mien ; 


Vet (ſhe fo artleis all the while, 
So little ſtudiou »» be ſeen) 8 
We novght but inſtant gladneſs know, 


- 


in. 


I Bat neither muſie, nor the powers 
Cul longer prard From renion's warfare ſage: | 


O youth and mirth and froliek chear. 


Add halt that ſunſhine to the hours, 
Or make life's praſpect halt to clear, 
As memory bringe it to the ee 
rom tcene where Amotet wi. by. 


= AKENSIDE'S POEMS 


IV. | 
Yet not a fatiriſt could there ODE X. 
Or fault or — wg | 
No e are T 0 
—— 
Whoſe form lovelier colours glows THOMAS EDWARDS, ESQUIRE, 
Than Amoret's - | ON THE LATE FDITION OF 


This fure is beauty s happieſt part: 

© This gives the moſt —— ſway: 

This ſhall enchant the ſubject heurt 
When role and lily fade away; 

And ſhe be ſtih, in tpite of time, 

Sweet Amoret in all her prime. 


o DE 1X. 
AT STUDY. 
5 


From this phi hic h 
Froro the — of 82 


Wandering through a pleaſing dream? | 


is in vain, alas! I find, 
Much in vain, my zealous mind 
Would to learned Wiidum's throne 
Dedicate each thoughtful Lour : 
Nature bids a foſter 
Let the buſy or the wiſe 
View him with contemptuous eyes: 
Love is native to the heart: 
_ Cuide its wiſhes as you will; 
Without Love, you'll find it ſtill 
Void in one eflential part. 
Ne though no peculiar fair 
Touches with 2 lover's care; 
Though the pride of my dere 
Ales immoral friendſhip's name, 
Afﬀes the palm of honeſt fame, 
And the old berolt re; | 
| 1 Bs day have ſmoothly gone, 
Or to 'd leiſure known, 
Or in ſocial duty ſpent; 
Tet at eve my lonely brenſt 
| Beek in vain for perfect reſt ; 
_ * Lapguiſhes for tive contenie 


| By ſenſe or wit, by proſe or ſong: 


| From their unhappy muuths proceed ? 
No: rather Spenſer s lyr 


1 When lately in the Elyſian grove 


| That very lyre's enchanting ſound, 
| Though liſtening realms adrair'd around. 


|} Of his friend Pope's fatiric line 


MR POPE'S WORKS 
I. | 
ELIEVE me, Edwards, to reftraia 


B 


The licence of 2a railer's | 
Is what but ſeldum men 13 


A taſk for more Herculean 5 
Nor ſuited to the ſacred hours 

Of leilure in the Muſe s bowers. 

wy | I, TR. 
In bowers where laurel weds with palm, 
The Muſe, the blameleſs queen, refides 3 
Fair Fame attends, and Wiidom calm 
Her eluquence harmonious guides: 
While, ſhut for ever from he 


and lavage — 


how diſpleas'd was every Bard, 


"hey of his hu e rdi d, 
——— a 


How Horace own'd he thought che fice 
Did farther fuel ſcarce ire a 
Fr.m fuch a militant divine: 8 | 
How Milton ſeurn'd the ſophiſt vain 

Who durſt approach his ballow'd ſtra:g 
With uwaſh d hand: and lips profit. 


3 re 


vr 1 


AKENSIDE'S POEMS, 


VI. 


Then Shakeſpeare debonnair and mild 
rrought that ſtrange comment forth tu view: 
Conceirs more deep, he laid and fraud, 
Thar: his own fools or maimen knew. 

Hut thank d @ generous ft ie nd above, 

Who did with free adventurous love 

Such 9 trum his dumb remove. 


VIII. 


And if to pope, in equal need, 
The fame kind office thou weuldſt pay, 


Ihen, Edwards, all the band decreed [ | 


That future Bards with frequent lay 
Should call on thy anſpicious name, 
Frum «ach abſurd intruder's claim, 
10 keep inviolate their fame. 


| VERS p 
ODE II. 


COUNTRY GENTLEMEN | 
OF ENGLAND. Sb 


wa 


here are thoſe valiant tenants ol 25 


Who — che warrior bow the ftrong dart ſped, | 


Or wich firm hand the rapid pole-ax bore ? 
Freeman and ſoldier was their common name, 
Who late with rcapers to the furrow came, 


No in the front of battle charg*d the foe :, dure, 


Who taught the ſtecr the wintery plough 1 to en- 
Now in fall counciis check'd encroaching power. 
Au gave — laws their mie to know. 
— | 


But who are ye? from Ebro's loitering ſons 

'To Tiber's 3 to the ſports of Seine ; 
From Rhine's frail palaces to Dawbe's throues 

And citics looking on the Cimbric main, 

Ye loſt, ye felf-deferred } ? whoſe proud lords 


Have baffled your tame hands, and given MP] 


Theſe, at ſome gree:ly monk's or harler's nud, | 


| ſwords 
To fhviſh ruſfians, hir'd for their command : 


dee rifled nations crouch beneath their rod. 
F * the land. 


= TJ 


| Thou, heedleſs Albion, what, dnl the while 
Doſt thou preſume ? O inexpert in arms, 
Yet vain of freedom, how doſt thou beguile, 
Wich dreams of hope, 


The praiſe and envy of the nations round, 


What care haſt thou to guard from fortune's | 


{way 2? 
Amid the ftorms of war, how n may all 
The lofty pile from its foundaticns fall, 
Ot 2 the ruin of bog? 
Ver. VI, 


* 


* 


4 


ER RT ancient ſpirit fed? 


{ 


'theſe near and loud alarms? 
Thy ſplendid home, thy plan of laws renown'd, | 


: 
[ 
4 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


26! 


IV. 


No : thou art rich, thy ſtreams and fertile vales 
Add induſtry's wiſe gifts to nature's ſtore: 
And every port is crouded with thy fails, 
And every wave throws treaſure on thy ſhore. 
What bocts it ? If luxurious plenty charm 
Thy ſelfiſh heart from glory, if thy arm 
Shrink at the frowns of danger and of pain, 
dolce gifts. that treaſure is no longer thine. 
Ol ratlier far be poor. Thy gold will ſhine 
Cempting the ee of Force, and deck thee to thy 
bane. | | 
V. 


Beit what hath force or war to do with thee ? 
Girt by the azure tide, and thron'd ſublime 
Amid thy floating bulwarks, thou canſt ſee; 
With ſeorn, the fury of each hoſtile clime 
Daſh'd ere it reach thee. Sacred from the foe 
Are thy fair fields. Athwart thy guardian 


| pro 
No Sold invader's foot ſhall 


tempt the ſtrand— 
Yet fay, N country, will the waves and wind 
Obey thee ? Haſt thou all thy hopes reſign d 


To the _ fickle faith ? the pilot's 2 | 


| . 


For oh ' may neither fear nor ſt love 
(Love, by thy virtuous princes — won) 
Thee, laſt of many wretched nations, move, 

| With mighty armies ſtation'd round the throne 

To truſt thy fafery, Then farewell, the claims 

Of freedom! Eer proud records to the flames 

Thenbear, an offering at ambition“: ſhrine; | 


| Whate'tr thy ancient patriots dard d mand 


From furious John's, or faithleſs Charles's 
hand, 


oe great William fer for is doped live. 
| vn. 


Nut if thy ſors be — their name, 
If liberal laws with liberal hearts they prize, 
Let them from conqueſt, and from ſervile ſhame, 


— * 


 Yechi-tly, heirs of Albion's cultur d plains, 
Ye leadurs of her bold and faithful ſwains, 
Now not unequal to your birth be found: 
The public voice bids arm your rural ſtate, 
Paternal hamlets for your enſigns wait, 


| Cane gy — por thi outs | 


| 
| vil. 


b- Wk 1 what inglorious care | 
Þ«-rains you from their head, your native poſt ? 'E 
| Who moit their country's fame aud fortune ſhare, 
' theirs to ſhare her toils, her perils moſt. 
Each man his taſk in ſucial life ſuſtains. 
With partial Labours, with domettic gains, 
Let others dwell ; to yon indulgent heaven 
By couaſel and by arms the public cavie 7 
o ferve for public love and love's applauſe, 
he tak employment far, the * lire, hath 


| 


885 xiven. 
22 


In war's glad ſchool their own proteQors riſe, 


262 
Have ye nat heard of Lacedzmon's fame? 

Of Attic chiefs in Freedom's war divine ? 

Of Rome's dread generals? the Valerian name ? 
The Fabion ſons ? the Scipios, matchleſs line? 

' Your let was theirs. The farmer and the ſwain 
Met his lov'd patron's ſummons from the plain: 
The legions gather d; the bright eagles flew; 

Barbarian monarchs in the triumph mourn'd; 
The cor querors to their houſhold gods return d, 


And fed Calabrian flocks, and ſtecr d the Sabine | 


plough. 


Skall then this glory of the antique age, | 

This pride of men, be loſt among mankind ? 
Shall war's heroic arts no more engage 
The unbought hand, the unſubje ted mind? 

Doth vzlour to the race no more belong? 

No more with ſcorn of violence and wrong 

Doth forming nature now her ſons inſpire, 
That, like ſome myſtery to few reveal'd, 

The fkil of arms abaſh'd and a d they yield, 
And from their own defence 3 

retire? 
XI. 


O freme enn to human laws ! 

The leole adventurer, hireling of a day, 
Who his felt ſword without affection draws, 
Whoſe God, whoſe country, is a tyrant's pay, 
This man the leſſons of the field can learn: 


Can cvcry palm, which decks a warrior, earn, 
And every pledge of conqueſt : while in vain, 


To guard your altars, your paternal lands, 


Are ſocial arms held out to your free hands: | 
Teo arduous is the lore; too irkſome were ths: | 


| pain. 
Mentions by Pleafure's bog 3 allur d, 


From the bright ſun and living breeze ye firay ; - 


Aud deep in London's gloomy haunts immur'd, 


Brood o'er vour fortune's, freedoms, health's N 


5 decay. 
O blind of chotce and to yourſclves untrue! 


The young grove ſhoots, their bloom the fields | | 


renew, {friend ; 


_ The manten aſks its lord, the ſwains their 


While hedoth riot's orgies haply ſhare, 


Or tempt the gameſter's dark, deſtroying ſnare, 5 
or at ſome courtly ſhrine with flaviſh incenſe bend. 


XIII. 
| Ant ver full ob pane anplone tragmes coneplic 


That lawleſs tumult prompts the ruſtic throng; 5 


That the rude village-inmates now diſdain 


Alas! your fathers did by other arts | 
Draw thoſe kind — their ſimple hearts, | 
And led in other paths their ductile will; 

By ſuccour, faithful counſel, courteous cheer, 


Won them the ancient manners to revere, 


Ts prize their country's peace, and heaven's due} 


XIV. 
Yut mark the judgment of 
Tutor of nations. Doth light difcord tear 
A ſtate? and impotent ſedition's crime? (there, 
The powers of warlike prudence dwell not 
The powers who to command and to obey, 


lukrug the valiant. There would civil tway | 
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— 


ed Time, | 


The riſing race to manly concord tame? 

Oft let the marſhaPd field their ſteps unite, 

And in glad ſplendor bring before their ſight 

One common cauſe and one hereditary fame, 
XV. 

Nor yet be aw'd, nor yet your taſk difown, 

Though war's proud votaries look on ſevere; 

Though ſecrets taught erewhile to them alone, 

They deem profan d by your intruding ear. 

Let them in vain, your martial hope to quell, 

Of new refinements, fiercer weapons tell, 

And mock the old ſimplicity, in vain: 

To the time's warfare, ſimple or refia'd, 

The time itſelf adapts the warrior's miud ; 


* equal proweſs. ſtill ſhall equal palms obtain, 
XVI. 


Say then; if England's youth, in earlier days, 
On glory's field with well-train'd armies vy'd, 


Why ſhall they now renounce that generous 


aiſe ? | 
Why dread the foreign s pride? 
* brav d young Edward's gents 
nd, 


And Albert ruſh d on Henry's way-worn band, 
With Europe's choſen ſons in arms renown's, 
Yet not on Vere's bold archers long they lock d, 
Nor Audley's ſquires, nor Mewbray's yeomen 

brook'd: [narch bound, 
They ſaw their — fall, and left their mo- 

2 II. 

| Such were the laurels which your father's won; : 
Such Glory's dictates in their dauntleſs breaſt : 
AIs there no voice that ſpeaks to every fon 3 
K No nobler, holier call to You addrefs'd ? 
O! by majeſtic freedom, righteous laws, 
By heavenly truth's, by manly reaſon's caufe, 


| | Awake; attend; be indolent no more: 


By Fricudſhip, focial Peace, domeſtic Love, 
Riſe; arm; your country's living ſaſety prove; 


And train her valiant youth, and * 2 
her ſhore. 


0 DE XII. 
on RECOVERING FROM A FIT or | SICKNTS$9 
IN THE COUNTRY. 


Y verdant ſcenes, O Goulder's hill, 
Once more I ſeek, a languid gueſt : 
| With throbbing temples and with burden 4 15 


breaſt 


1 Once more I climb thy ſteep atrial way. 
Thoſe homely ties which ruf d their fathers long. | 


O faithful cure of oft- returning ill, 
Now call thy ſprightly breezes round, 
Diſſolve this rigid cough proſoum i, 


| And bid the ſprings of life wit gentler x mant 


| ment play. 


"ap gladly 'mid the dewn of dawn 
_ By weary lungs thy healin 
The balmy welt or the — inhale ! 
How gladly, while my muſing footſteps rove 
Round the cool orchard or the ſunny lawn, 
Awak'd I itop, and look to find 
What thrub perfumes the pleaſant wind, 
Or what wild ſongſter charms che Dryads of a 
Sora, | 


AKENSIDE'S POEMS. 


III. 
Now, ere the morning walk is done, 
The diſtant voice of Health | hear 


Welcome as beauty's to the lover's car. [cries ; | 
« Droop not, nor doubt of my return,“ ſhe | 


« Here will I, mid the radiant calm of noon, 
„ Meet thee keneath yon cheſnut bower, | 
« And lenient on thy boſom pour [ ſKkies.“ 
% That indolence divine whick lulls the cartl. and | 
IV. EL 
The goddeſs promis'd not in vain, 
I found her at my favourite time, 
Nor wiſh'd to breathe in any ſoſter clime, 
While (hal-reclin'd, half-flumbering as 1 lay) 
She kover'd o'er me, "Then, among her train 
Of nymps and zcphyrs, to my view 
Thy gracious form appear d anew 


- 


in that ſoſt pomp the tuneful maid 


Shone like the gelden ſtar of love. * 
| To 


I ſaw her hand ja careleſs meaſures move ; 
} keard ſweet preludes dancing on her lyre, 


While my whole frame the ſacred ſound obey d. 


New ſhunſhine o'er gay fancy ſprings, 
New colours clothe external things, 


O Goulder's hill, by thee reftor'd 
Once more to this enliven'd hand, 
My harp, which late reſounded o'er the land 
The voice of glory, ſolema and ſevere, - 
My Derian harp ſhall now with mild accord 
To thee her joyful tribute pay, To. 
Aud ſend a leſs-ambitious lay 
Of Friendſip aud of I. ove to greet thy maſter's 
E: | VII. | | 


For when within thy ſhady ſeat :Þ 
Alert thy treaties, and thy wars « xplain, 


_ Firſt from the ſultry tou he choſe, 
And the tir'd ſenate's cares, his wiſh'd repoſe, 


Then waſt thou mine; to me a happier home | 
For ſocial leiſure: where my welcome feet, | 


Eſtrang'd from all the entangling ways 
In which the reſtleſs vulgar ſtrays, 

Through nature's ſimple paths 
Ls Pad 
And while around his ſylvan ſcene 


_ My Dyſon led the white-winy'd hours, = 


Oſt from the Athenian Academic buwers | 


Their ſages came: oft heard our lingering walk | 


| To puſa this earth adrift, 


The Mantuan muſic warbling o'er the green: 
And oft did Tully's reverend faade, 
Though much for liberty afrad, 
With us of letter'd eaſe P virtuous glory talk. 
| But other gueſts were on their way, 
And reach'd erelong this ſavour d grove ; 
Even the celeſtial progeny of Jove, 
Bright Venus, with her all-ſubduing ſoo, | 
Whoſe golden ſhaft moſt willingly obey 
The beſt and wiſeſt. As they came, 
Glad Hymen wav'd his genial flame, 


Comes, wo 


| 
1 


| [day. | 
Then firſt, O YI, uuſcen for many a 


[tire. | | 
And the laſt glooms of pain and ſickly plaint ro- 
| YI 2 | N 


las on Pharſaliun plains, or by the Aﬀyrian flood. 
II 


5 fear. | 


with ancient faith 
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: 

I ſaw when through yon ſeſtive ga 
He led along his chofcn maid, Ea | 
And to my friend with ſmiles preſenting ſaid ; 
«© Receive that faireſt wealth which Heaven 

| aſſign'd 
To human fortune. Did thy lonely flate 
* One with, one utmoſt hope confeſs ? 
© Behold, ſhe comes, to adorn aud bleſ-; 
thy of thy heart, and equal to thy 


mana. 


V 
4 


r 
Te THE AUTHOR OF MEMOIRS OF THER 
HOUSE OF BRANDENBURG. 


THE men renown'd as chiefs of human race, 
6 And born to lead in cognſcls or in arms, 
Have ſeldom turn'd their feet from Glory's 
chace, | 5 | | 
dwell with bogks, or court the Muſe's 
| charms. ND 
Let, to our eves if haply time hath brought 
Some genuine tranſcript of their calmer thought, 
There {lit} we own the wiſe, tie great, or good; 
And Calur there and Xenophon are ſeen, 
As clear in ſpirit and ſublime of mein, 


Say thou too, Frederic, was net this thy aim? 


| Thy vigils could the ſtudent's lamp engage, 


Except for this? except that future fame | 
Might read thy genius in the faithful page? 
That if hereafter Envy fhall preſume Dy 
With words irreverent to inſcribe thy tomb, 
And baſer weeds upon thy palms to fling, 
That hence poſterity may try thy reign, 


And view in native lights the h-ro un] the king. 
a III. | 
Q evil ſoreſight and pernicious care! 
Wilt thou indeed abide by this appeal? 
Shall we the leſſons of thy pen compare 
With private honouror with public zeal ? 
Whence then at things divine thoſe darts of 

"Rn - | {borne 
Why are the woes, which virtuous mea haye 
For ſacred Truth, a prey to laughter given? 
What fiend, what foc of nature, urged thy arm 
The Almighty of his ſceptre to diſarm? _ 

| and leave it looſe from 
3 8 

Ye god- like ſhades of legiſlators old, . 
Ye who made Rome victurious, Athens, wiſe, 
Ye firſt of mortals, with the bleſs'd inroll'd, 


| Say, did not horror in your boſoms rife, 


When thus by impious vanity impell'd 

A magiſtrate, a monarch, ye beheld 
Affronting civil order's holieſt bauds? | 
Thoſe bands which ye to labour'd to improve ? 
Thoſe hopes and fears of juſtice from above, 


And ſang their happy gifts, and prais'd their ſpot- 
0 Rs throne. s Y 


Which tam'd the ſevage world to your divinec:ry 
mands ? = 


| 
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ODE Xu. 
THE . 2s 
| I. 
WAY! Away! _ 
| Tempt me no more, inſidicus Love: 
Thy ſoothing ſw ay 
Leng 45 my youthful boſom proye : 
At length thy treaſon is diſcern'd, 
At length ſome. dear - bought caution earn'd : 
Away] nor hope * to move. 


I know, I fee 
Her merit. Needs it now be . 
| Alas! to me ? 
How often, to myſelf unknown, 
"The graceful, gentle, virtuous maid 
| Have ladmir'd! How often ſaid. ES, 
What } joy to call a heart like 6 
III. 
But, Toner god, oF W 
O erer of content 
2 
Will care's rude leſſon learn to pleaſe ? 
O ſay, deceiver, haſt thou won 
Proud Fortune to attend thy throne, > 
Or plac'd thy ſriends above her ſtern decrees ? 


ODE X 
ON DOMESTIC — 
| (enrinisukr.) 


I. 
TEEK dane n ſhame, 


| From "Albion doſt thou fly; 
8 ot Albion's daughters once the favourite fame? 
2 3 frirnd, 
Who giv'ſt her pleaſing reyerence 1 
5 Who ſelfiſh, bold defire » 
8 Poſt to eſteem and dear affection turn; 
| Alas! of thee forloru, [tend ?| 


What joy, what r "a hope ca can lite pre- 


Behold; our youths in vain | 
Concerning uuptial happineſs enquire : 
Dur maids vo more aſpire fy 
| The arts of baſhful Hymen to attain ; 
1 But with triumphant ey s . 
And cheeks impaſſi vr, as they move 1 
A homage of the throng. 
The lover ſwears that in an harlot's arms 
Are found the ſelf-ſame charms, 
1 And worthleſs and deſerted bom and few. 
III. 
FBehold; unbleſs'd at home, | 
The father of the cheerleſs houſhold moprns 
The night in vain returns, | | 
For love and glad content at diſtance roam; 
7 While ſhe, in whom his mind 5 
R SET an, 


To meet him ſhe prepares, art, 
noiſe'and f 4 a and all the 's 
A liſt leſs, harafs'd heart, . | 


8 


| 


0 | time part of military power. 


ry, 
O! whither, ſweeteſt offspring ot the 


_ 


| 


Approach you. 
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| 


IV. 
"Twas thus, along the fhort 
Of Thames, Br itannia's guardian Genius heard, 
From many a tongue preferr'd, 


Of ſtrife and grief the foud invective lore: 


At which the queen divine 


Indignant, with her adamantine ſpear 


Like thvwicr ſounding near, 

Smote the red croſs upon her ſilvrr ſhie}], 

| And thus her wrath reveal'd. 

(1 watch's her awful words and madę them mine. 
o | 


RT © | 
TO THE NAIABS. 


} The Nxmplu nb prefids over ſprings ond rivulett. er: 


 adilre Jr J at day=breus, in bone of their ferreral 


i Redl 1nd of the relations aui they bear to the 


| natural, and to the moral weorld. Their origin ts 


deduced from the Hr allegorical dvities, or prever; 


| 1 of nature; ucco: di 10 tbe oath. Bog tbe old - 


tholegical poets, concerning the ration of the | 
gods "nil ths ri of ings. a They are then ſuceſ- 
rely conſidered, as giving motion to the air and ex- 
"citing ſummer-breezes ; as nauriſbing and — 
the wrgetaile creation ; as contributing to the fullneſs 
of navigable rivers, and conſequently. to the mit- 
nance of commerce ; and by that means, 10 the mart 
Next is repref: ated 
their favourable in fluence upon U. lth, when aſliſted 
by rural exerciſe : which introduces their connects 
with the art of Phy fic, and the happy eit of mine- 
ral medical ſprings Lahly, they ure celebrated for 
the RO which the muſes bear the.n, and for ze 


Tn opp:fition to the entbufuuſm of & the more licentione 
Peet. 


O vonder eaſtern kill the twilight WY 
Walks forth from darkneſs; and the 'Godef 


day, | 
With bright Aſtræa ſeated by his fide, By. 
Waits yet to leave the ocean. Tarry, ts 
Ye Nymphs, ye bluc-cy'd progeny of Thames, 


{| Who now the mazes of this rugged heath 


Trace with your ticeting ſteps ; who all night = 


| Repeat, amid the cool and tranquil air, 


Your lancly murmurs, tarry ; and receive 
My off<r'd lay. Lo pay you homage due, 
leave the gates of ſleep; nor ſhall my lyre 
Foo far into the ſplendid hours of morn 
Engage your audience: my obſervant hand 
Shall cloſe the ſtrain cre any ſultry beam 
To your ſubterranean haunts 
Ve then may timely ſteal; to pace with care 
The humid ſands ; to Jooten from the joul 
The bubling ſources; ; to direct the rills 
To meet in wider channels; or beneath 


| Some grotto's dripping arch, at height of nogn 


To ſlumber, ſhelter'd from the burning heavep. 
ue ew my ſong begin, ye Nymphs? or 


Wide is your praiſe and copious—Firſt of things, 


Firſt of the oy powers, ere Time aroſe, 


true inſpirution which temperance only can receive; 


Wa, faſt by learned Cam, the olian lyre 


Commands his Dryads over your abodes 
To ſpread their deepeſt umbrage. 


D D Bromius, O Lenæen) nor canſt thou 
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Were love 21d Chaos. Love the fire of Fate; 
Elder and Chaos. Born of Fate was Time, 
Who many ſons and many comely births 
Devour d, relentleſs father: till * child 
Of Rhea drove him frum the upper ſky, 
And quell'd his deadly might. Then focial reign'd 
The kindred powers, 'Vethys, and reverend Ops, 
And ſpotleſs Veſta; while ſupreme of ſway 
Remain'd the cloud-compeller. From the couch 
Of Tethys ſprang the ſedgy crowned race, 
Who from a thouſand urns, o'er every clime, 
gend tribute to their parent: and from them 
Are ye, O Naiads : Arethuſa fair, 
And tuneful Aganippe; that ſweet name, 
Banduſia ; that ſoſt family which dwelt | 
With Syrian Daphne; and the honor'd tribes 
Belov'd of Pæon. Liſten to my ſtrain, 
Daughtersof Tethys: liſten tq your praiſe. [old 
| You, Nymphs the winged offspring, which of | 
Aurora to divine Aſtræus bore, 

Owns; and your aid beſercheth. When the might | 
Of Hyperion, from his noontide throne, | 
 Unbends their languid pinions, aid from yon 

They aſk : Favonius and the mild South-weſt 
From you relief implore, Your fallying ſtreams 
- Freſh vigour to their weary wings impart. 
Again they fly, diſporting; from the mead 
 Half-ripen'd and the tender blades of corn, 
To fweep the noxious mildew ; or diſpel 
Contagious ſteame, which oft che parched earth 
Breathes on her fainting ſons. From noon to eve, 
Along the river and the paved brook, 
Aſcend the cheerful —5 hail d of bards 


Solicit; nor unwelcome to the youth 

Who on the heights of Tibur, ali inclin'd 

O'er ruſhing Anio, with a pious hand 

The reverend fcene delineates, broken ſanes, 

Or tombs. or pillar'd aqueducts, the pomp 

Of ancient Lime; and haply, while he cn 

The ruins, with a ſilent tear reyolves | 
The ſame and fortune of imperious Rome, 
Fou too, O Nymphs, and your uuenvious aid 

The rural powers canieſs; and fill prepare 

For you their choiceſt treaſures.. Pan commanda, 

Oſt as the Delian king, with Sirius holds 

The central heavens, the father cf the grove 


Vell the cod 

 Remembcreth how indulgent ye ſupplied 

* our general dews to nurſe them in their prime. 

Pales, the paſture's queen, where-e'cr ye ſtray, 
Purſues your ſteps, delighted; and the path 
With living verdure clothes. Around your haunts 

The laughing Chloris, with profuſeth hand, [you 
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With nectar feeds thy tendrils. Tet tom me, 

Yet, blameleſs N;mphs, from my delighted lyre, 

| Accept the rites your bounty well nu wy claim, 

Nor heed the ſcoffings of the; Edonian bund. ſire, 
For better praiſe awaits you. Thames. your 

As down the verdant flope your duteous rijls 

Deſcend, the tribute ſtately Thames, reccivey, - 

Delighted; and your pi-ty applauds ; 

And bids his copious tide roll oa ſecure, | 

For faithful are his daughters; and with words 

Auſpicious gratulates the, bark which, now 

His banks forſaking, her adventurous wings 

| Yields to the breeze, with Albion's happy gifs 

| Extremeſt iſles to bleſs. And oft at morn, 

| When Hermes, from Olympus bent oꝰer earth 

To bear the words of Jove, on vonder hill 

Stoops lighely-failing ; oft intent your ſprings 

He views: and waving o'er ſome new-boru ſtream 

His bleſt pacific wand, And yet,” he crics, 

Vet,“ cries the ſon of Man, though recluſe 

« An ſilent be your ſtores, from you, fair Nymphs, 

„ Flows wealth and kind ſociety to men. 


By you my function aud my honor d name 
1 * Do I poſſeſo; while o'er the Bœtic vale, Lpalms 


« Or through the towers of Memphis, or the 
« By ſacred Ganges water'd, I conduct 2 
« The Engliſh merchant : with the buxom fleece 
- Of fertile Ariconium while I clothe 
« Sarmatian kings; or to the houſhold gods 
« Of Syria, {rom the bleak Cornubian ſhore, 
«* Diſpenſe: the mineral treature which of old 
« Sidonian pilots ſought, when this fair land 


Was yet unconſcious of thoſe generous arts : 
| * Which wife Phœnicia from their native clime 
I“ Tranſplanted to a more indulgent heaven.” 


Such are the words of Hermes: ſuch the praiſe, | 
O Naiads, which from tongues celeſtial waits 
'Yaur bountcous deeds. From bounty ilueth 


wer: 


And thoſe who, ſedulous in prudent works, 
Reli. ve the wants of nature, Jove repays | 


With noble weaith, and his own feat on earth, 

Fit judgments tv pronounce, and curb the might | 
Of wicked men. Your kind unfailing urns 
Not vainly to the hoſpitable arts | 
Of Hermes yield their ſtore. For, O ye . 


Hath he not won the uncunquerable queen 


Of arms tv court your friendſhip ? You the owns 


| The fair aſſociates who extend her ſway 


| Wide o'er the mighty deep; and grateful things 


| Of you the uitereth, oft as from the ſhore (banks 
Ol Thames, or Mcdway' s vale, or the green 


Of Vecta, ſhe her thundering navy lead> 


To Calpe's foaming channel, or the rough 
Cantabrian ſurge , her auſpices divine 


Throws wide her blooms, her odors. Still with Imparting to the ſenate and the prince 


Pomona ſeeks to dwell : and o'cr the lawns, 


Of Albion, to diſmay barbaric kinys, 


And o'er the vale of Richmond, whe with The Iberian, or the Celt. The pride of kings 


Thames 

Fe love to wander, Amalthea pours = 
Well-pleas'd' the wealth of that Ammonian horn, 
Her dower; unmindful of the fragrant iſles 
Nyſæan or Atlantic. Nor canſt thou, | 8 
(Albeit oft, ungrateful, thou doſt mock "il 
The beverage of the ſober Naiad's urn, 


Dilown che powers whoſe bounty, it! repaid, 


| Was ever ſcorn'd by Pallas: 
Kejoic d the virgin, from the brazen prow 


— of old 


Of Athens o'er Ægina's gloomy ſurge, | 
To drive her clouds and ſtorms; o'erwhelming all 


The Perſian's promis'd glory, when the realms 
Of Indus and the ſoft Ionian clime, 


| When Libya's torrid champaign and the racks 


Of cold Imaiis join'd their ſervile bands, 


ae fon: of _ ffom earth. 
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In vain + Afin-rva on the bo prow 

Of Athens ſtood, and with the thunder's voice 
Denourc'd her terrors on their impious heads, 
And ſhook her burning ægis. Xerxes ſaw : 
From Heraclẽum, on the mountain's height 
Thron'l in his golden car, he knew the ſign 
Celeftial; felt unrighteous hope forſake 
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Metallic, and the clemental ſalts 
Wath'd from che 
| and ſoon 
Flies 2 flics inauſpicious care: and ſo on 
The focial haunt or unfrequented ſhade 
Hears Io, Io Pran; as of old, 1 
When Python fell. And, O propitious Nympbs, 


His ſaultering heart, and turn d his face with ſhame. ] Oſt as for helplefs mortals I implore 
Hail, ye who ſhare the ſtern Miner va's power; Vour ſalutary ſprings, through every urn 


Who arm the hand of liberty ſor war: 
And give to the renown'd Britannic nme 
To awe contending monarchs: yet benign, 
Wet mild of nature: to the works of peace 
_ prone, and lenient of the many ills 
Which wait on human life. Your gentle aid 
Hygeia well can witneſs; ſhe who ſaves, 
From poiſonous cates and cups of pleaſing bane, 
The wretch devoted to the intangling ſnares 
Of Bacchus and of Comus. Him ſhe leads 
To Cynthia's lonely haunts. To ſpread the toils, 
To beat the coverts, with the jovial horn 
At dawn of day to ſummon the loud hounds, 
She calls the lingering fluggard from his dreams: 
And where his breaſt may drink the mountain 
And where the fervorof theſunny vale [ breeze, 
May beat upon his brow, through devious paths 
* Beckons his rapid courſer. Nor when eaſe, 
Cool eaſe and welcome ſlumbers have becalm'd 
His eager boſom, does the queen of health | 
Her pleaſing care withhold. His decent board 
St preſiding ; and the frugal powers 
With joy ſedate leads in : and while the brown 
Ennæan dame with Pan ou her _ . | 
While changing ſtill, and comely in the change, 
Vertumnus + $ oe Nona before him ſpread a 
The garden's banquet; you to crown his feaſt, 
To crown his fealt O Naiads, you the fair 
' Hygeia calls: and from your ſhelving ſeats, 
And grovesof poplar, plentcous cups ye bring, 
To flake his veins : till ſoon a purer tide | 


Flows down thoſe loaded channels: waſheth off 


The of luxury, the lurking ſeeds 

Of crudediſeaſe ; and through the abodes of life 
| Scnds vigour, ſends repoſe. Hail, Naiads: hail, 
Wo give, to labour, health; to ſtooping age, 
The joys which youth had ſquander d. Oft your 


Will Linvoke; and frequent in your praiſe, [urns 


Abaſh the frantic Thyrſus with my ſong. 
For not eſtrang d from your benignant arts 
Is he, the god, to whoſe myſterious ſhrine 
My youth was ſacred, and my votive cares 
Belong; the learned Pzon. Oft when all 
_ Hig cordial treaſures he hath ſearch'd in vain: 
When herbs, and potent trees, and drops of balm 
Rich with the genial influence of the fun, 
(To rouſe dark fancy from her plazative dreams, 
To brace the nerveleſs arm, with food to win 
Sick appetite, or huſh the unquiet breaſt 
Which pines with filent paſſion) he in vain | 
Flath prov'd; to your deep manſions he deſcends, 
Your gates of humid rock, your dim arcades, 
He entereth: where impurpled veins of ore 


Gleam on the roof; wherethrough the rigid mine 


Your trickling rills infinuate. There the god 
From your indulgent hands the ſtreaming bowl 


| 


1 


— 


Oh ſhed your healing treaſures. With the firſt 
And fineſt breath, which from the genial ſtriſe 
Of mineral fermentation ſprings, like light 

O'er the ſreſh morning's vapours, luſtrate then 

The fountain, and inform the riſing wave, 


That humble tribute. I hough a mortal hand 
Excite the ſtrings to utterance, yet for themes 
Not unregarded of cœleſtial powers, | 
1 frame their language; and the Muſes deign 
To guide the pious tenor of my lay. 2 
The Muſes (ſacred by their gits divine) 
In early days did not my wondering ſenſe 
Their ſecrets oft reveal: oft: my rais'd ear 
In flumber. felt their muſic : ofc at noon 

Or hour of ſunſet, by ſome lonely ſtream, 


pregnant gleve. They drink; 


My Iyre ſhall pay your bounty. Scorn not _ | 


In field or ſhady grove, they taught me words | 


Of power from drath and envy to preſerve 


mind, | 
And offerings unprofan'd by ruder eye, 
My vows | fend, my homage, to the ſeats 


[Of rocky Cirrha, where with you they dwell : | 


Where you their chaſte companions 
Through 
And leaning o'er Caſtalia's moſſy verge, 
They mark the cadence of their confluent urns, 
How tuneful, yielding gratefulleſt repoſe 


admit 


To their conſorted meaſure : till again, 


With emulation all the ſounding choir, 
And bright Apollo, leader of the ſong 


And ſweep their loſty ſtrings: thoſe 
Of wide Olympus with oblivion ſweet 
Of evils, with immortal reſt from cares: 
Aſſuage the terrors of the throne of Jove; 
And quench the formidable thuaderbolt 
Ok unrelenting fire. With flacken'd wings 
While now the ſolemn concert breathes around, 


I Incumbent o'er the ſceptre of his lord 
| | Sovereign of birds. The furious god of war, 


Sleeps the ſtern eagle; by the number'd notes, 
Poſſeſs d; and ſatiate with che melting tone: 


His darts forgetting, and the winged wheels 


Relents, and ſooths his own fierce heart to caſe, 

| Moſt welcome eaſe. The fire of gods and men, 
In that great moment of divine delight, 

Looks down on all that live; and whatſoe er 

He loves not, o'er the peopled earth and o'er 
Th' interminated ocean, he beholds 


Curs'd with abhorrence by his doom ſevere, 
nd troubled at the found. Ye, Naiads, ye 
With raviſh'd cars the melody attend 
Worthy of ſacred ſilence. But the fla ves 


Waſts to his pale-ey'd luppliants; walts the ſeeds Of Bacchus with tempeſtucus clamours ſirive 


The good man's, name. Whence yet with grateful 


all the hallow'd ſcene: where oft intent. 


Their voices through the liquid air exalt, [ſtrings 
powerful 
That charm the mind of gods: that fill the courts. 


That bear him vengeful o'er the embatticd plain, 


. 1 V % a 


8 


kid 


Their orgies! If within the ſeats of men, 
Within the walls, the gates, where Pallas holds 


From ſuch inſtructors to inform his breaſt 


TF 


with hoſtile emulation. Down they ruſh 


To mortals he reveal; or teach his lyre 

The unenvied guerdon of the patriot's toils, 
In thoſe unfading iſlands of the bleſs'd. | 

| Where ſacred Bards abide. Hail, honor d Nymphs; 


| Behold, I touch, revering. To my fougs 


* me, whom in their lays the ſhepherd's call 


Primroſe, and purple lychnis, deck'd the green 


f 12 by the murmur of my riſing fount, 
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To drown the heavenly ſtrains ; of higheſt Jove 
Irreverent, and by mad preſumption fir'd 
Their own diſcordant raptures to advance 


From Nyſa's vinc-impurpled cliff, the dames 

O Thrace, the Satyrs, and the unruly Fauns, 
With old Silenus, reeling through the crowd 
Which gambols round him, in convulſions wild 
Tofling their limbs, and brandithing in air 

The ivy-mantled thyrſus, or the torch 


Through black ſmoke ſlaming, to the Phrygian | 


ipe's | 
$heill Gi, and to the claſhing cymbals, mix'd 
With fhrieks and frantic uproar. May the gods 
From every unpolluted ear avert 


The guardian key, if haply there be found 
Who loves to mingle with the revel-band 
And hearken to their accents; who aſpires 


With verſe ; let him, fit votariſt, implors 
Their inſpiration. He perchance the gifts 
Of young Lyzus, and the dread exploics, 
May ſing in — numbers: he the fate 

Of ſober Pentheus, he the Paphian rites, 

And naked Mars with Cytherea chain'd, 

And ſtrong Alcides in the ſpinſter's ro>es, 
May celebrate, applauded. But with you, 

O Naiads, far from that unhallow d rout, 
Muſt dwell the nan whore er to praiſed themes 


His lips will bathe ; whether the eternal lore 
Of Themis, or the majeſty of Jove, 


Thrice hail. For you the Cyrenaic ſhell 


Be preſent ye with favourable feer, 


INSCRIPTIONS. 


—_— 


rox A GROTTO. 


Actea, daughter of the neighbouring ſtream, 
is cave belongs. The ſig- tree and the vine, 
Which o'er the rocky entrauce downward ſhoot, 
Were plac'd by Glycon. He with cowflips pale, 


Before my threſhold, and my ſhelving walls 
With honeyſuckle cover d. Here at noon, 


ber: here my cluſtering fruits I tend: 


bounds 

Each thing impure or noxious. Enter in, 

U ſtranger, undiſmay d. Nor bat, nor toad 

Here lurks : and if thy breaft of blameleſs thoughts 
Approve thee, not unwelcome ſhalt thou tread 
My quiet manſion: chiefly, if thy name 


Freſh garlands weave, and chace from all my 


| Wiſe Pallas and the immortal Muſes own. 


FOR A STATUE OF CHAUCER 
| AT WOODSTOCK. 
YUCH was old Chaucer. Such the placid mien 
Of him who firſt with harmony inform'd 
The language of our fathers. Here he dwelt 


For many a cheerful day, Theſe ancient walls 
Have often heard him, while his legends blithe 


He ſang; of love, or knighthood, or the wiles 
Of homely life: through each eilate and age, 


The faſhions and the follies of the world 1 


chance | 


rom Blenheim's towers, O ſtranger, thou art 


come | 

Glowing with Churchill's trophies; yet in vain 
Doſt thou applaud them if thy breaſt be cold 
To him, this other hero; who in times 
Dark and untaught, began with charming verſe 


| To tame the rudeneſs of his native land. 

| lavbkes the immortal Muſe. The immortal Muſe | » 

| To your calm habitations, to the cave 
Corycian or the Delphic mount, will guide 
His footſteps; and with your unſullied ſtreams 


| III. 


V HOE' ER thou art whoſe path in ſummer lit 
Through yonder village, turn thee where 
the grove | os | 
Of branching oak3a rural palace ola 
Imboſums. There dwells Albert, generous !ord 
Of all the harveſt round. And onward thence 
A low plain chapel fronts the mornin light 7 
Fait by a filentrivulet. Humbly walk, 

O ſtranger, o'er the conſecrated ground ; 

And on that verdant hilloc, which thou ſee'ſt 
Beſet with oſiers, let thy pious hand . 
Sprinkle freſh water from the breok, and ſtre 


| | Sweet-ſmelling flowers. For there doth Edmund 


reſt, 8 | 
The learned ſhepherd ; for each rural art 


IFam'd, and for ſongs harmonicus, aud the woes = 
| Of ilrequited love. The faitiilefs pride 23 
| Of fair Matilda fauk him to the grave Heaven 
In manhood's prime. But ſoon did righteous 


With tears, with ſharp remorſe, and pining care, 
Avenge her felmD),ο⁰, t. Nor could all the gold. 
And nuptial pomp, which lur'd her plighted fi 
From Edmund to a loftier huſbaud's hue, =» 


Relieve her breaking heart, or turn aſide 


The ftrokes of Death. Go, traveller; relate 


The monrnful ftorv., Hap!y fone fair mud 
| May hold it in remembrance, aud be tauglit 


Taat riches caunot pay for truth or love. 


V. 


O YOUTH3 and virgins: O decliring cid: 


O pale M:s{ortunc's fla ves: O ye who dell 
Unknown with humble quiet; ye who wait ; 


; 


Cr from the humid flowers, at break of day, la eures or fil the golden ſcar of Kings: 


7 


The charter of thy freedom. 
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O ſons of Sport and Pleaſure; O thou wretch 
That weep'tt for jealous love, or the fore wounds 
Of conſcious Guilt, er Death's rapacious hand 
Which left thee void of kope : © ye who roam 
In exile ; ye wha through the imbattled field 
Seck bright renown; or who for nobler palms 
Cantend, the leaders of a public cauſe ; 
Approach : behold this marble. Know ye not 
The features ? Hath not oft his faithful tongue 
Told you the faſhion of your own eſtate, 
The ſecrets of your boſum ? Here then, round 
His monu:nent with reverence while ye ſtand. 


Say to each other : This was Shakeſpeare's form; | 


; 


« Who walk'd in every path ot human lite, 
Felt every paſſion; and to all mankiud 

* Doth now, will ever, that expericnce yield 
Which his own genius only could acquire.” 


v. 
FOR A COLUMN AT RUNNYMEDE. 
| 1 who the verdant plain doſt traverſe 


| here, 

While Thames among his willows from thy view 
Retires ; O ſtranger, ſtay thee, and the ſcene 
Around contemplate well, This is the place 

Where England's ancient batons, clad in arms 
And itern with conqueſt, from their tyrant king 
t Then render'd tame) did challenge and fegure 
not aon 
Till thou haſt bleſs d their memory, and paid 
| Thoſe thanks which God appointed the reward 
Of public virtue. And if chance thy home 
Salute thee with a father's honour'd name, 
Go, call thy ſons: inſtruct them what a debt 
They owe their anceſtors; and make them fwear 
To pay it, by tranſmitting down intire 
Thoſe ſacred rights to which themſelves were born. 


5 vi. 
TE WOOD NYMPH. 
PPROACH in filence. Tis no vulgar tale 


Pronounce to mortal ears. The ſecond age 
No haſteneth to its period, ſince I role 
On this fair lawn. The groves of yonder vale 
Are all my offspring; and cach Nymph, who 
25 rds | R 
The — the furrow d fields beyond, 
Obeys me. Many changes have I ſeen 
In human things, and many awful deeds 
Of Juſtice, when ms 2 * of Jove | 
Againſt the tyrancs of the land, againtt 
The unhallow d ſons of luxury and guile, 
Was arm'd for retribution. Thus at length 
Expert in laws divine, I know the paths 
Of Wiſdom, and erroneous Folly's eng 
Have oft preſag d: and now well-pleas'd I wait 
Each evening till a noble youth, who loves 
My ſhade, a while releas'd from public cares, 
Yon peaceful gate ſhall enter, and fir down _ 
Beneath my tranches, Then his muſing mind 
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Abide ye? or on thoſe 


Which I, the Dryad of this hoary oak, | 


| 5 - Remember how my infant frame 
And early muſic to my tongue ſupply d. 


F unſeen; and place before his view 
Sincereſt forms of good: and move his hrarr 

| With the dread bounties of the Sire Supreme 

Of gods and men, with Freedom's generous deeds, 
The lofty voice of Glory and the faith hs 
Of acred Friendſhip. Stranger, I have told 
My function. If within thy boſom dwell 

W "IE may challenge praiſe, thou wilt not 

| 


V 0 > 
Unhonour d my abode, nor ſhall I hear 


| A ſparing benediction from thy tongue, 


VII. 


E powers unſeen, to whom the Bards of Greece 
Erected altars; ye who to the mind = EE 

| More lofty views unfold, and prompt the heart 

With more divine emotions; if erewhile 

Not quite unpleaſing have my vorive rites 

Of you been deem'd when oft this lonely feat 

To you | conſecrated; then vouchſafe | 

Here with your inſtant energy to crown | 

My happy ſolitude. It is the hour 

When moſt 1 love to invoke you, and have felt 

Moſt frequent your glad miniſtry divinc. 

The air is calm: the ſun's unveiled. oro 


Shines in the middle heaven. The harveſt round 


Stands quict, and among the golden ſheaves 


The reapers lie reclin'd. The neighbouriug groves 
Are mute; nor even a linnet's random ftrain | 
Echoeth amid the ſilence. Let me feel 
Your influence, ye kind pow: 
tratiſparent clouds 
Paſs ye from hill to hill? or on the-ſhades 
Which yonder elms caſt o'er the laka below 
Do you converſe retir d? From what lov'd haunt _ 
Shall I expect you? Let me once niore feel ©"; 
Your influence, O ye kind infpiring powers; 
And | will guard it well, nor ſhall a thought 
Riſe in my mind, nor ſhall a paſſion move 
Acroſs my boſom unobſerv'd, unſtor d 


| By faithful memory. And then at ſome 


More active moment, will I call them forth. 


| Anew; and join them in majeſtic forms, 


And gi ve them utterance in harmonious ſtrains; 
That all mankind ſhall wonder at your ſway. 


vin. 


: E though in life's ſequeſter'd vile 

The Almighty Sire ordain'd to dwell, 

Remote from Glory's toilſome ways, . 

And the great ſcenes of public praiſe; 
Yet let me ſtill with grateful pride 


| 


He temper d with prophetic flame, : 
Twas then my future fate he weigh'd, 
And, Lhis be thy concern, he ſaid, 

At once wich Paſſion's keen alarms, 
And Beauty's pleaſurable charms, 

And facred Truth's eternal light, 

To move the various mind of many 
Till under ove unblemiſh'd plan, 

His reaſon, faacz, and his heart unite. 


| 
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AN EFISTLE TO CURIOF. 
HRICE has the Spring beheld thy faded fame, 
And the fourth Winter riſes on thy ſhame, 
Since I exulting graſpꝰ d the votive ſhell, 
In ſounds of triumph all thy praiſe to tell; 
Bleſt could my ſkill through ages make thee ſhine, 
And proud to mix my memory with thine. 
But now the cauſe that wak'd my ſong before, 
With praiſe, with triumph, crowns the toil no 
more. 
If to the glorious man, whoſe faithful cares, 
Nor quell'd by malice, nor relax'd by years, 
Had aw'd ambition's wild audacions hate, 
And dragg'd at length Corruption to her fatc; 
If every tongue its large applauſes ow'd, 
And well earn'd Jaurels every Muſe beſtow'd 
If public juſtice urg'd the high reward, 
And freedom ſmil'd on the devoted Bard: 
Say then, to him whoſe levity or luſt 
 Laidall a people's generous hopes in duſt ; 
Who taught Ambition firmer heights of 1 
And ſav d Corruption at her hopeleſs hour 
Docs not each tongue its execrations owe EE 
Shall not each Muſe a wreath of ſhame beſtow ? 
And public juſtice ſanctify the award? 

And Freedom's hand protedl the impartial bard ? 
Yer long reluctant I forbore thy name, ö 
Long watch'd thy virtue like a dying flame, [eyes, 
Hung o'er each glimmering ſpark with anxious 

And wiſh'd and hop d the light again would riſc. 

But ſince thy guilt till more intire appears, 

Since no art hides, no ſuppoſition clears; 

Since vengeful Slander now too ſinks her blaſt, 

And the firſt rage of party-hate is paſt; 

| Calm as the Judge of Truth, at length l come 

To weigh thy merits, and pronounce thy doom: 

So may my truſt from all reproach be fret, 

And Earth and Time confirm the fair decree. 
There are who ſay they view'd without amaze 

Thy fad reverſe of all thy former praiſe ; 

That through the pageants of a patriot's name, 

They pierc'd tlie foulneꝗs of thy fecret aim; 

Or deem'd thy armexalted but to throw 

The public thunder on a private foe. 


* Curio was a young Roman Senator of diſtin- 
| zuiſhed birth and parts, who, upon his firſt en- 
trance into the Forum, had een committed to the 
care of Cicero. Being vinſe and c:travagant 
ha ſoon diſſipated « large aud ſplendid fortune ; to 

 lupply the want of which, he was driven to the 
neceſlity of ahetting the deſigns of Cæſar aguinſt 
the liberties of his country, although ke had be- 
tore been a profeſſed enemy to hin. Cicero ex- 
erted himſelf with great energy to prevent his ru- 
in, but without effect, and he bec:.me one of the | 
firſt victims in the civil war. This epiſtle was 
firſt publiſhed in the year 2744, when a celebrated 
patriot, after a long and at lat a ſucecſsfcl oppoſi- 
tier to an unpopular miniſter, had deſerted the 
cauſe of his country, and become the foremoſt in 
ſupport and defence of the {ame meaſures he had fo 
ſteadily and for fuch a length of time contended 
againſt. It was altered by the Author into the 


| « Ode to Curio; but the origins) pocm is too 
curious to be omitted. N. | 
Vot. VII. | 


But I, whoſe foul conſented to thy cauſe, 


Who ſelt thy genius ſtamp its own applauſe, 
Who ſaw the ſpirits of each glorious age 


Move in thy boſom, and direct thy rage; 


| ſcorn'd the ungenerous gloſs of flaviih minds, 
The owl- eyed race, whom Virtue's luſtre blinds. 
Spite of the learned in the ways of Vice, 

And all who prove that each mau has his price,” 
I ſtill believ'd thy end was juſt and free, 

And yet, even yet believe ir—lpice of thee. 
Even though thy mouth impui e has dar'd diſclaim, 
Urg' d by the wretched impoteuce of ſhame, 
Whatever filial cares thy zeal had paid 

To laws infirm and liberty decay'd ; 

Has begg*d Ambition to forgive the ſhow ; 

Has told Corruption thou wert ne'er her foe 3 
Has boaſted in thy country's awful ear, 

Her groſs deluſion when ſhe held thee dear; 


| How tame ſhe follow d thy tempeſtuous call, 


And heard thy pompous tales, and truſted all— 
Riſe from your ſad abodes, ye curſt of old 

For laws ſubverted, and for cities fold ! 

Paint all the nobleſt trophies of your guilt, 

The oaths you perjur'd, and the blood you ſoile ; 
Yet muſt you one untempted vileneſs own, 
One. — palm reſerv'd for him alone: 

With ſtudied arts his country's pr iiſe to Pan, 
To beg the infamy he did — — 

To challenge hate when honour was his due, 
And plead his crimes where all his virtue knew. 
Do robes of ſtate the guarded heart incloſe 
From each fair feeling human nature knows ? 


loan pompous titles ſtun the inchanted ear 


To all that reaſon, all that ſcnſe, would hear ? 


| Elſe could'ſt thou e' er deſert thy ſacred poſt, 


In ſuch unthankful baſeneſs to be loſt ? 
Elſe could'lt thou wed the emptineſs of vice. 


| And yield thy.glories at an ideot's price? 


When they who, loud for liberty and laws, 
in doubtſul times had fought their country's cauſc. 
When now of conqueſt and dominion iure, 
They ſought alone to hold their fruits ſecure ; 


| Tok taught by theſe, Oppreſſion hid the ſace 


To leave Corruption ſtronger in her place, 

By ſilent ſpells to work the public fate, 

And caint the vitals of the paſſive ſtate, 

Till healing Wiſdom ſhould avail no more. 
And Freedom loath to tread the poiſon'd ſhore: : 
i hen, like ſome guardian god that flics to fave 
The weary pilgrim from an inſtant grave, 


| Whom, flecping and ſecure, the guileful ſuake 


Steals near and nearer through the peaceful b: uk”, 
Then Curio roſe to ward the public woe, 
To wake the heedleſs, and incite the ſlcw, 
Againſt Corruption Liberty to am, 
And quell the enchantreſs by a mightier charm. 
Swift o'er the land the ſair contagion flew, 
And with thy country's hopes thy honours grew, 
| Thee, Patriot, the patrician roof confeſ, d: 
Thy powerſul voice the reſcued merchant bci 
Of chee with awe the rural hearth reſou:. 4e; 
The bowl to thee the grateful ſailor crowns; 
Touch'd in the ſigbing ſhade with manlicr i 
To trace thy ſteps the love · ſick youth aſpir. 2; 
The learn'd recluſe, who oft amaz o had 14 


10 Of Grecian kerves, Roman patriots +. 
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This 


With new amazement hears a — Loy | 
Pretend to ſhare in ſuch forgotten - 

And he who, ſcorning courts and courtly ways, 
Left the tame track of theſe dejected days, 
The life of nobler ages to renew 

In virtues ſacred from a monarch's view, 
Noua d by thy labours from the bleſt retreat, 
Where ſocial eaſe and public paſſions meet, 
Again aſcending treads the civil fcen2, 

To act and be a man, as 4. ben. 

Thus by degrees thy cauſe ſuperior grew, 

| A — at laſt in view : 
We heard the people in thy hopes rejoice ; 

We ſaw the ſenate bending to thy voice; 

The friends of freedom hail'd the approaching 


Df laws for which our fathers bled in vain; 
_ While venal Faction, ſtruck with new difmay, 
Shrunk at their frown, and ſcli-abandon'd lay. 
Wak' d in the ſhock, the Public Genius roſe, 
Abaſh'd and keener from his long repole ; 
Sublime in ancient pride, be rais'd the ſpear 
Which flaves and tyrants long were wont to fear: 
The city felt his call: from man to man, 
From ſtreet to ſtreet, the glorious horror ran; 


Each crouded haunt was ſtirr d beneath his power, 


[ 


And, murmuring, chall-ny'd the deciding hour. 
Lo! the deciding hour at laſt appears; 

The hour of every freeman's hopes and fears ! 
Thou, Genius! Guardian of the Roman name 
O ever prompt tyrannic rage to tan | 
Inſtruct the mighty moments as they roll, 
And guide each movement ſteady to the goal. 

Ve ſpirits, by whofe providential art 
Succeeding motives turn the changeful heart, 

, kcep the beſt in view to Curio's mind, 
And watch his fancy, and his paſſions bind! 
Ye ſhades immortal, who, by Freedom led, 
Or in che ſield, or on the ſcaffold bled, | 
Bend from your radiant ſcats a joyful exe, 

And view the crown of all your labours nigh. 
See Freedom mounting her cterizal throne! 
The ſword ſubmitted, and the laws her own : 
Seel public Power chaſtis'd beneath her Nands, 
Wich eyes intent, and uncorrupted hands! | 
See private life by wiſcſt arts reclaim'd ! 


„ 


Bee ardent youth to nobleſt manners fram'd ! 


See us acquire whate'er was ſought by you, 
If Curio, only Curio will be true. 
Twas then—O Shame! O Truſt how il] repaid 

O Latium, oft by faithlefs fons betray's !— 

» [was then—Whaz frenzy on thy reafoa itole? 
What ſpells unfinew'd thy determin'd foul ? 

— 1s this the man in Frezdom's cauſe approv'd ? 
The man ſo great, ſo honour'd, fo belov'd? 
his patient flave by tinſel chains allur'd? 
This wretched ſuitor for a boon abjur'd ? 
This Curio, hated and deſpis'd by all? ke 
Who fell himſolf, to work his country's fall? 
O loſt, alike to action and repoſe! 
Unknown, unpitied in the worſt of woes ! 
With all that conſcious, undiſſembled pride, 
Sold to the inſults of a foe defy'd! 

Wich all that habit of familiar fame, 
-von.'d to exhauſt the drege of life in L ame! 


Diſplay thy virtue, though without a 


O long rever'd, and late reſigu'd to ſhame 
lt this uncourtly page thy notice claim 
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The ſole ſad refuge of thy baffled art, 
To act a ſtateſman's dull, — 
in 


Renounce the praiſe no lon 
dower, 
Contemn the giddy crowd, the vulgar wind, 
And ſhut thy eyes that others may be b 
Forgive me, Romans, that I bear to 


Power, 


lind. 
ſmile 


When ſhameleſs mouths your majeſty deſile, 


Paint you a thoughtleſs, frantic, headlong crew, 
And caſt their own impieties on you. 
For witneSs, Freedom, to whoſe ſacred power 
My foul was vow'd from reaſon's earlieft hour, 
Lug have I ſtood exulting, to ſurvey 

My country's virtues opening in thy ray! 
How, with the ſons of every foreign ſhore I more! 
The more I match'd them, honour'd her's the 
O race erect! whofe native ſtrength of ſoul, 
Which kings, nor prieſts, nor ſordid laws controul, 
Burſts the tame round of animal affairs, 


| And ſecks& nobler centre for its cares; 


Intent the laws of life to comprehend, 


And fix dominion's limits by its end. 


Who, bold and equal in their love or hate, 
By conſcious reaſon judging every ſtate, | 
[The man forget not, though in rags he lies, 

And know the mortal through a crown's diſguiſe ; 
Thence prompt alike with witty ſcorn to view 
Faſtidious grandeur lift his folemn brow, 

Or, ail awake at Pity's ſoft command, | 
Bend the mild ear, and ftretch the gracious hand: 
| Thence large of heart, from envy far remov'd, 


| When public toils to virtue ſtand approv'd, 
Not the young lover fonder to admire, 


Nol more indulgent the delighted fire; 
Yet high andjealous of their free-born name, 


| | Fierce as the flight of Jove's deſtroying flame, 
| Where*cr Oppreſſion works her wanton ſway, 


Proud to contronrt. and dreadful to repay. 

But if, to purchaſe Curio's ſage applauſe, 

My country muſt with him renounce her cauſe, 

Quit with a flave the path a patriot trod, 

Bow the meek knee, and kiſs the regal rod; 

Then ſtill, ye powers, inſtru d his tongue to ral. 

Nor let his zeal, nor let his ſubje& fail ; 

Elſe, ere he change the ſtyle, bear me away 

To where the Gracchi,* where the Bruti ſtay | 
1 

When the loud cares of buſineſs are withdrawn, 

Nor well-dreſt beggars round thy footſteps fawu, 


In chat fill, thoughtful, ſolitary hour, 


When Truth exerts her unreſiſted power, - | 
Breaks the falſe optics ting'd with Fortune's glare, 


| Unlotks the breaſt, and lays the paſlions bare - 


| Then turn thy eyes on that important ſcene, 


And aſk thyſelf—If all be well within. 
| Where is the heart-felt worth and weight of ſoul, 


Which labour could not ſtop, nor fear controul? 


b * 7, be tzvo brothers, Tiberius and Cains Gracchus, 
bofl their lives in attempting to introduce the only regula- 
| tion that could give ability and good order to the Reman 


republic. L. Funius Brutus founded the common 
wealih, ang died in its defences AKENSIBE. 


Perhaps thy auguith drains a real tear; 


Where che known dignity, the ſtamp of awe, 
Which, half abaſh'd, the proud and venal ſaw ? 
Where the calm triumphs of an honeſt cauſe ? 
Where the delightful taſte of juſt applauſe ? 
Where the ſtrong reaſon, the commanding tongue, 
On which the ſenate fir d or trembling hung ? 
All vaniſh'd, all are ſold And in their room, 
Couch'd in thy boſom's deep, diſtracted gloom, 

See the pale form of barbarous grandeur dwell, 
Like ſome grim idol in a ſorcerer's cell ! 

To her in chains thy dignity was led; 
At her pollutcd ſhrine thy honour bled; : 
With blaſted weeds thy awiul brow ſhe crown d. 
Thy powerful tongue with poiſon d philters bound, 
That baffled reaſon ſtraight indignant flew, 
And fair perſuaſion from her ſcar withdrew ; 
For now no longer Truth ſupports thy canſe; 
No longer Glory prompts thee to applauſe ; . 
No longer Virtue breathing in thy breaſt, 
With all her conſeious majeſty coufeſt, 
Still bright and brighter wakes the Almighty flame, 
To rouze the feeble, and the wilſul tame, 
And where ſhe fees the catching ylimpfes roll. 
Spreads the ſtrong blaze, and all involves the ſoul; 
But cold reſtraints thy conſcious fancy chill, ; 
And formal palſions mock thy {truxglivg will; 
Or, ii thy Genius e'cr forget his cliain, 

And reach impatient at a nobler ſtrain, 

Soon the ſad bodings of contemptuous mirth 
Shoot through thy breaſt, and ſtab the generous 
3 birth, 

Till, blind with ſmart, "ERP Truth to 1 wk 
And all the tenor of thy reaſ n loſt, 


While ſome with pity, ſome with laughter hear. 
Can Art, alas] or Genius, guide the hcad, 
Where Truth and Freedom from the heart are fled? 
Can leſſer wheels repcar their native ſtroke. ; 
When theprime function wel the ſoul is broke ? 
But come, unhappy man! thy fates impead; 
Come, quit thy friends, if yet thou Hall a friend; 
Turn from the poor rewards of guilt like thine, 
Renounce thy titles, and thy robes relign ; | 

For fee the hand of Deſtiuy Giſplay'd _ 5 
To ſhut thee from the jnys thou haſt betray d! : 
See the dire fane of has ariſe ! 

Dark as the grave, and ſpacions us the ſkies? 
Where, from the firſt cf time, thy kindred train, 
The chiefs and princes of the unjuil remain. 
Eternal barriers guard the pathleſs road 

To warn the wanderer of the curſt abod- - 

| But prone as whizlwinds ſcour the pallive 127 
The heights ſurmounted, down the ſteep they fly. 
There, black with fr rowns, relentleſs Time awaits, 
And goads their footſteps to the guilty gates: 
And ſtill he aſks them of their unknown aims, 
Evolves their ſecrets, and their guilt prociaims; 
And ſtill his hands deſpoil then on the road 
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er mighty names and giant- powers of luſt. 
2 Great, the Sage, tie Happy, and Auguſt“. 


42 No gleam of hope their balefu! manſion cheers, 


No found of konour hails their unbleſt cars, 
| But dire reproaches from the friend betray 4. 


i The childleſs fire and violated maid ; 


But vengeful vows for guardian laws effac' a, 


| From towers in Aav'd and continents lad waſte; 


But long Poſterity's united groan, 

And the fad charge of horrors not their own, 
For ever through the trembling ſpace reſound, 
And fink each impious ſorchead to the ground. | 
Ye mighty foes of Liberty and Reſt, 

Give way, do homage to a 'mightier gueſt! ! 

Ye daring ſpirits of the Roman race, 


{ 3ec Curio's toil your proudeſt claims eſſace! 
—Aw'd at the name, fierce+ Appius riſing bends, 


And hardy Cinna from his throne attends : 

+ He comes, they cry, to whom the fates aſlign'd 

Vith ſurer arts to work what we defign'd, 

From year to year the ſtubborn herd to ſway, 

Mouth all their wrongs, and all their rage obey ; 

Till, own'd their guide and truſted with their 
power, 

He mock'd their hopes i in one deciſive hour: 

Then, tir'd and yielding, led them to the chain * 

Ard quench'd the ſpirit we provok'd in vain.” 

Eut thou, Supreme, by whoſeeternal hands 

Fair Liberty's heroic empire ſtands; 

| Whoſe thunders the rebellious deep controul. 

And quell the triumphs of the traitor's ſoul, 

O turn this dreadful omen far away ! | 

On Freedom's foes their own attempts repay; 

 Relume her facred fire ſo near ſuppreſt, 


(25 


And fix her ſhrine in every Roman breaſt : 


Though bold Corruption boaſt around the land, 
Let Virtue, if ſhe can, my baits withſtand! 
Though bolder now ſhe urge the accurfed claim, 
Cay with her trophies rais'd on Curio's ſhame ; 
Vet ſome there are who ſcorn her i impious mirth, 
Who know what conſcience and a heart are worth. 
— O friend and father of the human mind, 


| Whoſe art for nobleſt ends our frame deſign d! 


1f 1, though fateꝗ to the ſtudious ſhade 
Which party -{trife, nor anxious power — 
If I afpire in public virtue's cauſe, 

ro guide the Muſes by ſublimer laws, | 

Do thou her own authority impart, 


And give my numbers entrance to the heart. 
| Perhaps the ver! might roule her ſmother d flame, 8 5 
| | And ſvarch the ſainting patriot back to fame; 


| Perhaps, by worthy thoughts of human kind, 
To worrhy decils ©:alr the conſcious mind; 
Or daſh Corruption in her proud career, 
And teach ker llaves that Vi ice was born to feat. 


* 77 which hawe been ——— aſes ibe ts ffs 


Of each vain wreatl:, by lying Bards beſtow'd, 
| Break their proud marbles, cruſt their feſtal cars, 
And rend the lawleſs trophies of their wars. 

At laſt the gates his potent voice obey : | 
Fierce to their dark abode he drives his prey, 
Were, ever arm'd with adamantine chains, 

Tube watchful dzmon o er her raſſals reigrs. 


| mat pernicious of men. . | 


4 Appius Claudius the Decemvir, ord L. E 


1 attem pte to eftabliſt a tyr:anices dea. 


in. Rowe. * 3 Ax, aun” 
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| LOVE. AN ELEGY. | 
Te my heart of G das rake 
known, 


Too long to Love hath Reaſon left her throne ; 
Too long my genius mourn'd his myrtle chain, 
And threerich years of youth conſum'd in vain. 
My wiſhes, lull'd with ſoft inglorious dreams, 
Forgot the patriot's and the ſage 's themes: 
Through each Elyſian vale and Fairy grove 
Through all the enchanted paradiſe of Love, 
Miſled by ſickly hope's deceitful flame, 
Averſe to action, and renouncing fame. 

At laſt the viſionary ſcenes decay, 

My eyes, exulting, bleſs the new-born day, 
Whoſe faithful beams detect the dangerous road 
In which my heedleſs feet ſecurely trod, | 

And ftrip the phantoms of their iying charms 

That lur d my foul from Wiſdom's peaceful arms. 
For ſilver ſtreams and banks beſpread wit flow'rs, 
For moſſy couches and harmonious bowers, 

Lo! barren heaths appear, and pathleſs wands, 

And rocks hang dreadful o'er unfathom'd foods! 
| For openneſs of heart, ſor tender ſmiles, 
Looksfraught with love, and wrath difarming wiles, 
Lo! fullen Spite, and perjur'd Luſt of Gain, 
And cruel Pride, and crueler Diſdain. 
| Lo! cordial Faith to ideot airs reſin d, 

Now coolly civil, now tranſporting kind. 

vor graceful Eaſe, Io! Aﬀectation walks; 

And dull Half-ſenſe, for Wit and Wiſdom talks 
| New to each hour what low delight ſucceeds, 

What precious furniture of hearts and heads ! 

u nougbt their prudence, but by getting, known z 

-\od all their courage in deceiving ſhows. 

Sce next what plagues attend the lover's ſtate, 
hat frightful forms of terror, ſcorn, and hate! 
ee burning Fury heaven and earth defy! 
e dumb Deſpair in icy ſetters lic! 
ce black Suſpicion bend his gloomy brow, 
lhe hideous image of himſelf to view! 

.\nd fond Belief, with all a lover's flame, | 
ak in thoſe arms that point his head with ſtante! 
dere wan Dejection, faultering as he goes, | 

in ſhades and lilence vainly ſecks repoſe ; 


1 


Vuſing through pathleſs wilds, conlumes the day, | 


| Then loft in darkneſs weeps the hours away. 
Here the gay croud of luxury advance, 
ome rouch the lyre, and others urge the dance; n 
On every head the roſy garland glows, 
every hand the golden goblet flows. 
ide Syren views them with exulting eyes, 
And laughs at baſnful Virtue as ſhe flies. 
But lee behind, where Scorn and Want appear, 
he grave remonſtrance and the witty incer. 
_ vee tell Remorte in action, prompt to dart 
Lier inaky polion through the conſciaus heart. 
A. Sloth to cancel, with oli vious thame, 
4 he iir memorial of recording Fame. 
Ade theſe delights that one would wiſh to * 
{x this the Flyſium of a ſober brain: 
„ wait for happineſs in female ſrailes, 
Var all her ſcorn, be caught with all her wiles, 
b prayers, with brides, with lies, her pity crave, 
BY fy Her brd n 5, and boaſt to be her flave; 


þ 


That lets a woman's will his cafe controul, 


4 


1 


Jo poiſe ambition in | a female bran,” 
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To feel, for trifles, a diſtracting train 9 
Of hopes and terrors equally in vain; 

This hour to tremble, and the next to glow, 
Can pride, can ſenſe, can reaſon, ſtoop ſo low ? 
When Virtue, at an eaſier price, diſplays 
The facred wreaths of honourable praiſe ; 
When Wiſdom utters her divine decree, 

To laugh at pompous Fully, and be free. 
bid adieu, then, to theſe woeful ſcenes; 
I bid adieu to all the ſex of queens; 

Adieu to every ſuffering, ſimple ſoul 


There laugh, ye witty ; aud rebuke, ye grave! 
For me, 1 tcorn to boaſt that I'm a flave. 


I bid the whining brotherhood be gone, 
I Joy to my heart ! my wiſhes ace my own! 


Farewell the female h<aven, the female hell; 


To the great God of L. ove a glad farewell. 
Is this the triumph of thy awful name? 


Are theſe the ſplendid hopes that urg'd thy aim, 
When firſt my befom own'd thy haughty ſway ? 
When thus Minerva heard thee, boaſting, ſay, 
< Go, martial maid, elſewhere thy arts employ, 
Nor hope to ſheIter that devoted boy. 
© Go teach the folemn ſons of care and age, 
© the penfive ſtateſmen, and the midoigit 
« ſage; 


„ The young with me muſt other leſſons prove, 


« Youth calls for Pleaſure, Pleaſure calls for Love; 


| | Behold his heart thy grave advice diſdains, 


= Be -hold I bird him 1 in eternal chains.” 
| Alas! great Luve, how idle was the boaſt! 


Iny chains are broken, and thy leffons loſt ; 


Thy wiliut rage bas tir'd my ſuffering hearr, 
Aud puidon, reafon, forc'd thee to depart. 
But whercfore dot thou linger on thy way? 
Why vainly ſearch for foruc pretence to ſtay, 
nen ers of vaſſals court thy pleaſing joke, | 
And countleſs vidlims bow thre ro the ſtroke? 
To! ronad thy trio 2 thoutand * ad 
vance, | 
Warm wich the ventle 3 romance; 
Each longs ro aſiurt thy cauſe with feats of arms, 
And make the world confeſs Dulcinea's charms. 
Ten thouſand pir!s, with Lowery chaplets cruwit' d, 
To groves and ſtreams thy tender triumph 
found; | 
| Each bid. the fireama in murmurs ſpeak hee 
flame, 


| Each calls the grove ta ſirh her hepherd's name. 
| Bur, if thy pride ſuch cafy honour ſcorn, | 


If nob!er trophies muſt thy toil adorn, | 
| Behold von flowery antiquated maid | ; 
| Bright in the hloom ol threeſcore years amphyd; 
| Her ſhalt thou bind in thy delightſul chains, 
And thrill with gentle pangs her wither'd veins, 
Her ſroſtygheek with crimſon bluſhes dye, 
With dreams of rapture melt her maudlin eye. 
Turn then thy labours to the ſervile crowd, 
| Entice the wary and controul the proud; 
Make the ſad miſer his beſt gains forego, 
The ſolemn ſtateſman figh to be a beau. 
The bold coquette with fondeft paſſion burn, 
The bacchanalian o'er his bottle mourn : 
And that chief glory of thy power maintain, 
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Be tneſe thy . But no more preſume 
That my rebellious heart will yield thee room. 
I know thy puny force, thy ſimple wiles; 

I break triumphant through thy flimſy tolls: 
I ſee thy dying lamp's laſt Janguid glow, 
Thy arrows biunted. and unbrac'd thy bow. 

I feel diviner fires my breaſt inflame, 

To active pas and 1 _—_ fame : 
Reſume the paths my earlieſt choice began, 
— with pride, 3 


A BRITISH PHILIPPIC : 


| #CCASIONED BY THE INSULTS OF THE SPANIARDS, 
AND OUR PREPARATIONS FOR WAR. 


| 


Why glow my thoughts, and white would the 


Alpire with id wing ? Her country's cauſe 
ds her efforts; at that ſacred call 

She ſummons all her ardour, throws afide 
The trembling lyre, and with the warrior's trump 
She means to thunder in each Britiſh ear ; 
And if one ſpark of honour or of fame, 
Diſduin of inſult, dread of infamy, 
One thought of public virtue yet ſurvive, 
She means to wake it, rouſe the generous flame, 
With patriot zeal inſpirit every breaſt, 
And fire each Britiſh heart with Britiſh wrongs. 

Alas, the vain attempt! What influence now 
Can the Muſe boaſt ? or what attention now 
Is paid to fame or virtue? Where is now 
The Britiſh ſpirit, generous, warm, and brave, 
So frequent wont from tyranny and woe 
| To free the ſuppliant nations? Where, indeed! 
If that protection, once to ſtrangers given, 
Be now with-held from ſons ? ? Each nobler 
thought, 
That warm'd our fires, is loſt and buried now | 
In Inxury and avarice. Baneful vice ! 
How it unmans a nation! Yet I'll try, 
II aim to ſhake this vile degenerate ſloth: 
Ill dare to rouze Britannia's dreaming ſons 
| To fame, to virtue, and impart around 
A generous feeling of compatriot woes. 1 
Come then the various powers of forceful 
| ſpeech, 
| All that can move, awaken, ſire, tranſport; | 
Come the bold ardour of th: In ban bard! 
The arouzing thunder of the patriot Greek! 
The ſoft perſuaſion of the Roman fage! 
Come all! and raiſe me to an equal height, 
A rapture worthy of my glorious cauſe ! 
Leſt my beſt efforts failing ſhould debaſe 
The ſacred theme; for with no common vring 
The ag * to ſoar. Vet what need 

h 

My apt s fame, my free-born Britiſh heart, 
Shall be my beſt inſpirers, raiſe my flight 
High as the Theban's pinion, and with mere 
Than Greek or Roman flame exalt my ivul 
Oh could 1 give the viſt ideas birth 
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Expreſſive of the thoughts that flame within, 

No more ſhould lazy luxury detain 

Our ardent youth ; no more ſhould Britain's ſons 


 } Sit tamely paſſive by, and careleſs hear 


The prayers, ſighs, groans (immortal infamy ') 
Of fellow Britons, with oppreſſion ſunk, , 
Tn bitterneſs of ſoul demanding aid, 

Calling on Britain, their dear native 1 
he land of Liberty; ſo greatly fam'd 


: For juſt redreſs; the land ſo often dyed 
With her beſt blood, for that arouzing cauſe, 


The freedom of her fons : thoſe ſons that now, 


Far from the manly bleſſings of her ſway, 


Drag the vile ſetters of a Spaniſh lord. 5 
And dare they, dare the vanquiſh d ſons of Spain, 


 Enflave a Briton ? Have they then forgot, 


So ſoon forgot, the great, the immortal day, 
When reſcued Sicily with joy beheld 


Ihe ſwiſt-wing'd thunder of the Britiſh arm 


Diſperſe their navies ? when their coward bands 
Fled, like the raven fron the bird of Jove, 
From ſwift impending vengeance fled in vain : 


Are theſe our lords? And can Britannia ſee 


Her foes oft vanquiſh'd, thus defy her power, 
Inſult her ſtandard, and inflave her fons, 


And not ariſe to juſtice? Did our fires, 
| Unaw'd by chains, by exile, or by death, 
| Preſerve inviolate her guardian rights, 


To Britons ever ſacred ! that their ſons 


Might give them up to Spaniards?—Turn your 


eycs, 
Turn ye degenerate, who with haughty boaſt 


Call yourſelves Britons, to that diſmal gloom, 


That dungeon dark and deep, where . 1 
thought VS 


S 


lot; joy or peace can enter; fee the x 


Harſh-creaking open ; What an hideous =" 


| Dark as the yawning grave! while ſtill as death 


A frightful ſilence reigns: here on the ground 
Behold your brethren chain'd like beaſts of prey : 


There mark your numerous glories, there'bchold 


he look that ſpeaks unutterable woe; 


The mangled limb, the faint, the deathful eye 


With famine ſunk, the deep heart-burſting gran 
Suppreſs' d in ſilence; view the loathſome Tod. 


Keſus'd by dogs, and oh! the ſtiag ing thoughr ! 


View the dark Spaniard glory ing in their wrongs, | 


| 


b 


The deadly prieſt triumphant in their woes, | 
And thundering worſe damnation on their ſouls 
While that pale form, in all the pangs of death. 
Too faint to ſpeak, yet eloquent of all | 
His native Britiſh ſpirit yet untam'd, | 
Raiſes his head, and with indignant frowrs 


loft great defiance, and ſuperior fcorn, 
[Looks up and dies Oh! I am all on fire 

_ | But ley me ſpare the theme, leſt future times 
| Should bluſh to hear that either cenquer'd 


Eu. | 
Durſt offer Eritain iucu oi tragecus wrong, 
Or Britain tamely bear it— 

Deſcend, ye guardian heroes of the land! 


Scourges of Spain, deſcend | Be! old your ſor. 


* 


See! how they run the ſame heroic race, 


How prompt, how ardent in ti eir country's cauſe, 
How greatly proud to aſſert heir Britiſh blood, 
Ard is heir deeds radect the: r father's fame 
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Ah! would to heaven! ye did not rather ſee 


How dead to virtue in the public cauſe ! 
How cold, how carcleſs, how to glory deaf, 


Shew that the ſons of thoſe immortal men, 
The ſtars of ſhining ſtory, are not flow 
In virtue's path to emulate their fires, 


They ſhame your laurels, and belye their birth! Þ To aſſert their country's rights, avenge her ſons, 
Come, 1 — HENS 3 Raleigh, eee e | 
And ye of | 


Ont on, e fe of fad MN TO SCIENCI! 

Teach Britiſh hearts Bri to glow ! | | 3 
7 r 1 5 Hr TO ENCE. 
anon the tommpes of pour hetter days, = « O Vitæ Dux! © Virtutis i 
Paint all the glorious ſcenes of rightful war, Jo — — Urbes — 
re — 4 3 tu magiſtra Morum & 
| Say how ye thunder d o'er their proſtrate heads, 6 Opem petimus.” Cic. Tuſc. Qual. 

| md wb net ry ad gags | 
ed not death, in all its frightful apes, L 

C damp your ſouls, or ſhake the great reſolve | 2 1 | 
For Right and Britain : Then diſplay the joys A \CIENCE! chou fair effuſive ray 
The patriot's ſoul exalting, while he views | | 

Tranſported millions hail with loud acclaim 5 ——— foo 
The guardian of their civil, ſacred rights. 1 r d thought 
How greatly welcome to the virtuous man | Illumine each bewilder t, 
A And bleſs my labouring mind. 
That beam celeſtial on his paſſing ſoul, | 

The unfading crowns awaiting him above, 
| The cxalting | plaudit of the Great Supreme, 
Who in his actions with complacence views 
His own reflected ſplendor; then deſcend, 


* 


| Though to a lower, yet a nobler ſcene; = 1 fophif's canes 
Paint the juſt honours to his reliques paid, | The viſionary bigot's rant, 
Shew grateful millions weeping o'er his grave; | J _ The menk's ä 
Wogan > [ 3 
Tor ever brightens; and the wiſe and good | FV min. 1 
Of every land in univerſal choir 5 01 b 
5 3222 praiſe I The patient head, the candid heart, 
| His numerous triumphs blazon ; while with — Wich no weak paſſions e er miſlead. 
TR mans, — IV Wich fill with dauntleſs eps pro cecd 
5 copyin every virtue, every » | Where reaſen points the | 
Tranſplant his glories i into ſecond life, | Ii "_ 
— — le. 28 immenſe de! 1 _ 

* 2 | | W 
For all the turmeils which ——ůͤ Let Numbers“ Figures Motion's laws | 
Encounters here. Yet, Britons, are ye cold? 1 ReveaP'd before me Rand; 

Yet deaf to glory, virtue, and the call 355 Theſe to great Naturc's ſcenes apply, 
| Of your poor — ur d — 2 Ah! no- And round the e globe, and — the y, 
Wich native greatneſs, and in Pall — 
The Britiſh ſpirit riſes: Glorious _—_ 1 8 | 
Fame, Virtue, Freedom, welcome! Oh! VVV | 1 | 
The muſe, that ardent in her ſacred cauſe my Next, to thy — per. d, 
Four glory queſtion d: She beholds with joy; The Ys FOO 1 
She owns, ſhe triumphs, in her wiſh'd miltake. | Through every — = = 
| _ See! from her ſea-beat throne in awful march | Detect Perception — 8 
Britannia towers: upon her laurel creſt - _ Catch the _— . 
The plumes majeſtic nod; behoid ſhe keaves And all their changes vicw. 
Her guardian fhicld, and terrible in arms = Vu. | 
For battle ſhakes her adamantine ear: 26 2 | EY 
LT oud at her foot the Britiſh lion roars, Say from what ſimple ſprings began 
Frighting the nations; haughty Spain full ſoon | The vaſt, ambitious thoughts of man, 
Shall hear and tremble. Go then, Britons, forth, | Which range beyond controul, 
Your country's daring champions : tell your foes, | Which ſeek Eternity to trace, 
Tell them in chunders o'er their proſtrate land Dive through the infinity of ſpace, 
| Lou Wet 5 ar hero for faves: a ao And ſtrain to graſp the whole. 


* 


- VII. 


| Her ſecret ſtores let Memory tell, 


Bid Fancy quit her fairy cell, 
In all her colours dreſt ; 


While, prompt her fallies to controul, 
Reaſon, the judge, recalls the foul 
To Truth's ſevereſt teſt. 


VIII. 
Then launch 
Let the fair ſcale, with juſt aſcent, 
e 
And from the dead, corporeal maſs, 
Through each progreflive order paſs 
To Inſtinct, Reaſon, God, 
Ix. 
There, Science! veil hy daring er 


Nor dive too deep, nor ſoar too heb, 
In that divine abyſs ; 


To Faith content thy beams to lend, 
Her hopes to aſſure, her ſteps befriend, 


And light her way to bliſs, 
n 


Mix with the policies of men, | 


And ſocial nature's ties; 


The plan, the genius of each ſtate, 
f is EE — een, 


n kts fortunes and ir riſe. 


13 * thy * 
Trace every action to its ſource, 5 
And means and motives weigh: 


Put tempers, paſſions, in the ſcale, 
nnn 
— . 
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through Being's wide extent ; 
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| XII. 

That laſt, beſt effort of 

To form the life, 1 


Naiſe me above the 

Purſuit of 8 
And all in life that's mean: 

Still true td reaſon be my plan, 

| Still let my actions ſpeak the man, 


| Through every various ſcene. £ 


125 queen of manners; light of truth z 


In buſineſs, thou ! exact, polite; 
Thou giv'ſt Retirement its delight, 
3 its _ 


[Sun of the ſoul ! thy beams unveil ? 


Let others ſpread the daring 
— — 


END OF AKENSIDE'S POEMS. 
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BY 


MR. GRAY. 


ODE 


oN THE SPRING. | 


i J 9! where the roſy-boſom'd hours, 
Fair Venus” train appear, 


Diſcloſe the long-expetting flowers, | 5 Or chill'd by Age, their airy dance 

en . They leave, in duſt to reſt. ls, 
Attic warbler pours her dvr, 

Reſponſive to the cuckow's note, The ſportive ind * org low 


The untaught harmony of ſpring : 
While, whiſpering pleaſure as they fly, 


Cool zephyrs through the clear blue ſky 


| | Their gather'd fragrance fling. 


| Wheree'r the oak's thick branches Qretch | 


A broader browuer ſhade ; 


Where er the rude and moſs-grown beech 


O'er-canopies the glade“, 
Beſide ſome —. ruby . 
With me the Muſe ſhall fit, and think 
_ (Atecaſereclin'd in ruſtic ſtate) 
How vain the ardour of the Crowd, 
How low, how liztle are the Proud, 
How indigent the Great ! 4 


| Sill is the toiling hand of Care : 


And float amid the liquid noonfF: 
Some lightly d'cr the currei:c tkim, 
Some ſhew their e trin 
Quick-glancing to the tun +. | 


The panting herd's repoſe ; E 
Vet hark, Fow denen the pepid i I FAVOURITE CAT, 1 
The buſy murmur glows ! By | 

The infe& youth. are on the wing, | H DROWNED in 4 Tus. or GOLD risks. 
Eager to taſte the honied ſpring, 5 | 
| 

; 


To contemplation's ſober eye 5 
. duch! is the race of Niau : | 


„ — * 2 


Cer. cancpiad ꝛoltb luſcious woudbine,” 


=p Nave per atem ligquidam— 


| And they chat creep, oe. 
Alike the Buſy and the Gay 


In Fortune's varying colours dreſt : 


| Poor Moraliſt ! and what art thou? 


No hive haſt thou of hoarded ſweets, 


Thy ſun is ſet, thy ſpring is gone OO | 


Shall end where they began. 
But flutter through life's little day. 


Bruſh'd by the hand of rough Miſchance, 


A ſolitary fly! 


Thy joys no glittering female meets, ” | | | 


No painted plumage to diſplay : | 
On haſty wings thy youth is flown 


We froiick while tis May. 


ODE 


ON TRE DEAT i: or 4 | 


Demureſt of the tabby kind, 
Type penſive Selima reclin'd, 


| 
Her conſcious tail her] joy declar'd; 
8 Yew fair round face, che ino y brard, 


Shakeſp. Midſ. Night's Dream. 


WAS on a lofty vaſe's iid: Eng 
Where China's-gayeſt art nad dy'd 
The azure flowers that blow; 


Gaz'd on the lake below. 5 


The velvet of her paws, 
Her coat, that with the tortoif2 ice, 
| Her cars of jet, and emerald eyes , 


Virg. Georg: li. iv, | She law; and purr Japplauie. | 
3 4 ſporting with quicæ ginnt Still had the gaz d; but midſt the tid: 
Sle cv to the ſun the r wwaved conti drop d with geld. Two angel forms were ſeen to glide, 
Milton's Paradiſe Loſt, book vii. The Geni of the ſtream: 


$* White infects from the threſteld prea:b, Ge. | Their fcaly armour's 'Cyrian hue 
RI. Green, in the Grotto. | Through richeſt purple to the view 


Podfley*s Miſcellanics, vol. v. p. 101. Betray'd a golden gleam. 


„ 


_— — s holy ſhade; 


GRAY'S 


The hapleſs Nymph with wonder faw : | * 


POEMS. 
Say, Father Thames, for thou haſt ſcen 


A whiſker firit, and then a claw, [ Full many a ſprightly race 


With many an ardent wiſh, 
Swe ftcetch'd in vain to reach the prize ; 
What female heart can gold deſpite ? 
Wuat Cat's averſe 10 fifa ? 


Preſumptuous Maid! with looks i intent 
Again ſhe ſtretch'd, again ſhe bent, 
Nor knew the gulph between. 
Malignant Fare fate by, and ſmil'd) 
The ſlippery verge her feet _ | 
She tumbled headlong in. | 


E: cht times emerging from the food 
She mew'd to every watery gud, 
Some ſpeedy aid to ſend. | 
No Dolphin came, no Nereid ſtirr 4; 
Nor crucl Lon, nor Sufan heard, 
A favourite has no friend! 
From hence, ye beau ies, unclecciv'd, 
now, one falſe ſtep is ne'er retriey'd, 
And be with caution hold. 
Not all, that remprs your wandering eyes, 


And heedkfs hearts, is lawful priae; 
Not all that gliſters, gold. 


0 D E 
en 7 
P18TANT PROSPECT | 
; or 
ETON COL. E G E. 
ee, 


—— 


E diſtant foires, ye antinghe tou ers, 
| * crown the watery glade, 
grate: ul ſcience ſtill adores 


And ye, that from the Rately brow 

Of Windſor's heights th* expanſe below 

Of grove, of lawn, of mcad ſurvey, 

Whoſe tai f, whole ſhade, whole flowers — 
Wanders the hoary Thames _ 

His ſilver-winding way. - 


Ah, happy hills, ah, plealing hade, 

Ah, fields belov'd in vain, 

Where ouce my careleſs childhood ſeray' * 
A ſtra yet to pain? 

L feel the gales, that from ye blow, 

A momentary bliſs beſtow, 

As waving freſh their gladſome wing, 

My weary foul they ſeem to ſooth, 

And, 1 redolent of joy and youth, 

To/hreathe a ſecond ſpring. 


envy the Sixth, Founder of the College. 
ras their honey redulent of ſpring.” 


—— — 


II pleaſing, when 
4 The tear forgot as ſoon as ſhed, 
| The ſanſpine of the brealt : 


Ii” porting on thy margent green 
he paths of pleaſure trace, 


Who foremoſt now delight to cleave 
With pliant arm thy glaſly wave? 
The captive linnet which enthrall ? 


| What idle progeny ſucceed 
Iro chace the rolling circle's ſpeed, 
Or urge the flying ball? | 


White ſo ne on earneſt buſineſs bent 
Their murmuring labours ply 


To ſweeten liberry ; 5 
Some bold adventurers diſdain 
The limits of their little reign, 


And unknown regions dare defcry : 


Lill as they run they look behind, 


They hear a voice in every wind, 


And ſnatch a fearful joy. 
Gay Hope is theirs, by Fancy fed, 
poſſeſt; 


Theirs buxom health, of roſy "yy 
Wild wit, invention ever new, 

And lively chear, of vigour born ; 
The thoùghtleis day, the eaſy night, 


he ſpirits pure, the flumbers os | 
That fly th” approach of 


morn. 


Alas, regardleſs of tele tran, 


| The little victims play! 


No ſenſe have they of llsro come, 


Nor care beyond to-day. 
Vet ſee how all around them wait 


The miniſters of human face, 
And black Misfortune's baleſul train, 
Ah, ſhew them where in ambuſh ſtand 


Theſe ſhall the fury paſons tear, 


| The vultures of the mind, 
Dita untul Anger, pallid Fear, 


And Shame that ſkulks behind ; 

Or pining Love ſhall waſte their y 

Or T-alouiy, with rankling twoth, | 
hat inly gnaws the ſecret heart, 


And Envy wan, and taded Care, 
+ Grim-vitag'd comfortleſs Deſpair, | 
| And Sarrow's piercing dart. 


Ambitian this ſhall tempt to rife, 


| | Then whirlthe wretch from high, 


o bitter Scorn a ſacrifice, 
And grinning infamy, 


| The itings of F-lihood thoſe ſhall try, 


And hard Uukindneſy' alte d eye, 
| That mocks the tear it forc'd to flow; 


And keen Remorte, with blood d<iil's, 


Ani moody Madneſs — wild 


Amid ſevereit woe. 


| | = * 


. Tadneſs 


D den's Fable on the Pytnag. gem. 
MG * 


Gainſt graver hours, that bring confrzin: 


"To cize their prey, the murtherous band! 
Ah, tell chem, they are men | 


in his refs mord.” 
| B.yden's Fable of Palamoii and Arcite, 
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Lo, in the vale of years beneath 
A griſly troop are ſeen. 
The painful family of Death, 
More hideous than their Queen: 
This racks the joints, this tres the veins, 
That every labouring ſinew ſtrains, | 
Thoſe in the deeper vitals rage: 
Lo, Poverty, to fill the band, 
That numbs the ſoul with icy hard, 
And flow-conſuming Age. 


To each his ſufferings : all are men, 
Condemn'& alike to groan; 
The tender for another's pain, 
The unfecling for his own. 
Yet ah! why ſhould they know their fate! 
Since Sorrow never comes too late, : 
And Happinefs too ſwiftly flies. 
Thought would deſtroy their paradiſe. 
No more; where Ignorance is blils, 
Tis folly to be wile. * 


— 


HYMN 
TO ADVERS . 


2 — | 

the opel Bpci'ag 5. 

= lay TW wasn Aa 
Sella upflæg ix Ev. 


De benen of Jove, relentleſs Power, 
Thou tamer of the human breaſt, 
Whoſe iron ſcourge, and torturing hour, 

The bad affright, afflict the beit! 

Bound in thy adamantine chain 

The proud are taught to taſte of pain, 

And purple tyrants 5 vainly groan 

With pangs unfelt before, unpiticd, and Alone. 


When firſt thy ſire to end on earth 
Virtue, his darling child, deſign d. 

To thee he gave the heavenly birth, 
And bade to form her infant mind. 
Stern rugged nurſe ; thy rigid lore 
Witch patience many a year ſhe borer e? 
What ſorrow was, thou bad'ſt her know, 
Ros bran hs own ſhe Roy's melt at others 


Scar d at thy — di. "oY 

gelf-pleaſing Folly's idle brood, 

Wild Laughter, Noiſe, and choughtleſs 1 

And leave us leiſure to be good. 

Light they diſperſe, and with them go 

The ſummer friend, the flattering for ; 

By vain proſperity receiv'd, 

2 their truth, and are n be 
v'd. 


Wiſdom, in fable garb array'd, 

Immers'd in rapturous thought profound, 
And Melancholy, ſilent maid, 

With lenden eye, chat loves che ground, 


| The generous ſpark extin revive. 


| 1 Exact my own defects to ſcan, 
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Still on thy folemn ſteps attend: FE 
Warm Charity, the general Friend, 
With Juſtice, to herſelf ſevere, 


And Pity, dropping foft the ſadly-pleaſing tear. 


Oh, gently on thy ſuppliant's head, 
Dread goddeſs, lay thy chaſtening hand! 
Not in thy gorgon terrors clad, 
Nor circled with the vengeful band 

( As by the impious thou art ſeen) | 
i thundering voice, and  - A” mein, 
With — — s funeral cry, 5 


f Deſpair, and fell Diſeaſe, and ghaſtly Poverty. 


Thy form benign, oh Goddeſs wear, 
Thy milder influence impart, 

Thy philoſophic train be there 

To ſoften, not to wound my heart. 


each me to love and io forgive, | 


1 * IO and know myfal m 


AscuyLv „ in | Acant MNONE, 


| Now fades the glimmering landſcape on che ſight, [ 


| Save that, from yondcr ivy-mantled tower, | 


Of tuch as, wandering near her ſecret — 5 
| Moleſt her ancient ſolitary reign. | | 


| Where heaves the turf in manya — ics N 
| Each in his narrow cell for ever laid. cl 


No more ſhall rouze them from their lowly bed- 
| For them no more the blazing hearth ſhall burn, 


Or climb his knees the envied kiſs to ſhare. 
| Ofc did the harveſt to their ſickle yield. 


1 How bow'd the woods 3 furdy take | 


ELEGY 
1 WRITTEN IN 4A | 
COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD, 
HE Curfew tolls* the knell of parting tay, 
The lowing herd wind flowly oe'r the lea, 


The plowman homeward plods his weary way, 
And leaves the world to darkneſs and to me. 1 


And all the air a ſolemn ſtillneſs holds, . 
Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight, | 
And drowſy tinklings lull the diſtant folds, I 


Thie mopii owl does to the moon compluin | 


Beneath thoſe rugged elms, that 8 „dale, 


The rude Forcſathers of the hamict ſleep. 


The breezy call of incenſc-breathing Morn, 
The ſwallow twitteriny from the ſtraw · built ſhes, | 
The cock's thrill clarjon, or the echoing horn, | 


Or buſy houſewife ply her evening care ; 
No children run to liſp their ſire's return, 


Their furrow oft the ſtubborn glebe has broke; 
How jocund did they drive their team afield ! 


* ulla di lontano 


Ce fpaia 1 giorno pianger, che ſo mere. 


Dante. Purgat. l. | 1 


a” - 


Perhaps in this negle cted ſpot is laid 
Some heart once pregnant with celeſtial fire ; 


Full many a gem of pureſt ray ſerene, 


Full many a flower is born to bluſh unſeen, 


Tp applauſe of liſtening ſenates to commend, 


And read their hiſtory in a nation's eyes, 


Or heap the ſhrine of Luxury and Pride 
Wich incenſe kindled at the Muſc's flame. 


Far irom the madding crowd's ignoble ftrif:, 
Their ſober wiſhes never learn'd to ſtray; 
Along the cool ſequeſter'd vale of life 
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Let not Ambition mock their uſeful toil, 
Their homely joys, and deſtiny obſcure ; 
Nor Grandeur hear with a diſdainful ſmile, 
The ſhort and ſimple annals of the poor. 


The boaſt of heraldry, the pomp of power, 


And all that beauty, all that wealth e er gave, 
Await alike th' innevitable hour, | 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 


Nor you, ye Proud, impute to theſe the fault, 

If Memory o'er their tomb no trophies raiſe, 

Where throagh the long.drawn aiſle and fretted 
vault, | | | 

The peeling anthem ſwells the note of praiſe. | 

Can ſtoried urn or animated buſt 

Back to its manſion call the fleeting breath ? 

Can Honour's voice provoke the ſilent duſt, 

Or Flattery ſoothe the dull cold ear of Death? 


Hands, that the rod of empire might have ſwey'd, 
Or wak'd to cxtaſy the living lyre. | 


But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page, 
Rich with the ſpoils of time, did ne'er unroll; 
Chill Penury repreſs'd their noble rage, 


And froze the genial current of the foul. 


The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear: 
And waſte its ſweetneſs on the deſert air. 


Some village-Hampden, that with dauntlefs breaft | 
Tue little tyrant of his fields withſtood ; 

_ Some mute inglorious Milton here may reſt, 

Some Cromwell guiltleſs of his country's blood. 


The threats of pain and ruin to deſpiſc, 
To lcatter plenty o'er a ſmiling land, 


Their lot forbad: nor circumſcrib'd alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin'd ; 
Forbad to wade through ſlaughter to a throne, 
And ſhut the gares of mercy on mankind. 


The ſtruggling pangs of conſcious truth to hide, 
To quench the bluſhes of ingenuous ſhame, 


They kept the noiſcleſs tenor of cheir way. 


Yet ev'n theſe 3 from inst ult to protect 
Some frail memorial ſtil] erected nigh, 


With uncouth rhymes and ſhapeleſa ſculpture} 


deck'd, 
lmplores the paſſing tributeof 2 figh 


. 
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Their name, their years, ſpelt by the vule·ter d 
N Muſe, | 
The place of fame and elegy ſupply. 


| 4nd many a holy text around fac ſtrewa, 


| That teach the ruſtic moraliſt to die. 


WR | 
For who, to dunib Forgetfulneſ; a prey, 

This pleaſing anxious being cer teſigr d. 
Left che warm precincts of the cheariu! dev, 


| Nor caſt one longing lingering Lok behind ? 


on ſome fond breaſt the parting ſoul relies, 
Some pious drops the cloſing eye requires; 
Ev'n from the tomb the voice of Nature cries, 
* Ey'n in our aſhes live their wontcd fires. 


Z 


For thee, who, mindful of th* unhonour'd Dead 


Doſt in tliefe lines their artleſs tale relate; 
If chance, by lonely contemplation led, 
Some kindred Spirit mall cnquire thy fate, 


Haply ſome hoary-headed Swain may ſay, 
« Oſt have we ſeen him at the peepof d dn 
+ Bruſhing with haſty ſteps the dews away 


| 4. TY meet the ſun upon the upland Dr, 


* There a the foot of yander nodding beech 


* That w; eathes its old fantaſtic roots ſo kigh, | 
© His liftlcf> length at noontide would he ftretch, 


= And pore upon the brook that bubbles by. 


C Hard by yon wood, now ſmiling as in ſcorn, 


« Muttering his way ward fancies he would rove, 
Now drooping woeſul wan, like one forlorn, 


One morn 1 miſs'd him on the cuſtom'd hill. 
Along the heath and near his favourite trce; 


*“ Another came; nor yet beſide the rill 
| 5 Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he; 


fe The neat wich dirges due in ſad array [l-rne, 


„ Clow through the church-way path we {a hi ns 
Approach and read (for thou canſt read = ay 75 
* Gra7'd en the ſtone beneath yon aged thorn.” | 


z THE EPITAPH. 
H reſts his head upon the lap of Fark 
ö ; 


A youth to fortune and to fame unknown, 
Fair Science frown'd not on his humble birth, 
And Melancholy mark d hun for her o. m. 


| L. arge was his bounty, and his ſoul ſincere, 
I Hezven did a recompence as largely ſend: 


He gave to Mifery all he had, a tear; [ſriend. 


1 He cain'd from Heaven ('twas all he wifh'd) a . ; 


| No farther ſeck his merits to diſcloſe, 
| Or draw his ſrailties from their dread abode, 
_ | (} There they alike in trembling hope repoſe, ) 


The boſom of his Father aud his God. 


[ 9 « C17 veggio nel penſier, dolce min fuoco, 
* Fredla una lingua, & due begli occhi cbigſi 
© Rimaner dup pro noi ien di faule. 


tre venteſaſpeme. 


Petrarch, Son. 169. 
_ Ibid. 114. 
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TUE 


PROGRESS OF "IVE: 


A PINDARIC ons. 


Cris oeonliten. ic. 
4 75 * — Pindar. Qlymp. n. 


+» WAKE, Kabul, — 

And give to rapture all thy trembliag ſtrings. 
From Helicon's harmonious ſprings 
A thouſand rills thei: mazy progreſs take: 
The laughing flowers, that round them blow, 
Drink lifz and fragrance as they flow. : 
| Now the rich ſtream of muſic winds along, 
Deep, majeſtic, ſmooth, and ſtrong, 
Through verdant vales, and Ceres golden reign 
Now rolling down the ſtcep amain, 
_ Headlong, impetuous, ſee it pour: 
The rocks, ag 8 groves, 0 the 

Toa. 


1 


+ Oh ! wo * willing ſoul, 
Parent of ſweet and ſolemn- breathing airs, 
Enchanting ſhell! the ſullen Cares, 

And frantic Paſſions, hear thy ſoft controul, | 
On Thracia's hills the Lord of War. 
Has curb'd the fury of his car, 
And drop' d his thirſty lance at thy command, 
1 Perching on the ſcepter d hand | 
Of Jove, thy magic lul ls the feather'd king 
Wich ruffled plumes, and flagging wing: 
Quench'd in dark clouds of ſlumber lie 
Ihe terror of OO 6 . 


A 
| 2 to thy warbled lay, 
Der Idalia's velvet: green 

Die r 

| On Cytherea's dar | 


bs Awake, 228 ale lute and harp. 


2” Panna at., Alodnts Naarn, Alone; xopta!, Aleks, 
| avon duhay Eolian ſong, olian firings, the breath 
2 The fubjedh and jumile, as a, uſuat with Pinder, are 
united. The various ſources of poetry, Thich give 
lije and luſtre to all its touches, are here deſcribed ; its | 
| quiet maj flic progreſs enriching every ſubjef?, ( otherw ife | 
dry and barren} witha pomp of dict on and luxuriant 

bar mony of numbers; and its more rapid and irrefiftibl 


_ courſe, when ſwoln and burried away by the conflict | 


tumultuc a: paſſions. 
T Power of barmny ts calm the turbulent ſallies of 
#be foul. The tbourhts gre birrowed From the Ari 
Pythian of Pindar. 

+ This is a faint ui of Jome incomparable line 
ia the ſume Ode. 


$ Pour of barmpny ts produce ll the grams of | 


| 2 


TS 


| iſles, that crown th /Egean derp. 


David's Pſalms. | 
Pindar files bis ozun poetry with its wnjical accom- | 


POEMS 


With antic ſports, and blue-ey'd plexcures, 
Friſking hght in frolic meaſures ; 


| Now purſuing, now retreating, 


Now in cirgliug troops they meet: 

lo briſk notes in cadence beating 

* Glance their many twinkling feet. 

Slow mucltinꝝ ſtrains their Queen'sapproach declare 
Wherrz'er ſhe turns, the Graces homage pay. 
With arts {ublime, that float upon the air, 


In gliding ſtate ſhe wins her eaſy way: 


Ofer her warm cherk, and riſeng boſom, move 
zn. bloom of young Deüre, and 2 livht of 
Love. 


II. x. 
{ Man's feeble race what ills await, 
Labour, aud Penury, the racks of Pain, 


N 


: Diſeaſe” and Sorrow's weeping train, 
| And Death, ſad refuge from the fto:ms of Fate! 


The fond complaint, | my ſong, diſprc ve, 
And juſtify the laws ot Jove 

Say, has he given in vain the heavenly Muſe ? 
Night, and all her ſickly dews, 

Her ſpectres wan, and birds of boding g ery, 
He gives to range the dreary ſæy: 


Is Till down the eaſtern clifis afar 
| Hyperion's march they PYo and glirering ſhafrsof | 


| 
9 
| | The Muſe has broke the twilie cht - gloom 
| | Of Chili's boundleſs ſoreſts laid, | 

| She duigns to hear the favage youth repeat 


war. 


— . 2 | 
j m climes beyond the to'ar ®® road, 
Where ſhagey ſorms o'er ice-built mountains roam, | 


To chear the ſhivering n=tive's dull — . 
And oft, beneath the adorous ſhade 


In looſe numbers wildly ſweet = 
Their feather· cinctur'd chiefs, and duſk y loves 
Her track, where'er the goddeſs roves, 


| Glory purſue, and generous Shame, 


w 9699 6 sLoly ban. | 


II. 3. 
+# Weods, b lphi's =Y 


3 Mappaapuyzs Sud ro CPL dined M ens. 


N, Od. E. 
+ AHV i. wophugino: e 
nageiræi pg tprrO- Purynichus, ap. Athena um. 
7. eompenſate the rral and imaginary ills of life, 
the Muſe was given to mari 14 by the lame Provitence 
that fends the day, by its c. of preſence, to diſpel ibe 
and lerrors of the uigb 
$ © Or ſeen the morning's *—* af painted lar 
Come marching up the caftern bills fur. 
Cowley. 
| Extenſive influence of poetic genius over the r. 
note und mat uncivilized nations : its connettion with | 
liberty, and the virtue: that naturally aitend on it. [Se 
the Erſe, Nurw:gian, and Welch Fragments, the Lap- 
land and American Jorge 4 ; 
Virgil. 


* Extra anni ſeliſ ue via 
Tutta lontana dal camin del ſole.” 

M 2. 
* Progreſs of Poetry from Greece to Naty, Gnd fram 


| 


| * 


Fields, that cool Miſſus laves, 
Or where Mander's amber waves 

In lingering labyrinths creep, 

Ho do your tuneful Echoes languiſh 

Mute, but to the voice of Anguiſn? 

w here each old poetic mountain 

' Inſpiration breath'd around: 

Every ſhade and hallow'd fountain 

Murmnr'd deep a folemn found ; | 

Till the ſad Nine, in Greece's evil hour, 
Left their Parnaſſus, for the Latian plains. 
Alike they ſcorn the pomp of tyrant · power, 

And coward Vice, that revels in her chains. 

When Latium had her lofty ſpirit loſt, 


They ſought, oh bias? 1 next thy ſemencircled $ 


coaſt. 
III. 

Far from the ſun and bene. | | 
In thy green lap was Nature's * darling laid, 
What time, where lucid Avon ſtray'd, 

To him the mighty mother did unveil. 
Her awful face: The dauntleſs child 
Stretch'd forth his little arms, and ſmil'd. 
This pencil take (ſhe ſaid; whoſe colours clear | 
Richiy paint the vernal vear: 
Thinc too theſe golden keys, immortal * 4 
This can unlock the gates of Joy; 
Of Horror that, and "thrilling Fears, 
Or ope the ſacred ſource of ſympathetic Tears. 
lil. 2. 
| Nor ſecond he , that rude ſublime 
Upoa the feraph-wings of Extaſy, 
Lhe ſecrets of th* abyls to ſpy, | 
1 He paſs'd the flaming bounds of Place and Time: 
_ $ lhe living throne, the ſapphire-blaze, 
Where Angels tremble, while they gaze, 
He ſaw; hut, blaſted with gxceſs of light, 
_ | Clog'd his eyes in endleſs night. | 


Wide o'er the fields of Glory bear 
J Two courſes of ethereal race, 


++ With necks in thunder cloatt'd, lere 7 


ſoundiug pace. 
III. 3. | 
- Hark, his hands the ly re explore! 
| 8 Fancy hovering o'er 
Sratters from her pictur d urn 
| 7 Thoughts, that — and wordschat burn. 


3* —— mexico mad.” | Lucretius 


$ For the ſpirit of the living ereature 2was in th, | 


«heels — And above the formament, that was over thei; 


——_— 


1 


| beads, <vas the liken- -ſs of a throne, as the appearance of 


4 fapphire-flone.— This was the appearance of the glor 


of the Lord. Ezekiel i. 20, 26, 28 
| ob priv Zqarporr didu * ne Aοιννν. 
Hom. Od 


1 Meant to expreſs the lately march and ſoundins þ © 


Sergey of Dryden's rhymes. 
1 Hoſt thor clonie l bis neck with thun:ler ? Job 
Tt Words, that * * that ſpeak. d 
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® But ah! tis heard no more 

Oh! lyre divine, what during ſpirit 
Wakes thee now ? though he inherit 
Nor the pride, nor ample pinion, 
| That the Theban eagle bear 


| Sailing with ſupreme dominion 


{ hrough the azure deep of air : | 
Vet oft before his infant eyes would run 
Such forms, as glirter in the Mutc's ray 


Wich orient hues, wwborrow'd of th- fun : 


Yet ſhall he mount, and keep his diſtaut way 
Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate, 
IIs ea * the great 


THE BARD. 
| A PINDARIC ODE, 


Abena TISEMENT. 


THE fottrwing 0. is founded on 4 tradition cus ret 
in Wales, that Eixvard the Firſt, when he complet 
' the — of that country, ord:red all the Bar, 
| hs feline bay out od, : | 


| 1. . 


UIN ſeize thee, ruthleſs king! 
Conſuſion on thy banners wait, 


* "Yhough, fann'd by Conqueſt's crimſon _ 


They mock the air with idle ſtate. 


's Helm, nor & hauberk's twiſted mail, 


Nor een thy virtucs, tyrant, ſhall avail 


To ſave thy ſecret foul from nightly fears, | 
© From Cambria's curſe, from Cambriz's tears !* 


| Such were the ſounds, that o er the || ereſted pride 


Of the firſt Edward fcatter'd wild diſmay, 
As down the ſteep of 4 Srowdon's ſhaggy fide 


| Ine wound with toilſume march his long array. 
| Bchold, where Dryden's leſs prefumptuous car, of 


| 8 888 „ etfer oder of the 


ublime kind, than that of Dryden on St. Cecilia s day < 
fur Cowl y (whe bad bis merit } yet wart. d ud Nat, 
tyle, and barmony, for ſuch a taſk. That of Pope is 
not wwerthy of ſo great a man. "Mr. Myon, indeed, of | 


Lute davs, bas touched the true chards, and with a mvj 


t:rly band, in ſume of Lis chere. att, in the 


ef Carattacus. 


Hark! beard ve not yon fue! „ dread ? E. . | 5 
1 ai; mpige dri, St . Qiymp. 2. Pindar 
[compares bimſelf to thut bird, an bis enemies to ra" eng 


* that crouk and clumtur in wain below, while it purſues 5 


«us flgbt, regardl:fs of their noiſe. 
| * the ar with colours ily Seek = 
Shakeſpeare's King John. 
8 The hauberk was @ texture of ſteel ringlets, or 
rings interwoven, forming @ coat of mail, that ſat hoſe i 
ta the bay, and atipted itſelf to every motion. 
1 — The creſled adder's pride. 
Pryden's Indian Queen. 2 
J Solon was a name given by the Saxons tu that 
nountaingus tract, which the WW: !f whemſe.ves call 
.craigian-eryri; it included all the bighlands of Caernare 


| venſbire and Merionethſvire, as far eaſt as the river 


'.on'wry. R. Hygden, ſpeating of the caſtle of Cone 
:049, vuilt by King Edward the Fir/t, fays, Ad ortum 
anni. Conwy ad clivum montis Erery; and Mut- 
them of We/iminſler, (ad ann. 1283, w Apud Aber 


* conway ad pedes rrantis Susudini fecit erigi e rum 


| * forts.”* 


Far, far aloof th' affrighted ravens fail : 
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Stout · Glo'ſter ſtood aghaſt in eſs trance :* 
To arms! cried | Mortimer, and couch'd his 


"4. | 
\.E'S 
On a rock, whoſe haughty brow 
Frowns o'er old Conway's foaming flood, 
Rob'd in the ſable garb of woe, 
With haggard eyes the Poet ſtood; 
(+ Looſe his beard, and hoary hair 
J Stream'd, like a meteor, to the troubled air). 
And with a maſter's hand, and prophet's fire, 
Struck the deep ſorrows of his iyre. 
ba Hark, how each giant-oak, and deſert cave, 
„ Sighs to the torrent's aweful voice beneath 
Oer thee, oh King! their hundred arms they 
weave, _ 
1 Revenge on thee in hoarſer murmurs breathe ; 
Vocal no more, ſince Cambria's fatal day, 
© To "3" Hoel's harp, or * Licwellyn's 
J 


4 


| 


| | IS - 

© Cold u Cadwallo's 
That huſh'd the ſtormy main; 
Brave Urien ſleeps upon his craggy bed: 
Mountains, ye mourn in vain - 
* Modred, whoſe magic ſong 
bh Made huge Plinlimmon — head. 
4 On dreary Arvon's ſhore they lie, 
S8 mear d with gore, and ghaſtly pale: 


\ 


© The famiſh'd 5 eagle ſcreams, and paſſes 
Dear loſt c eagle en e. * 
J Dear, as the light that viſits theſe ſad eyes, 
* Dear, as the ruddy drops that warm my heart, 
Le died amidſt your dying country's cries— 
No more I weep. They do not { 

On yonder cliffs, a grieſly band, 
e 


Gilbert & Clare, ſurnamed the Red, PANE, 
* and Hertford, ſon-in-law to King Edward. 
+ Edmond de Mortimer, Lord of Wigmore. 
Tbey both were Lordi Marchers, whoſe lands lay on 
| | the borders of Wales, and probably accompanied the ling 

in his expedition. 

il De image vas then from the well-Inown pic- 
ture of Raphael, repreſenting the Supreme Being in the| 
 wiſion of Ezekiel : there are two of theſe paintings ( beth 
believed original,] one at Florence, the other at Paris. 

1 Sbone, like a meteor, fireaming to the ind 
Milton's Paradiſe Loſt. 
n The ſorres of Caernar vo- ſpire oppoſite to the . 
. of Angleſey 

Y 12 and others obſerve, that eagles uſed au- 

_ to build their aerie among the rocks of Srnewdon, | 

which from thence (as ſome think) <vere named by the 

WWelſe Craigian-eryri, or the crags of the eagles. A. 

this day (1 am told) the bebe point of S ads b 

called The Eagle's Neſt. That bird is certainly no 
Franger to this i undd, as the Scots, and the Peopie of 

Cumberland, W: fimoreland, tc. can te oy: it even 

bas built its neſt in the Peak of Derbvſbi [See Wil- 

lorgbby's Ornithol, publiſhed by Ray. 
IA, dar to me as are the rudiy drops, 
That viſt my ſal beart. 
Sbakeſp. Jul Cæſar. 


1 
* 
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With me in dreadful harmony they join, 
And * weave with bloody hands the tiſſue of 
thy — 


« 


1 
* Weave rhe warp, and weave the woof, 
* The winding-ſheet of Edward's race. 
Give ample room, and verge enough 


« The characters of hell to trace. 


« Mark the year, and mark the night, 
F When Severn ſhall re-echo with affright 
The ſhricks of death, — Bukiky's cenks. 
that ring; 

<« Shricks vf an agonizing King ; 

She wolf of France, with unrelenting fangs, 
That tears the bowels of thy mangled Mate, 
« FFrom thee bz born, whoo'er thy country hangs _ 
The ſcourge of Heaven. What terrors round 


| him wait ! 
„ Amazement in his van, with Flight combin d: 


* And Sorrow ' faded form, and Solitude behind. | 


5 
« Mighty Vir, mighty Lord, 


| © + Low on his funeral couch he lies! 


No pitying heart, no eye, affocd 

A tear to grace his obſequies, 

* Is the ſable J Warrior fled? 

Thy ſon is gone. He reſts among the Dead, 

«© The Swarm, that in the noon-tide beam were 
born; | 

« Gone to ſalute the riſing Morn. 


. Fair ** laughs the Morn, and ſoft the Zephyr | 
3 blows, 


« While proudly riding o'er the azure realm 
ln gallant trim the gilded veſlel goes; 


“ Youth on the prow, and Pleaſure at the helm; 
|< Regardleſs of the ſweeping Wharlwind's ſway, 


That, huſh'd in youu repoſe, _ his evening 


RS 
[rm high the ue, OY 


*The rich repaſt prepare: 
* Reft of a crown, he yet may ſhare the feat: 


J Cloſe by the regal chair 


Fell Thirſt and Famine ſtowl | 
A baleful ſmile upon their baffled gueſt. 
Heard ye the din of i battle — | 
* Lance to lance, and horſe to horſe! 


* See the . Ole, that follows. ce 
＋ Edward the Feu, cruelly butchered in Berkeley | 
caſtle. 2; 
+ Label of France, Edward the Second 3 
ueen. 

5 Triumphs of Edward the Third in France. 
+ Death of that King, abandoned by bis children, and 
even robbed in bis Iyjt moments, by bis courtiers and bis 
miſtreſs. 

4 Elvard the Black Prince, dead ſometime bor 
bis futher. | 
„ Magnificence of Richard the Second's reign. See 

| Froiſſurd, and other contemporary writers. | 
4+ Richard the Second (as we are told by archbiſb»p 
Scroop and the confederate Lords in their manife N by 
Thomas of M. al ſinglam, and all the older ⁊vriters ) was 
PRarved to death, The flory of bis aſſaſſination by Sir 
Piert of Exon, is of much later date. 


| 


! 


17 K. inen ii <p7*3 of York ant La. cr. 
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n Long years of ha vock urge their deſtin'd courſe, 


« And through the kindred ſquadrons mow their | 


| way. 
« Ye towers of Julius f, London's laſting ame, 
% With many a foul and midnight murther fed, 


« Revere his || Conſert's faith, hi#Father's $ 9 fame, In 


« And ſpare the meek | Uſurper's holy head. 

« Above, below, the ** roſe of ſnow, 

„* T-in*'d with her bluſhing foe we fpread : 

* The briſtled ff boar in infant gore 

« Wallo tes beneath the thoroy fade. - 

Now, Brahers, hen ng ofer th? accurſed loom, 

& Stamp we 
doom. 


* Edward, lo! to ſudden ſate 
« (Weave we the woof.. The thread is ſpun). 
if Half of thy heart we conſecrate. 
„(The web is wove. The work is done)” 
Stay, oh ſtay ! nor thus forlorn 
Leave me unbleſs d, unpitied, here to mourn : 
© In yon bright track, that fires the weltern ikics, 
They melt, they vaniſh ſcom my eyes. 
* But ch! what folemn ſcenes on Snowdon's S 
| height 
© Deſce:ding flow, their glittering ſkirts unroll ? 
_© Viſions of glory, ſpare my aching light 
© Ye unborn ages, crowd not on my foul! _ 
No more our Jong-loſt $$ Arthur we bewail. 
8 — wal — Kings; — 


4 Henry the Sixth, Gi Duke of Clarence; Ed- | 


| ward the Fi ifth, Richard Duke of York, Oc. believed 
fo be murdered ſecretly in the Tower of London, The 


; aft part of that Poulton is vulgarly attributed to | 


Ceſar. 33 | | 


E | [Margaret of Anjou, ace | 


Nruggled bard to ſave ber buyband and ber crown. 
8 Hey the Fifth, 2 | 
2 Henry the Sixth very near being tt The 


line of — * no * 1 inheritance to the | 


Crown. | | 


ed The white and re © dif 0 Yurk and 
| Lancaſter, 2 EV 


Jr The filver-boar was the bathe of Ric! nd ae 


Wir; whenee he was uſually inown in bis 8 own lime 


by the name o The Boar. 


it Eleanor of Caſtile died a hs, years . the 


congueſt of Wales. The bereic proof ſbe gave of ber 
aff. ction for ber Lord is well known. The monuments; 
of bis regr.t, ant! ſorrow fur the loſs of ber, are ſlill | 
to be ſeen at W „ W. * end | 
ether places. | 


Sd Tt war the common belief of the Web » nation 
that King Arthur was ſtill alive in Fairy-land, and | 


| Joould return again to reign over Britain. | 
II Both Merlin and Talieſin had propheſied, that 


the Welſb ſbould regain their ſovereignty over this ind; 


vengeance deep, and ratify his | 
III. r. " of 
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| III. 2. 


| © Girt with many a Baron bold 
Sublime their ſtarry fronts they rear: 
And gorgeous Dames and Scateſmen old, 
lu bearded majeſty, appear. mw 
In the midſt a Form divine 
Her eye proclaims her of the Eriton- line 
Her lion port f, her awe-commanding; 
© Attemper'd ſweet to virgin-grace. 
What ſtrings ſymphonius tremble in the air. 
What ſtrains of vocal tranſport round her Ln ; 
Hear from the grave, great Talieſſin ||, hear 
They breathe a ſoul to animate thy clay, 
Bri; ht rapture calls, and foaring, as ſhe logs, 
Waves in the * of heaven her I 4 


wings. 
| wm. 3. 


1 The verſe adorn sgi 


$ Fierce War, aad faithful Love, 

And Truth fevers, by fairy Fiction dreſ, 

In I buſkin'd meaſures move 

Pale Grief, and pleaſing Pain, 

With Horror, Tyrantof the throbbing breaſt. 

A ** Voice, as of the Cherub-choir, 

Gales from blooming Eden bear ; 

Tf And diſtant warblings leflen on my ear, 
That loſt in long futurĩty expire. 

Fond 1 — Man, chink it thou, yon ſanguine 
clüoud 15 
Rais'd by thy breath, has quench d the orb of | 
3 day? | 
To-morrow he repairs the golden flood, 
And warms the nations with reduubled ray. 
Enough for me: With joy | ſee 

The different doom our Fates aflign. 

Be thine Deſpair, and ſcepter'd Care : 


4 
c 
* 
c 
« 
To triumph, aud to die, are mine 


| He ſpoke, and headlong from the mountains heigt t 


Deep in the roaring tide he plung' d to cndle's 


5 Sþred, a den by Pu e Eliee 
veth to go Dzialinſti, ambaſſuJor of Poland, ſays, 
* And thus ſhe, lion like riſing, daunted the malupert 
1 6 orator no leſs with her Pately port and mageſlical drpore 
ture, than with he taxing" r of ber Prencelic cheles. 


/ Y century. His works are till preſerved, and bis 
—_— beld in 55 vencration among Sis rv 


FF *. wars dete mora x: 7 


40 


ws "Spenker' Protme to th: Fairy Ge 


£ Sbakiſprave. 


„ Milton. 


which TO the Houſe of Tudor, | 


* The freer of pete auer Milton's time, 


| Tal 15e, Ch; 7 * the Bards, flour Pad 6 cu the 
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TUE 
FATAL SISTERS. 
AN obs. 


- Kiils dd; Sigurd, Earl of the Oriney- 
Munde, went with a fleet of foips and a corfiderabl: 
body froops into Ireland, to the affiftance of 
Sidtryg with the Silken Bard, who wor then mak» 
ing war on bis fatbervialaw Brian, King of 

| Dublin : the Earl and all bis forces were cut to 
Pirces; and Siftryg war in danger of a total defeat ; 
but the enemy bad @ greater loſs, by the death of 
Brian, their ling, who fell in the action. On 
_ Chriff + (the day of the battle, } a native of 
Caithneſs, in Scotland, ſaw at a diflance, a-number 


GRAY'S POEMS. 


| 


( Weave the crimſon web of war;) 
Let us go, and let us fly, 
| Where our friends the conflict ſhare, 


[ Where they triumph, where they dic. 


As the paths of fate we tread, 
Wading through th' enfanguin'd field: 
Gondula, and Geirz, fpread 

O'er the youthful king your ſhield. 


We the reins to flanghter give, 

Ours to kill, and ours to ſpare :; 

Spite of danger he ſhall live. 

{ Weave the crimſon web of war) | 
They, whom once the deſert-beach 
Pent within its bleak domain, 

Soon their ample ſway ſhall firetch | 
O'er the plenty of the plain, 


11 riding full ſpeed towards a 
Gill, Tad to enter into it. Curioſity led bim 1 
follow them, till, looking through an opening in the 
„ reſembling 


3 


Low the dauntleſs Earl is laid, | 
Gor'd with many a gaping wound : 
Fate demands a nobler head; 


women : they were all employed about a loom; and Soon a king ſhall bite the ground. 


2 when 4 l b he 


into teuelv ee he amen) 
| puree pag poten erp Soy wr 


following dreadful fng 3 | Long his loſs ſhall Eirin weep, 
web , Ne'er 


his likeneſs ſee ; 


Long her ſtrains in ſorrow ſteep, 5 | 
Strains of immortality! e 


Note The Valkyriur were female divinities, Horror covers all the heath, 


ſervants of Odin (or Woden) in the Gothic mytho- | Clouds of 
ſignifies chuſers of the flain, | Siſters, weave the web of death; 


logy. Their name 


bloc the ſun. 


They were mounted on ſwift horſes, with drawn ; ' Siſters, ceaſe, the work is done. 


(words in their hands; and in the throng of battle 
ſelected fuch as were deſtined to flaughter, and 
conducted them to Valkalla, the hall of Odin, or 
— of the brave; where they attended the 
quet, and ferved the departed heroes with horns 
_ ef mand _ == 


Jom the ftorm be ns to lou on 
(Haſte, the of hell 

* fron-ſleet of arrowy ſhower — 
1 Hurtles in the darken d air. 


Glittering lances are the loom, 

Where the duſky warp we ſtrain, 

Weaving many a ſoldier's doom, 
Orkaey's woe, and Randver's bane, 

| See the grieſly texture grow, 
(Tis of human entrails made,) 
And the weights that play below, 
Each agaſping warrior's head. 

Shafts for ſnuttles, dipt in gore, 
Shoot the trembling cords . 8 
Sword, that once a monarch _ 

Keep the tiſſue cloſe and ſtrong, 
Miſta black, terrific maid, 

 Sangrida, and Hilda ſee, 8 

| Join „ 
Tis the woof of vidory. 

Ere the ruddy ſua be ſet, 

Pikes mult ſhiver, javelins ſing, 

Blade with clattering buckler meet, 

Hauberk craſh, and helmet ring. 


* Hh gold ey wht . bebiad them 


Hot 
$3 Then of hate bode i the air. 
. 


Songs of 
Joy to WA 


. 


ln BaxTuoLaNUS, de cauſis contemnendæ mortis; ws 


. * and hail the hands ! 
triumph ſing ! 
ious bands : 
Triumph to the younger King. 
Mortal, thou that hear ſt the tale, 


Learn the tenour of our ſong. 


Scotland, through each winding vale 
Far and wide the notes prolong. 


_ | Siſters, hence, with ſpurs of 


Each her thundering — wid; 
| Rach deflvide der frote Rood. e 


* . 


x Tue 
DESCENT OF 0. 
a W o DoE. 
(FROM THE NO RSE-TONGUZ,) 


Harxix, 1689, Quarto. 
orneis ODINN ALLDA GAUIR, Fang 


[jenoc: the King of Men with ſpeed, 
And ſaddled ſtrait his coal-black ſæad ; 
Down the yawning ſteep he rode, 

That leads to Hela's drear abode, 


Mieter, the bell of the Gathic nations, confifted 
. | of nine worlds, ts which were devoted all ſuch as died 


| 


of ſichnefs, ad 1 
Over is profided EI — 


| 


n 


| Onward ſtill his way he takes, 


Tubri 


Wbo is he with voice unbleſt, : 
That calls me from the bed of reſt ? 


| 1s he chat calls, a warrior's fon. 
Thou the deeds of light ſhalt know; 


For whom yon 


P. In Hoder's hand the hero's 8 


Na my weary lips 1 cloſe: 
Leave me, leave me to 


* By Odin's fierce embrace compreſt, 
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S 


tm the Day eee 


While m his jaws, with — 
Foam and human gore diſtill'd; 
Hoarſe he bays with hideous din, 


(The groaning earth beneath him ſhakes,) 
Till full before his fearleſs eyes 
The portals nine of hell ariſe. 

Right againſt the caſtern 


By the moſs-grown pile he fate: 


Where long of yore to ſleep was laid 
The duſt of the prophetic maid. 
Facing to the northern clime. 
Thrice he trac'd the Runic rhyme ; 
pronounc'd, in accents dread, 
The thrilling verſe that wakes the dead; 
Till — the hollow 


Slowly breath'd a ſullen tend. 


Pa. Wine call unknown, what charms preſume 
To break the quiet of the tomb; 
Who thus afll:&s my troubled ſprite, 
And drags me from the realms of night ? 
Long on theſe: mouldering bones have beat 
The winter's ſnow, the ſummer's heat, 
The drenching dews, and driving ram 
Let me, let me fleep again. 


O. A traveller, to thee unknown, 


Tell me what is done below, 
glittering board is foread, 
Dreſt for whom yon golden bet. 
Px, Mantling in the goblet, fee 
The pure of the bee, 


O' er it hanys the ſhicld of gold; # 
*Tis the Drink of Balder bold: 


Balder's head to death is given, 


Pain can reach the fons of heaven! 


Unwilliog I my lips uncloſ:: 


'S Leave me, leave me to repoſe. 


O. Once again my call obey. 
Propheteſs, ariſe, and ſay, 
What dangers Odin's child await, 
Who the author of his fate? 


His brother ſends him to the tunb. 


O. O Propheteſs, my ſpell obey. 
Once again ariſe, and ſay, 
Who th' ave enger of his guilt, - 
By whom ſhall Hoder's blood be ſpilt. 
P In the caverns of the welt 


A wondrous boy ſhall Riuda bear, 
Who ne'er ſhall comb his raven-hair, 
Nar walh his viſage in the ſtream, 
Nor ſee the ſun's departing beam: 
Till he on Hoder's corſe ſhall ſaule 


| Flaming on che funeral pile, 


Vot. VII. 
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That bend to earth their folemn brow, 
That their flaxen treſſes tear, 


And ſnowy veils that float in air. 


Tell me whence their ſorrows roſe : 


| Then | leave thee to repoſe. 


Pa. Hal no traveller art thou 
IV I know thee now, 

Mi of a might line— 

Art thou, nor have 1 | 
— of god; 

Pn. Hie thee hence, and boaſt at hame, 


That never ſhall en quirer cms 


To break my iron fleep again 


Trin * Lok has burſt his tenfold chain. 5 


Never, till ſubſtantial night 

Has reaſſum d her ancient right; 
Till wrap'd in flames, in ruin hucl'd, 
Sinks the fabric of the word. | 


32 For a far tber explanation of this mytho= 


Len © 


| 1 


+ Mr. — the Welch Pour 


\ WEN'S praiſe demands my ſong, 


Owen ſwift and Owen ſtrong ; 


| Faireſt flower of Roderic's ſtem, 


$ Gwyneth's ſhicld, and Britain's gem. 
He nor heaps his brooded ſtores, | | 
Nor all profuſely pours; 

Lord of every regal art, 

Liberal hand and open heart. 

Big with hoſts of mighty name, 
Squadrons three againſt him came; 
This the force of Eirin hiding, 

Side by {ide as proudly riding, 


| Ou her ſhadow long and gay 
| FROGS plows the watery way: 


| Tol is ibe Evil Being, — — | 


| | therwilight of the approaches, when he break 
| bis —_—_ CT race, the ffars, and 5872 diſ- 


% 


appear ; the earth fink into the ſeas, and fire conſums- 
the ſkis: even Odin 'bimſelf and bis kindred deities 


bogy, ſee Mallet's Introduftion to the Hiflory of Den» 
mark, 1755. Duarto. 
* th ſucceeded bis father Griffin i in the pr incipa - 


N Wales, A. D. 1820. This battle wag 


ve 


Echoin 
Where hi 


1. 


A heart, within whoſe ſacred cell 
. 2 
She 


| Whom what awaits, while yet he ſtray: 


Jill Time ſhall every | 
With Life, — nd wich Love. 


To ſmuggle a few years, and ſtrive to mend 


Affection warm, and faith ſincere, 


A 
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There the Norman fails afar 


Catch the winds, and join the war; 


Black and h ſweep, 
hs 7 cows by A 


Dauntleſs on his native ſands 
9 of Mona flands ; 
In glittering zems and glory del. 


There the thundering ſtrokes begin, 
There the preſs, an there the din; 
T 's ſhore* 

tothe battle's roar 


glowing eyeballs n, 
Thouſand | nn, eee” him burn. 


EPITAPH, | 
AT BECKENHAM, ON MRS. CLARKE +. 


where this ſilent marble weeps, 
A Friend, a Wife, a Mother, _ 


The peaceful virtues lov'd to dwell : 


And ſoft Humanity, were there. 
in death, reſign d, 

t the wound the left behind, 

Her infant i here below, 

Sits ſmiling on > father's woe ; 


Along this lonely vale of days? 
2E to ſecret ſorrow dear; 

A iigh, an unavailing tear; 

remove. 


 JUGGESTED BY A VIEW OF THE SEAT AND RUINS 


Ar KINGSGATE, IN KENT, 1766. 


Mud, and abandon'd by each venal friend, 
Here H- d took the pious reſolution 


A broken character and conſlitution. 


On this congenial ſpot he fix d his choice; 
Earl Goodwin trembled for his neighbouring ſand; 


Here fea-gulls ſcream, and cormorants rejoice, 


| And mariners, though ſnipwreck d, fear to land. 


| OO 1757. 


* The red dragon is the device of Cadzeallader, 


hib all his d. /cendants bore on th:ir banners, 


F — — 
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And Ignorance with Jooks profound, 
* And dreaming Sloth of 1 


POEMS. 
Here reign the North and 
No tree is heard to whiſper, bird to 


Yet Nature could not furniſh out the Feaſt.” 
Art he invokes new terrors ſtill to bring. 
Now fanes and battlements ariſe, 
Turrets and arches to their fall, 


Unpeopled monaſteries delude our eyes, 
And mimic deſolation covers all. 


© an. CS Fm © Had Rte been 


Nor — nor -s pronliſes been vair, 
Far other ſcenes than this had d our view, 


And realiz d the horrors which we feign. 


* Purg'd by the ſword, and purify d by fire, 


Then had we ſeen proud London's hated walls; | 


— { Owls ſhould have hooted in St. Peter's choir, 


And foxes ſtunk and litcer'd in St. Paul's. 
_ ODE 


FOR 
MUSICK. 


Performed in the Senate-Houſe at 
July 'x, 1769, at the Inſtallation of his Grace 
Auguſtus Henry Fitzroy, Duke of — 
Chancellor of the Univerſity. 
I. 
CENCE, avaunt, ( tis boly n ; 
Comus, and his midnight-crew, 


« Mad Sedition's cry — ugh 
* Servitude that hugs her chain, 


« Nor in theſe conſecrated bowers 


0 W empyrean 
I Burſts on my ear th' indi 


« Let painted Flattery hide her ſerpent train i 
« flowers. 


I Nor Envy baſe, nor creeping Gain, 
IJ“ Dare the Muſe's walk to ſtain, 
While bright-eyed Science watches round - 


* away, tis holy ground! 


II. : 
»— 28 
gnant lay ; 

"There fit the ſainted Sage, the Bard divine, 
The Few, whom Genius gave to ſhine Es 

Through every unborn age and undiſcover 'dclime. 
Rapt in celeſtial tranſport they, Fs 

Yet hither oft a glance from high 


| | They ſend of tender ſympathy 


To bleſs the place, where on their opening ſoul | 
| Firſt the genuine ardour ſtole. | 


| Twas Milton ftruck the deep-ton'd ſhell, 


And, as the choral warblings round him ſwell, 
Meek New:on's ſelf bends from his ſtate fobline, 
And nods his hoary head, and liſtens to the rhyme. 


| III. 
0 Win o'er-arching Groves, 
© That Contemplation loves, 


© Where willowy Camus . delight 
Oſt at the bluſh of dawn 


£4 Ott woo'd the gleam 


« trod your level lawn, 
| a of — freight 


| + Whatthe bright reward we gain ? 
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6 in cloiſters dim, for from the hovate of Folly, 


« With Freedom by my fide, and lo- ey d Me- 
— * 1 


hark the portals found, and pacing forth. 
Wich ſolemn ſteps and flow, 
| Potentates, and Dames of royal birth, 
And mitred Fathers in long order go : 
Great * Edward, with the lilies on his brow 
From haughty Gallia torn. | 
And + fad Chatillon, on her bridal morn | 
That wept her bleeding Love, and princely f Clare 
And I Anjou's Heroine, and $ the paler Roſe, | 
Ide rival of her crown and of her woes, | 
And Feither Henry there, | 
The murder'd Saint, and the majeſtic Lord, 
That broke the bonds of Rome. 
(Their tears, their little triumphs o'er, 
Their human paſſions now no more, 
Save Charity, that glows beyond che tomb) 
All that on Granta's fruitful plain 
Rich ſtreams of regal bounty pour d, 1 
And bade theſe awtul fanes and turrets riſe, 
To hail their Fitzroy's feſtal morning come ; 
And thus they ſpeak in ſoft accord 


— of the ſkigs. 
V. 


* What is Grendeve; what is Power? 
_ « Heavier toil, ſuperior pain. 


_ * The grateſul memory of the Good. 
* Sweet is the breath of vernal — 
The beeẽs collected treaſure's ſweet, | 
K Sweet muflc's melting fall, but — yet 54 
The ſtill ſmall voice of Gratit | 


* Etward the Third : who added the Fleur de lys of 


Co 


+ Mary d Yale: tia, Counteſs of Penbreke, daugh- 
ter of Guy de Chatitlon Conte — Frame, 
of whom tradition ſays, that ber huſband Aud. mar de 
Valentia, Earl of Pembroke, was flain at @ tourna- 
ment on the day of bis nuptial:. She was the foundreſs 
of Pembroke College or ball, 2 
Marie de Valentia. 


1 Elizabeth de Burg, Counteſs of Clare, was wife | 


d of Giilert de Clare, Farl of Glouceſter, 
by Jean of Art., dgughter of Edward the Firſt. 
Hence the Poet 1 of * Sbe 
— Clare- Hall. 


fl Meargeret of Ahe, wife of Henry the Sixth, 
 ſoundrſs of Pueen': College. The Puet bas celebrated 
ber conjugal fidelity in a former Ode. 


4 Elizabeth Wodville, wife of Edward the Fourth | 


(bexce culled the paler Roſe, as being of the Houſe of 
| Dork}. She adlled „ 


. a. 
\ Henry 


the Sixti and Eizbth. The former the 
Trinity College, 


| brings, 
“And to thy juſt, thy gentle hand 
{© Submits the Faſces of her ſway, 


of Jahn de Burg, ſon. und heir of the Earl of Ulſter, | 
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VI. 

Foremoſt and leaning from her golden cloud 
The venerable Marg ret ſee ! . © 

Welcome, my noble Son (ſhe cries aloud), 
To this, thy kindred train, and me: 
* d in thy lineaments we trace 
« A Tudor's fire, a Beaufort's 


* 


Thy liberal heart, thy judging eye, 
| * The flower unheeded ſhall deſery, 


« And bid it round heaven's altars ſhed 
The fragrance of its bluſhing head: 
Shall raiſe from earth the latent gem, 
+ To glitter on the diadem. | 


= VII. a 
Lo, Granta waits to lead her blooming band, 
« Not obvious, not obtruſive ſhe Lo 


| © No vulgar praiſe, no venal incenſe flings ; 


Nor dares with courtly tongue refin'd 

+ Profane thy inborn 8 of mind: 

4 She reveres herſelf and thee. 

« With modeſt pride to 2 thy youthſul brow 
„The laureat wreath, | that Cecil wore, ſhe 


„While Spirits bleſt above and Men below 
Join with glad voice the loud fymaphonins lay. 


VIII. 
2 Through the wild waves 2s they rear 
With watchful eye and dauntleſs mien 


Thy ſteady courſe of honour keep, 
„Nor fear the rocks, nor ſeek the ſhore : 


„The Star of Brunſwick ſmiles ſerene, 


% Aud glids the horrors of the deep. 


N A LONG STORY. 
N Britain's iſle no matter where, 

An antient pile of building ſtands : 
The Huntingdons and Hattons there 
Employ'd the power of Fairy hands 
i raiſe the cicling's fretted height, 
Each pannel in achievements cloathing, 
Rich windows that exclude the light, 
And paſſages, that lead to nothing. 

Full oft within the ſpacious walls, 
When he had fifty winters o'er him, 
My grave Lord-Ketper led the brawls; 
Che ſeal and maces danc'd before bim. 


lis buſhy beard, and ſhoe-ſtrings green, 
His high- crown d hat, and ſatin doublet, 
Mov'd the ſtout heart of England's Queen, 
bf Though Pope and Spaniard could not trouble it. 


What in the very firſt beginning! 
Shame of the verſifying tribe 

Your hiſtory whither are you ſpinning * : 
Cru you do nathing but deſcribe ? 


| * (Counteſs of Richmond and Derly ; the mother . 
Flinry the Seventh, — 7 St. FJobn's and Chriſt 
Cella " 


+ The — was @ Beaufort, and married 10 « 
' Tudor ; bence the application of this line to the Duke of 


Grafton, who claims deſcent from both theſe families. 
+ Lord Treaſurer Burleigh vc Chancellor of i,. 


| 


founder of King's, iy latier the greet: — *Te: 


newer ity ä Den Blizabe:h. 
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A houſe there is (and — 1 5-4 
From whence one fatal morning iſſues 
A brace of warriors, not in buff, 
Bot ruſtling in the r filks and tiffues. 


The other Amazon kind heaven 
Had arm'd with ſpirit, wit, and fatire : 
But Cobham had the poliſh given, 
And tipp'd her arrows with good nature. 
To celebrate her eyes, her air— 
Coarſe panegyrics would but teaze her. 
M.-eliſſa is her Nom de Guerre. 
Alas, who would not wiſh to pleaſe her ! 
— 1 , 
And aprons long they hid their armour 
And veil'd their weapons bright and keen, 
In pity to the country farmer. | | 
Tame, in the ſhape of * Mr. P—t, 
{By this time all the know it) 
Had told, that thereabouts there lack'd 
A wicked Imp they call a poet : 
Who prowl'd the country far and near, 
Bewitch'd the children of the 
Dried up the cows, and lam'd the deer, 
And ſuck'd the eggs, and kill d the pheaſants. 
 - My Lady hear'd their joint petition, *' 
Swore by her coronet and ermine, 
She'd iſſus out her high commiſſion | 
To rid the manor of fuch vermin. k 
The Heroines undertook the taſk, 
Thro' lancs unknown, o'er ſtiles 3 
Rap d at the door, nor Ray d to aft, | 
But bounce into the — —— 
I ̃be trembling 
They flirt, they ing — N rx 
Rummage his Mother, pinch : 
| oy bars ins whichrind rae. 


r | 

Run hurry-ſiurcy round the floor, 
| And o'er the hed and teſter chimber; 

2 Into the drawers and china pry, 7 
| „ 

Vnder a tea cup he might lie, 
Or ereas d, like dage- ears, in a folic. 
On the firſt marching of the 
| The Muſes, hopeleſs of his pardon, 

_ Convey'd biin underneath their hoops 
To a ſmall cloſet in the garden. 

So Rumour ſays : (who will, believe) 
But that they lefe U the door a- jar, 
Where, ſaſe and laughing in his = 
— Wys- . 


67 fas been told thet this Gentleman, a neigh | 


*our and acyuaintance of Myr. Gray's in the country, 
ras much diſpleaſed at the liberty bere taken with bis 


dene; yet, ſurely, withoxt any great reaſon, M. 


| The 


Tze Peereſs comes. The 
And doff their hats with due ſubmiſſion : 


0 | 


POEMS. 


Short was his joy. He little knew 
power of Magic was no fable; 
Out of the window, wiſk, they flew, | 
But left a ſpell upon the table. 

The words too to unri 
The Poet felt a ſtrange diſorder : 
Tranſparent bird-lime form'd the middle, 


And chains inviſible the border. 


| So cunning was the Apparatus, 
The powerful pot-hooks did ſo move him, 


| That, will he, nill he, to the Greit-houſe 
| | | He went, as if the Devil drove him. 


E ND 


For folks in feat are apt to pray) 
To Phebus he preferr'd his caſe, 
And begg'd his aid that dreadful day. 


The Godhead would have back d his quarrel ; 
Bur witha bluſh, on recolleQion, 
Own's that his quiver and his laurel 
Gainſt four ſuch eyes were no protection. 
The court was fat, the culprit there, 


; 


Forth from the gloomy magſions creeping 


The Lady Janes and Joans repair, 


I And from the gallery ſtand peeping : 


Come (ſweep) along ſome winding 


Such as in ſilence of the night 


*(Styack has often ſeen the eee) 
Or at the chapel- door ſtand centry: 


| In peaked hoods and mantles rarniſh'd, 
Sour viſages, enough to ſcare ye, 


| 


: | High dames of honour once, that garnich d 


The crawing- room of fierce Queen Mary. 
audience ſtare, 


She curtſies, as ſhe takes her chair, 
To all the people of condition. 


The Bard, witi many an artful fib, 
Had in imagination fenc'd him, 
Diſprov'd the arguments of + Squib, | 
And all that $ Groom could urge againſt him. 


But ſoot his rhetorick forſook him, 


| When he the ſolenm hall had ſeen; F 
A ſudden fit of ague ſhook him. 


| 


He ſtood as mute as poor || Macleane. 


| Yet ſomething he was heard to mutter, 
« How in the Park, beneath an old tree, 
« (Without deſign to hurt the butter, 


I Or any malice to the poultry,) 


6 He once or twice had penn'd a ſonnet : 
Vet hoped, that he might fave his bacon : 


Numbers would give their oaths upon it, 


| 


* He ne er wasfor a con rer taken.“ | 


© The Houſwheper. 
- the Chamber G. 
+ The Steward. G. 


N 


| 4 famous biehwayman, banged the 1eek le- 
fore, G. . e 


* 
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ghoſtly prudes with hagged & face 
nn had condemn'd the ſinner. 

My Lady roſe, and with a grace 

NY ard and bid him come to dinner f. 


u-Maria ! Madam Bridget, 
« Why, what can the Viſcounteſs mean : 


(Cried the ſquare-hoods in worful fidget) 
* The times are alter d quite and clean 


® Hagyed, i. e. the face of a witch or bag; the} © Decorum's turn'd to mere civilityz 
| epithet Hagard bas been ſometimes miſtaken, as con 6 Her air and all her manners ſhew it. 


oeying the ſame ita; but it means @ very different | 


« Commend me to her affability ! 


thing, viz. wild and ferouche, and is taken from. anf Speak to a Commoner and Poet“ 
' wareclaimed | 


hawk, called an baggard. M. 
1 Here the fory finiſhes ; the exclamation 
Ghoſts Tohich 


of tte Tiere 500 Stanzas ave left. 


is chara@eriſflic of the Spaniſh And ſo God fave our noble King, 
| manners of the age, when they are ſuppoſed to baue] And guard us from long-winded Lubbers, 
lived ; and the Soo Lanza, faid to be laſt, may be] That to eternity would ſing, 


expoſtalation. M. 


THE PROGRESS OF — 
| IN FOUR ECLOGUES,. 

10 ac POPE. } 

| UNCERTAINTY. 


Warbled in Windfor's grove her fylvan lays; 
Though now, ſublimely borne on Homer's 
Of glorious wars and godlike chiefs ſhe ſing ; 
Wilt thou with me reviſit once again 
The cryſtal fountain and the flowery plain ? 
Wilt thou, indulgent, hear my verſe relate 
Ihe various changes of a lover aq | 
And, while each turn of | 
Aſcthy own heart if you tte true? 
Io the green margin of a 
Whoſe pendant ſhades o erlook d a ſilver Good, 


Full of the image of his beauteous maid i 
= flock, far off, * untended lay, 

To every ſavage a defenceleſs ; 

No ſenſe of intereſt could - 964M move, 
And every care ſeem'd trifling nowwbut love. 
A while in penſive ſilence he remain d, 


n'd ; 
At — the thoughts within his boſom pent 
| Fore'd his his unwilling tongue to give them vent. 


© Have favor d Damon, and infpir'd his ſong; 
For whom, retit d, I ſhun the gay reſorts 


« Of — and ot 2 aa} 


OPE, to whoſe reed beneath the beachen ſhade, |4 And taints with bitterneſs each rural ſweet. 
The Nymphs of Thames a pleas d attention paid; 


| While yet thy Muſe, content with humbler praiſe, | 


Young Datnon came, unknowiag where he tray'd, 


imagined to contain — of Gab * 


THE 


0 r 


LORD LYTTLETON. 


* in vain I bid the refileſs world adier, | 
by To ſeck tranquillity and peace with you. 


J Though wild Ambition and deſtructive: 

J No factions here can form, no wars can wage: 
|< Though Envy frownsnot on your humble = 
Nor Calumny your innocence invades : 
 |* Yet cruel Love, that troubler of the breaſi. 


Too often violates your boaſted ref: ; | 
«© With inbred ſtorms diſturbs your calm retreat, 


prize 

« On Delia's ſace I fix'd my eager eyes! 

Then in wild tumults all my ſoul was tot, 
Then reaſon, liberty, at once were loſt: . 
And every wiſh, and thought, and care, was gone, 


% But what my heart employ d on her alone. 


Then too ſhe ſmil'd : can ſmiles our 


I Thoſe lovely children of Content and Joy! 
J“ How can ſoft pleaſure and tormenting woe 


|< From the ſame ſpring at the ſame moment flow 
* Unhappy boy! theſe vain enquiries ceaſe, 
* 238 nor will reſtore, thy 


ha Indulge the frenzy that thou muſt enduee, 


| 


: 
E 


* And ſooth the pain thou know'ſt not how w». 


flattering Memory and te my heart 
« How kind ſhe was, and with what pleaſing art 
« She ſtrove its fondeſt wiſhes to obtain, 


| But, though his voice was mute, his looks —Þ Confirm her power, and faſter bind my chain. 


Ik on the green we danc'd, a mirthful band, 
* To me alone ſhe gave her willing hand : 


Her partial taſte, if c'er I touch d the lyre, 


1 _ © Ye nymphs, he cried, ye Dryads, who ſo long Still in my ſong found ſomething to admire, 


* Dy nome 39 — flowers was 
* crown | 


'd, 
* Þy nove bur her ar brows wich ivy bnd 


_ * Ah luckleſs day! when firſt with fond fur- 
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The world that Damon was her choice believ 
„ The world, alas! like Damon was deceiv'd. 
« When laſt I ſaw her, and declar'd my fire 
In words as ſoft as paſſion could inſpire, 
_ <. Coldly ſhe heard, and full ef ſcorn withdrew, 
Without one pitying glance, one ſweet adieu. 
« The frighted hind, 4 ſees his ripen'd corn 
«© Up from the roots by ſudden tempeſts torn, 
« Whoſe faireſt hopes deſtroy d and blaſted lie, 
% Feels not o keen a pang af grief as I. 
« Ah, how have I deſerv'd, inhuman maid, 
* To have my faithful ſervice thus repaid ? 
Were all the marks of kindneſs I receiv'd, 


Where yonder lines combine to form a ſhade, 
„ Theſe eyes firſt gaz'd upon the charming maid; 
There ſhe appear'd, on that auſpicious day, 
When ſwains their ſportive rites to Bacehus pay- 


che led the dance—heavens! with what grace 
ſhe mov'd! 


Who could have ſeen ker then, and not have loy'd? 


I ſtrove not to reſiſt ſo ſweet a flame, 

But gloried in a happy captive's name: 

Nor would I now, cquld Love permit, be free, 
" But leave to brutes their ſavage liberty. 

And art thou then, fond youth, ſecure of joy? 
« Can no reverſe thy flattering bliſs deſtroy ? 


"8 _— of joy that charni d me and de- p Has treacherous Love no torment yet in tore? 


ceiv's 

et RRV growing love, 
9 That with more pain I might your hatred prove? 
< Sure guilty treachery no place could find 
e ln ſuch a gentle, ſuch a s mind: 

„ A maid brought up the woods and wilds among 


| ® Could ne'er have learnt the art of courts 1d 
EI young : 
* No; let me rather think her anger 


feign'd, | 
* Still let me hope my Delia may de gain'd; | 
* Twas that ſeem'd diſdain, 


* And her heart ſuffer'd when ſhe gave me pain.” 
Pleas'd OO NIP apc a: 


boy 
Felt the faint of a doubtful joy; 
A . 
When now the ſetting ſun more fiercely burn- d, 
| Blue vapours roſe along the mazy rills, 
And light's la bluſkes ung d the diftant hills. 


ECLOGUE 8 
To MR. DODDINGTON: 
Lv LORD MELCOMBE — 


HOPE. 


ſing, 
Like thoſe that warbling hail the genial ſpring. 
Nor Pan, nor Phoebus, tunes our artleſs reeds ; 
From Love alone their melody proceeds. 
From Love, Theocritus, on Enna's plains, 
T carnt the wild ſweetneſs of his Doric ſtrains. 
| Young Maro, touch'd by his inſpiring dart, 
Could charm each ear, and ſofter every heart: 
Me too his power has reach d, and bids with thine 
My ruſtic pipe in pleaſing concert join: ?-. 
Dan, on no longer ſought the ſilent ſhade, 
No more in unfrequented paths he ſtray d, | 
But call'd the ſwains to — jocund ſong, 
And told his joy to all the rural throng. 
“ Bleft be the hour, he ſaid, that happy hour, 
When firſt I own'd my Delia s gentle power; 
6 then gloomy dijcontent and g care 
_ « Forſcok my breaſt, and left ſoft wiſhes there; 
« Eoft wiſhes there they left, aud gay deſires, 
_ + Lelightful PI and tranſporting fires, 


* Mr. bad written ſome 
leur verſes, achicb eve never been publi 


Pretty 
ny 
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. 


« Who bids me bepe, and in that charming 


* en andre NN * ny 


FEAR, Doddingeon, the notes that ſhepherds | 


= Not ev'n the nightingale 
“ Accep 


Gr haſt thou never prov d his fatal 
« Whence flow'd thoſe tears that late | 4 thy 
? | 


check? 
Why figh'd thy heart as if it ſtrove to break;? 


Why were the deſert rocks invok'd to hear 


The plaintive accents of thy ſad deſpair ? 
From Delia's rigour all thoſe pains aroſe, 
Della who no compallionates my woes, 
word 
* Has peace and tranſport to my foul reſtor'd. | 
Begin my pipe, begin the gladſome lay; | 
%4 A kifs from Delia hall thy mulic pay ; 

* A kiſs obtain'd 'twixt —— and conſent, 
Given with forc'd anger and diſguis d content, 
No laureat wreaths I aſk, to bind my brows, 
« Such as the Muſe on lofty Bards beſtows : 
U Let other Irrains to praiſe or fame aſpire; 

« [I from her lips my recon uire. 
Why ſtays my Delia in ſecret bower? 
Light galeshavechac dthe late impending ſhower; 
« Th' ſun more bright his beams extends; 
* Oppos'd, Ks beauteous arch the rainhow bends! g 
* Glad y youthsand maidens turn the new-made hay: 


= The birds renew their ſongs on every ſpray ! | 
Come forth, my love, thy 3 joystocrown: - 
| All nature 


only Delia frown ? 
Hark how the bees with murmurs ſill the plain, 


While every flower ef every ſweet they drain; 


« See, how beneath yon hillock's ihady ſteep, 
&« The ſhelter'd herds on flowery couches fleep; 
Nor bees, nor herds, are half fo bleſt as I, 
« If with my fond delires my love 153 
« From Delia's lips a ſweeter honey flows, 


And on her boſom dwclls more ſoft repoſe. 


« Ah how, my dear, ſhall I deſerve thy charms? 
« What gift can bribe thee to my 1 arms? 
A bird for thee in filken bands | hold, | 
« Whoſe yellow plumage ſhines like poliſh'd gold; 
« From diſtant iſles the lovely ſtranger came, 
And bears the fortunate Canaries' name 
In all our woods none boaſts ſo ſweet a note, 

$ melodious throat. 
t of this; and could I add beſide 
What wealth the rich Peruvian mountains hide: 
I all the gems in Eaſtern rocks were mine, 
On thee alone thgir glitter ing pride ſhould ſhine. 
« But, if thy mind no gifts have power to move, 
© Phoebus himſelf ſhall leave th. Aoman grove : : 
© The tuneful Nine, who never ſuc in vain, 


|< Shall come feet ſuppliants for their favourite | 


ſwain. 
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For him each blue-cy'd Naiad of the floqd, 

« For him each ir d ſiſter of the wood, 

« Whom oft beneath fair Cynthia's gentle ray 

« His muſic calls to dance the night away. 

% And you, fair nymphs, companions of my love, 

& With whom ſhe joys the cowſlip meads to rove. 

I beg you, recommend my faithful flame, 

« And let her often hear her ſhepherd's name: 

Shade all my faults from her enquiring ſight, 

« And ſhew my merits in the faireſt light; 

„ My pipe your kind aſſiſtance ſhall repay, 

« And every friend ſhall claim a different lay. 

« But ſee! in yonder glade the heavenly fair 

« Enjoys the fragrance of the breezy air—= 

Ah, thither let me fly with eager feet; 

„ Adieu, my pipe; I go my love to meet 

& O, may I find her as we parted haſt, 5 

And may each future hour be like the paſt! 

* So ſhall the whiteſt lamb theſe paſtures feed, 

* Propitious Venus, on thy altars bleed.” 
(TO MR. EDW ARD WALPOLE.) 

1 gods, O Walpole, give no bliſs ſincere; 

Wealth is diſturb d by care, and power by fear; 

Oft all the paſſions that employ the mind, 

In gentle love the ſweeteſt joys we find: 

Yet ev'n thoſe joys dire Jealouſy moleſts, ö 
And blackens each fair image in our breaſt. 
O may the warmth of thy too tender heart 

Ne'er feel the ſharpneſs of his venom'd dart! 

For thy own quiet, think thy miſtreſs juſt, 

And wiſely take thy happineſs on truſt. 
Begin, my Muſe, and Damon's woes rehearſe, 

In wildeſt numbers and diſorder'd verſe. 

On a romantick mountain's airy head | 
(While browzing goats at eaſe around him ſed} 
Anxious he lay, with jealous cares oppreſt; 
Diſtruſt and anger labouring in his breaſt— 
The vale beneath a pleaſing proſpe yields 
Of verdant meads aui cultivated fields; 5 
Through theſe a river rolls its winding flood, 
Adorn d with various tuſts of riſing wood; 

Here half conceal'd in trees a cottage ſtands, 

A caſtle there the opening plain commands; 

Beyond, a town with glittering ſpires is crown d, 

And diſtant hills the wide horizon bound; 

So charming was the ſcene, a while the ſwain 
 Deheld delighted, and forgot his pain: 1 
But ſoon the {tings infix'd within his heart 

With cruel force renew'd their raging ſmart : 

His flowery wreath, which long with pride he wore, 
The gift of Delia, from his brows he tore, : 
Then cried,* May all thy charms, ungrateful maid, 
Like theſe neglected roſes, droop and fade 

_ * May angry heaven deform each guilty grace, 
That triumphs now in that deluding face! 

* Thoſe alter d looks may every ſhepherd fly, 


IJ 1 aw them hand in hand 


« And reſt, as if my Delia ſtill were kind. 
No, let me live, her falſehood to upbraid : 


1 
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« Say, thou inconſtant, what has Damon done, 


To loſe the heart his tedious pains had won? 


Tell me what charms you in my rival nd, 
* Againſt whoſe power no ties have ſtrength to bind? 
+ Has he, like me, with long obedience ſtrove 
« To conquer your diſdain, and merit love? 

Has he with tranſport every fmile ador d, 

And died with grief at each ungentle word? 

« Ah, no! the conqueſt was obtain'd with eaſe; 

% He pleas'd you, by not ſtudying to pleaſe : 

His careleſs indolence your pride alarm'd; 


And, had he lov'd you more, he leſs had charm'd. 


4 O pain to think! another ſhall 

* Thoſe balmy lips which I was wont to preſs : 

« Another on her panting breaſt ſhall lie, 

« And catch ſweet madneſs from her ſwimming 
eye! 

« I faw their friendly flocks 


together feed, 
walk o'er the mead: 
m Would my clos'd eye had ſunk in endleſs night, 


I Ere l was doom'd to bear that hateful ſight! 
„Where: e er they paſs'd, be blaſted every flower, 

I And hungry wolves their helpleſs flocks devour! 

Ah wretched ſwain, could no examples move 


Thy heedleſs heart to ſhun the rage of love? 
„ Haſt thou not heard how poor * Menaleas 
« A victim to Parthenia's fatal pride? 
Dear was the youth to all the tuneful plain, 

„ Lov'd by the nymphs, by Phebus lov'd in vain: 
<< Around his tomb their tears the Muſes paid; 
And all things mourn'd, but the relentleſs maid. 
« Would I could die like him, and be at peace? 

% Theſe torments in the quiet grave would ceaſe; 
There my vex'dthoughtsa calm repoſe would find | 


« Some god perhaps my juſt revenge will aid.—- 
Alas l what aid, fond ſwain, wouldit thou receive? 
Could thy heart bear to fee its Delia grieve? 
Protect her, heaven! and let her never know 
The lighteſt part of hapleſs Damon's woez 


l aſk no vengeance from the powers above ; 


« All I implore is never more tolove.— 


Let me this fondneſs from my boſom tear, 
Let me forget that e er I thought her fair. 
J Come, coal ludifference, and heal my breaſt ; 
| Wearied, at length, I ſeek thy downy reſt: 
I No turbulence of paſſion ſhall deſtroy yr 
I My future caſe with flattering hopes of joy. 


„ Hear, mighty Pan, and all ye fylvans, hear 
„What by your guardian deities | ſ wer; 
% No more my eyes ſhall view her fatal charms, 
No more I'll court the traitoreſs to my arms; 


I Not all her arts my ſteady ſoul ſhall move, 
And ſhe ſhall fiad that reaſon conquers love !''— 


| Scarce had he ſpoke, when through the lawn below 
Alone he ſaw the beautcous Delia ga; 

At once tranſported, he forgot his vow, 
| (Such perjuries the laughing gods allow!) 
Down the ſteep hills with ardent haſte he flew; 


| He found her kind, and ſoon believ'd her Fur. 


* Se Mr, Gray's Dime 


And ex'n thy Daphnis hate thee worſe than I 1 


"i 


Then all my pains one moment overpaid ; 


* LYTTLETON'S POEMS. 


ECLOGUE IV. 
(TO LORD COBHAM.) 
POSSESSION. 
(ua wtmfbontiy! ts. 
Whole 


| guiding judgment gives me ſkill 
Though far unequal to thoſe poliſh'd ſtrains, 


To the fame fpri 


| © With thee, my love, for ever will 1 ftay, 
*“ All night carefs thee, and admire all day; 
ln the ſame field our mingled flocks we II fe=d, 
our thirſty heifers lead | 
* Together will we the harveſt tails, 
* Together preſs the vine's autunmal ſpoils, 


3] Delightful ſtate, where Peace and Love combing, 


( 2 2 1 


plains: 


| Yet ſhall its muſic pleaſe thy partial ear, 


* Here limpid fountains roll hfowery mea ls; 
Hero riſing ſoreſts life mrs — b 


14 
And ſooth thy breaſt with thoughts that once were Here let me wear my careleſs life away, 
dear; 


» | 
Recal thoſe years which time has thrown behind, 
When ſmiling Love with Honour ſhar's thy mind: 
When all thy glorious days of proſperous fight 
Delighted lefs than one ſucceſsful night. | 
The ſweet remembrance ſhall thy youth reſtore, - 
Fancy again ſhall run paſt pleaſures o'er: . 
And, while in Stowe's enchanting walks you ftray, 
This theme may kelp to cheat the ſummer's day. 

Beneath the covers of a myrtle wood, | 

To Venus rais d, a ruſtic altar ſtood. 
To Venus and to Hymen, there combin'd, 

In friendly league to favour human - kind. 
With wanton Cupids, in that happy ſhade, 
The gentle Virtues and mild Wiſdom play d. 
Nor there in ſprightly Pleaſure's genial train, 
Lurk'd fick Diſguſt, or late-repenting Pain, 
Nor Force, nor Intereſt, join'd unwilling hand; 
But Love conſenting tied the bliſsful bands, 
 Thither, with glad devetion, Damon came, 
i thank the powers who bleſs d his faithful flame: 
Two milk-white doves he on their altar laid, 
And thus to both his grateful homage paid 


«* And in thy arms infenſibly K | 
When late old age our heads ſhall filver o'er, 
And our flow pulfes dance with joy no more; 
« When Time no longer will thy beauties ſpare, 


And only Damon's eye ſhall think thee fair; 


Then may the gentle hand of welcome 

At one ſoft ſtroke, deprive us both of breath! 
May we beneath one common ſtone be laid, 
* And the ſame cypreſs both our aſhes ſhade ! 
* Perhaps ſome ſriendly Muſe, in tender verſe, 


Shall deignour faithful paſſion to rehearſe; 


And future ages, with juſt envy mov'd, 


I“ Be told how Damon and his Delia low d.“ 


solo OF A BEAUTY IN 
"THE COUNTRY. | 
VCC 
A AS night; and Flavia, to her room retir'd, 


With evening chat and ſober reading tit d; 
There, melancholy, penſive, and alone, 85 


Hail, bountcous god! before whole hallow'd| She meditates on the ſorſaken town; 


ſarine | 
My Delia vow'd to be for ever mine, 


_ © White, glowing in her checks, with tender love, | 


« Sweet virgin modeſty reluctant ſtrove 
And hail to thee, fair queen of young defires 
Long ſhall my heart preſerve thy pleaſ 
Since Delia now can all its warmth return, 
As fondly languiſh, and as fiercely burn. 
DOD the dear bloom of laſt propitious night! 
O ſhade more charming than the faireſt light! 
Then in my arms I claſp'd the melting maid, 
Then firſt the ſweet exceſs of bliſs Lprov'd, 
Which none can taſte but who like me have lov'd. 
Thou too, bright goddeſs, once, in Ida's grove, 


Didſt not diſdain to meet a ſhepherd's love] 


„ With has while friſking lambs around you 
hay 0 | 
« Conceal'd you ſported in the ſecret hade: 
& Scarce could Anchiſes' raptures equal mine, 
And Delia's beauties only yield to thine, 


| On her rais'd arm redlin'd her drooping head, 

{ She ſigh'd and thus in plaintive accents faid : 

| « Ah, what avails it to be young and fair; + 
| negligence, to dreſs with crc? 
| © What worth have all the charms our pride can 


To move with 


If all in envious ſolitude are loſt? ? 
|< Where none admire, tis uſeleſs to excell ; | 
% Where none are beaux, tis vain to be a beile; 
Beauty, like wit, to judges ſhould be ſhown; | 
| » Both moſt are valued, where they beſt are known. 


With every grace of nature or of art, 


We cannot break one ſtubborn country heart 
The brutes, inſenſible, our power defy: 
To love, exceeds a ſquire's capacity, 

« The town, the court, is Beauty's proper ſphere; 
„% That is our Heaven, and we are angels there: 
In that gay circle thouſand Cupids rove, | 


4 The court of Britain is the court of Love. 


« How has my conſciousheart with triumph glow'd, 
„How have my ſparkling eyes their tranſport 


What are ye now, my once moſt valued joys? fthew'd, 


+ Infipid triſles all, and childiſh toys— 
© Friendſhip itſelf ne er knew a charm like this, 
Nor Colin's talk could pleaſe like Delia's kiſs. 
e Muſes, ſkilPd in every winning art, 
Teach me more deeply to engage her heart; 
** Ye nymphs, to her your freſheſt roſes bring, 


« At each diſtinguiſh'd birth-night ball, to ſee 
The homage, due to Empire, paid to me! 
[| © When every eye was fix d on me alone, 25 
And dreaded mine more than the Monarch's 
« When rival ſtateſmen for my favour, ſtrove, 


And crown her with the pride of all the ſpring; |* Leſs jealous in their power than in their love. 
«©- Chang's is the ſcene; and all my glories diz, 
Like flowers tranſplanted to a colder ſky: 

* Loft is the dear delight of giving pain, 

| The tyrant joy of hearing Caves complain. 


„On all her days let health and peace attend; 
May ſhe nc'er want, nor ever loſe, a friend! 
May ſome new pleaſure every hour employ : 


** But let her Damon be her higheſt joy! 


- & Orin the garden breath: the country air, 
4 Secure from meeting any tempter there; 


__glow, | 
Are theſe of vſe for nothing but to ſew ? 
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& In ſtupid in clence my life is ſpent, | 

« Supinely ahn r day innocc t: 

4 Un eſt I wear o. vſciefs time away; 

« Sleep (wretched ma. :) al night, and dream at) 
day; 

« Go at ſet hovrs to dinner ani to prayer 

« (For dullueſs ever muſ be regular.) 

« Now with main a at tedious whiſt I play; 

4 Now without ſcandal drint infipid tea; 


« From books to wo: k, from work to books, I rove, 


„ And am (alas) at leiſure to improve 
Is this the life a Be. ty ought to leadꝰ 


Were eyes ſo radiant o ly made to read ? 
4 Theſe fingers, at whoſe touch ev'n age would 


« Sure erring Nature never couid deſign 
« To form a houſewife in a mould like mine“! 


O Venus, queen and guardian ot the fair, 
Attend propitious to thy votary's prayer: 


« Let me reviſit tae dear town again: 


Let me be ſeen could I that wiſh obtain, | 


*All other wiſhes my own power would gain.“ 


BLEN HEIM. 


writ 5 at the Univezsrty of Orronp, 


IN THE YEAR 1727. 


PARENT of any whoſe ſkilful hand firſt 


taught 


The towering pile to riſe, and form'd the plan 
With fair proportion; architect divine. 


Minerva; thee to my adventurous lyre 


Aſſiſtant I invoke, that means to ſing . 
Blenheim, proud monument of Britiſh fame, 


Thy glorious work ! for thou the loity towers ? : 
Diaſt to his virtue raiſe, whom oft thy ſhield 
In peril guarded, and thy wiſdom ſteer d 


Through all the ſtorms of war. Thee too 1 call, 
Thalia, ſylvan Muſe, who lov'ſt to rove 
Along the ſhady paths and verdant bowers 


His purple wave; and there the Granick flood 
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conquer d tovns, and glory ing in the name 

it that auſpꝭc ous field, where Cliurchill's ſword 

anquiĩſh'd the might of Gallia, and chaſtis'd 

debel Bavar.—Majeſtic in its frength, 

Stands the proud dome, and ſpeaks its great deſign. 
Hail, happy chief, whoſe valour could deſerve 

Reward fo glorious ! grateful nation, hail, 


| Who paid'ſt his ſervice with ſo rich a meed ! 
| Which moſt ſhall I admire, which worthieſt praiſe, 
| The hero or the people? Honour doubts, | 


And weighs their virtues in an equal ſcale, 
Not thus Germania pays th” un eancel'd cebt 


Of Gratitude to us—Bluſh, Cæſar, bluſh, 
When thou behold'ſt theſe towers; ingrate, to thes 


A monument of ſhame! Canſt thou forzer 
Whence they are nam'd, and what an tnglifh arm 


| Or to upbraid or imitate thy guilt. 


Still thy obdurate heart againtt the ſcnſe 
Of obligation infinite ; and know, 
Britain, like Heaven, protects a thankleſs world | 


| Fer her own glory, nor expects reward. 


Pleas'd with the noble theme, her taſk the Muſe 
Puſues untir'd, and through the palace roves 
Witu ever-new delight. The tapeſtry rich 

With gold, and gay with all the beauteous pai 
Of various-colour'd filks, diſpos'd with b 
Attracts her curious eye. Here ifter rolls 


With paſſing ſquadrons foams: here hardy Gaul 
Flies from the ſword of Britain; there to Greece 


_ [Effeminate Perſis yields.—In arms ">, 
_ IMarltorough and Alexander vie 2 N 


With glorious competition; equal both 
In valour and in fortune: but their praiſe 
Ze different, for with different views they fought ; 


This to ſubdue, and that to free mankind. B 


| | Now, through the ſtately portals ifſuing 


The Muſe to ſofter glories turns, and ſeeks 
The woodland ſhade, delighted. Not the vale 
Of Tempe fam'd in ſong, or Ida's grove, 
Such beauty boaſts. Amid the mazy gloom 

Of this romantic wilderneſs once ftood . 

The bower of Roſamonda, hapleſs fair, 

Sacred to grief and Love ; the cryſtal fount 
In which ſhe us'd to bathe her beauteous li 11 


_ {Still warbling flows, pleas'd to reflect the face 
_ {Of Spencer, lovely maid, when tir'd ſhe fits 


Beſide its flowery brink, and views thoſe charms 
Which only Roſamond could once excell. = 
But ſee where, flowing with a nobler ſtream, 

A limpid lake of pureſt waters rolls | 


Or Woodſtock's happy grove : there tuning ſweet [Beneath the wide-ftretch'd arch, flu t 


Thy rural pipe, while all the Dryad train 
Attentive liſten; let thy warbling ſong 5 

Paint with melodious praiſe the pleafing ſcene, 
And equal theſe to Pindus* honour'd ſhades. 


When Europe freed, confeſs'd the ſaving 
forch 


Chief of Confederate hoſts, to fight the cauſe 


Of Liberty and Juſtice, grateful rais'd 

This palace, ſacred io her leader's fame: 

A trophy of ſucceſs; with ſpoils adorn'd 
Vor. VI. 


Through which the Danube might collected pour 
His ſpacious urn! Silent a while and ſmooth 
Ihe current glides, till with an headlong force 
Broke and diſorder d, down the ſteep it falls 

ln loud caſcades; the ſilver · ſparkling foam 


Of M , - Britain, who ſent him Glitter relucent in the dancing ray 
FG e In theſe retreats repos'd the mighty ſoul 
Of Churchill, from the toils of war and ſtate, 
Splendidly private, and the tranquil joy 
Of contemplatian ſelt, while Blenheim's dome 
Triumphal ever in his mind renew d | 
U u | 


The | 


Immortal. 
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The of his fame, and footh'd his thoughts 
With pleafing record of his glorious deeds. 
0, by the rage of Faction home recall'd, 
J. ucullus, while he wag'd ſucceſsful war 
\ 22inſt the pride of Aſia, and the power 

cf Mithridates, whoſe aſpiring mind 

a loſſes could ſubdue, enrich'd with ſpoils 

Cf conquer'd nations, back return d to _— 
Ind in magnificent retirement paſt 

Ide evening of his life. But not alone, 
In the calm ſhades of honourable eaſe, 5 
 Creat Marlborough peaceful dwelt : — 

Heaven 

Cave a ion to his ſofter * | 
With whom converſing, he forgot all change 
f fortune, or of ſtate, and in her mind 
Found greatneſs equal to his own, and lov'd 
Himfelf in her —Thus each by each admir'd, 
in mutual honour, mutual fondneſs join'd: 
Like two fair ſtars, with intermingled light, 
In friendly union they together ſhone, 
4. iding each other's brightneſs, till the cloud | 
Of night eternal quench'd the beams of one. = 
Thee, Churchill, firſt the ruthleſs hand of death 
Tore from thy conſort's fide, and call'd thee hence | 
"To the ſublimer ſeats of j Joy and love; 
here fate again ſhall join her ſoul to thine, 
Who row, rezardful of thy fame, eres 
"The column to thy praiſe, and ſooths her woe 
With pious honours to thy ſacred name 
Lo! where, towering in the heig She | 
Of yon aerial pillar, proudly ſtands | 

Thy image, like a guardian god, ſublime, 
And awes the ſuhject plain: beneath his feet, | 
he German eagles ſpread their wings ; his hand 

_ Grafps Victory, its flave. Such was thy brow 

 *4azeitic, ſuch thy martial port, when Gaul 
Filed from thy frown, and in the Danube ſought 


For Eu 
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Among the demi-gods, deign to defend 


This thy abode, while preſent here below, 

And facred ſtill to thy immortal tame, 

With tutelary care. Preſerve it ſafe 

From Time's deſtroying hand, and cruel ſtroke | 


Of factious Envy's more relentleſs rage. 


Here may, long ages hence, the Britiſh youth, 
When honour calls them to the field bf war, 
Behold the trophies which thy vnlour rais'd ; 
The proud reward of thy ſucceſsful toils 

rope's freedom, and Britannia's fame; 
That fir*d with generous envy, they may dare 
To emulate thy deeds. So ſhall thy name, 


Dear to thy country, ſtill inſpire her ſons 
[With martial virtue; and to high attempts 
Excite their arms, til other battles won, 


And nations ſav'd, new monuments require, 


And other Blenheims ſhall adorn the land. 


TO THE 


' REVEREND DR. AYSCOUGH, 


ar . 


WRITTEN FROM PARIS IN THE YEAR 1728, | 


AY, deareſt friend, how roll a Jinn away ? 
What pleaſing ſtudy cheats the tedious day ? 


| Poſt thou the ſacred volumes oft explore 
[Of wife antiquity's immortal lore, 


A refuge from thy ſword. —There, where the field | 
Vas deepeſt ſtain'd with gore, on Hochitet's plain, 
The theatre of thy glory, once was rais'd | 

4A meaner trophy, by the Imperial hand; 
Fxtorted gratitude! which now the rage 
nf malice impotent, beſceming ill 

A regal breaſt, has leveF'd to the ground: 
x lean inſult! This, with better auſpices, 
_ %1nall ſtand on Britiſh earth to tell the world 
o Marlborough fought, for whem, and how re- 


aid 
Nor ſhall the conſtant love 


| 


is ſervices. 
ef her who rais'd this monument be loſt 
ln dark oblivion: that ſhall be the theme 

Of tuture Bards in ages yet unborn, _ 
inſyir'd with Chaucer's fire, who in theſe groves 


+:ir(t run'd the Britiſh harp, and little deem'd 

is humble dwelling ſhould the neighbour be 

fr Blenheim, houſe ſuperb ; to which the throng 

f travellers approaching ſhall not paſs 

! 5 roof unnoted, but ieſpectſul hail | 
Vith reverence due. Such honour does the Muſe 

brain her favourites. - But the noble pile 

' Viy theme) demands my voice.—O ſhade ador'd, 

:! ar thorough ! who now above the ſtarry ſphere 


Fncil'k in the palaces of heaven, ecthron 4 


Tue powers of thought-- to beneſit mankind ? | 


Where v.rtue, by the charms of wit refin'd, 


At once exalts and poliſnes the mi inci? 


How different trom our modern gvilty art, 
W hich pleaſes only to corrupt the heart; 


VW heſe curſt refinements odious vice adorn, 


And teach to honour what we ouyht to ſcorn! 
Doſt thou in ſage hiſtor.ans joy to ſee 

How Roman greatneſs roſe with liberty: 
How the ſame hands that tyrants durſt contro! 
1 heir empire ſtretch'd from Atlas to the Pole; 
Till wealth and conqueſt into ſlaves refin'd 


[The proud luxurious maſters of mankind ? 
Voit thou in letter'd Greece each charm admire, 


Each grace, each virtue, Freedom could *** ; 


| Yet in her troubled ſtate ſee all the woes, 


And all the crimes, that giddy Faction knows z 
Till, rent by parties, by corruption ſold, 
Or weakly careleſs, or too raſhly bold, 

She ſunk beneath a mitigated doom, 
The flare and tutoreſs of protecting Rome ? 
Does calm Philcſophy her aid impart 

To guide the paſſions, and to mend the heart? 
Taught by her precepts, haſt thou learnt the end 


To which alone the wiſe their ſtudies bend; 


For which alone by nature were defign'd 
Not, 
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Not, like a clozfter'd drone, to read and doſe, 

In undeſerving, undeſerv'd, repoſe ; 

But Reaſon's influence to diffuſe ; to clear 

Th enlighten'd world of every gloomy fear; 

Diſpel rhe miits of error, and unbind 

Thoſe pedant chains that ciog the freeborn mind. 

Happy who thus his leiſure can employ! _ 

He knows the pureſt hours of tranquil joy ; 

Nor vext with pangs that buſier boſoms tear, 

Nor loſt to ſocial virtue's pleaſing care; 

Safe in the port, yet labouring to ſuſtain 

| Thoſe who ſtill float on the tempeſtuous main. 
So Locke the days of ſtudious quiet ſpent; 

So Boyle in wiſdom fourd divine content; 

So Cambray, worthier of a happier doom, 

The virtuous ſlave of Louis and of Rome. 


Good * Wor'ſter thus ſupports his drooping 


| age, 

Far from court-flattery, far from party-rage ; 

He, who in ycuth a tyrant's frown defy*d, 

Firm and intrepid on his country's fide, 

Her boldeſt champion then, and now her mildeſt 
| guide |! 

O generous warmth! O ſanctity divine q 

To emulate his worth, my friend, be thine : 

Learn from his lite the duties of the gawn ; 

Learn, not to flatter, nor inſult the crown; 

Nor baſely ſervile, court the gu:lty great, 

Nor, raiſe the church a rival to the ſtate: 


Io erro mild, to vice alone ſevere, 


Seek not to ſ pread the /aw of love by fear. | 
The prieſt who plagues tue world can never 
mend: 

| No ſoe to man was &'er to God a friend. 
Loet reaſon and let virtue faith maintain; _ 
All torce but theirs is impious, weak, and vain. 
Ale otiier cares in other climes engage, 
Cares that become my birth, and ſuit my age; 
In various knowledge to improve my youtu, 
And conquer prejudice, worſt foe to truth; 
By foreign arts domeitic faults to mend, | 
Enlarge my notions, and my views extend; 
The uſeful ſcience of the world to know, _ 
Which books can never teach, or pedants ſhow. 
A A nation here I pity and admire, 

Wiom nobleſt ſentiments of glory fire, | 
Yet taught, by cuſtom's force and bigot fear, 


Lo ſerve with pride, and hoaſt the yoke they bear: | 


VVhote nobles, born to cringe and to command, 
In courts a mean, in camps a generous band,) 
From each low tool of power, content receive 
Thoſe laws, their dreaded arms to Europe give. 5 
Whoſe people (vain in want, in bondage bleſt ; 
Though plunder” d, BAY 3 induſtrious, chough op- 


With Tons, follies riſe above their fate, 
'The jeſt and envy of each wiſer ſtate. 
Vet here the Muſes deign'd a while to * 

In the thort ſun-fhine of a favouring court: 


„Bp. Hough, 


| 
Were Orleans waſted every vacant hour, 


No 


| Us 
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Here Boileau, ſtrong in ſenſe and ſharp in wit, 

Who, from the ancients, like the ancients writ, 

Permiſſion gain'd inferior vice to blame, 

By flattering incenſe to his maſter's fame. 

Here Moliere, firſt of comic wits, excell'd 

Whate' er Athenian theatres beheld ; 

By keen, yet decent, ſatire ſxill'd to pleaſe, 

With morals mirth uniting, ſtrength with eaſe. 

Now, charm'd, I hear the bold Corneille inſpire 

— aucuslis, with Shakeſpear's force and 

f 
Novy ſweet Racine, with milder influence, move 
The ſoften'd heart to pity and to love. | 
With mingled pain and pleaſure, I ſurvey 

The pompous works of arbitrary ſway ; 

Proud palaces, that drain'd the ſudjects · fore, 

Rais'd on the ruins of th* oppreſt and poor; | 

Where ev'n mute walls are taught to flatter tate, 

And painted triumphs ſtyle Ambition EAT. 
With more delight thoſe pleaſing ſhades I view, 


| 


| 
| 


Where Conde from an envious court withdre w T3 
Where, ſick of glory, faction, power, and pride, 
Sure judge how empty all, who all had tried i} 
Beneath his palms the weary chief repos'd, 
And life's great ſcene in quiet virtue clos'd. 
With ſhame that other fam'd retreat I ſee, 
Adorn'd by art, diſgrac'd by luxury 1: 


in the wild riot of unbounded power ; 
Where feveriſh debauch and impious love 
Stain'd the mad table and the guilty grove. ' 

With theſe amuſements is thy friend detainꝰ d, 
Pleas'd and inſtructed in a foreign land; 
Vet oſt a tender wiſh recals my mind 
From preſent ij joys to dearer lef behind ? 
O native iſle, fair Freedom's happieſt ſeat ! 
At thought of thee, my bounding pulſes beat; 
At thought of thee, my heart impatient burns, 
And all my country on my ſoul returns. 
When ſhall I ſee thy fields, whoſe plenteons grain 
power can raviſh from th* induſtrious ſwain ? 
When kiſs, with pious love, the ſacred earth 
That gave a Burleigh or a Ruſſel birth ? 
When, in the ſhade of laws, that long have ſtone, 
Propt by their care, or ſtrengthen'd by their blood, 
Of fearleſs independence wiſely vain, | 
The proudett flave of Bourbon's race diſdain ? 
Yet, oh! what doubt, what ſad prefaging 

voice, 


| 


- | Whiſpers within, and bids me not rejoice ; 


Bids me contemplate every ſtate around, 

From ſultry Spain to Norway's icy bound ; 

Bids their loſt rights, their ruin'd glories ſee 3 1 
And ** * like oy once Were 


„Tho victories of Louis the Fourteenth, painted 


in the galleries of Verſailles. _ : 


+ Cnantilly. 
1 St. Cloud. 


To 
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Bids every gloomy vexing paſſion fiy, 

And tunes each jarring ftring to harmony. 
Ev*n while I write, the name of Love in 

More pleating thoughts, and more enlivening fires 4 
Beneath his power my raptur'd fancy glows, 
And every tender verſe more ſweetly flows. 
Dull is the privileg of living free ; 

Our hearts were ne ver ſorm'd for liberty: 

Some beauteous image, well imprinted there, 
Can beſt defend them from conſuming care. 

In vain to groves and gardens we retire, . 


THOU. whoſe friendſhip mp oy nd le, And Nature in her rural works admire; 


Whoſe virtues warm me, 


guide ; 7 | 

Thou to whom — right'y underſiood, 
Is but a larger power of being good; 

Say, Poyntz, Levy: i the toil of anxious ſtate, 

Does not thy ſecret ſoul defire retreat ? 

Doſt thou not wiſh (the taſk of glory done) 

Thy buſy life at length mjght be thy own ; 

That, to thy lov'd philoſophy reſign'd. ; 

No care might ruffje thy unbended mind? 

is the wiſh. For ſure the happieſt meed, 
o favour'd man by ſmiling Heaven decreed, 

Is, to refle&t at eaſe on glorious pains, 

And calmly to enjoy what virtue gains. 

Not bim I praiſe, who, from the world retir d, 

By no enlivening generous paſſion fir d, 

On flowery couches ſlumbers life away, 

And gently bids his active powers decay; 

Who fears bright Glory's awful face to ke, 

And ſhuns renown as much as inſamy. 

But bleſt is he, who, exercis'd in cares, - 

To private leiſure public virtue bears; 

Vo tranquil ends the race he nobly run, 
And decks repoſe with trophies Labour won. 
Him Honour follows to the ſecret ſhade, 
And crowns propitious his declining head ; 
ln his retreats their harps the Muſes firing, 

For him in lays unbought ſpontaneous Gryg ; 

- Friendſhip and Truth on all his moments wait, 

Pleas'd with retirement better than with ſtate; 


Though geateful theſe, yet theſe but faintly charm: 
PP They may delight us, but can never warm. 
May ſome fair eyes, my friend, thy boſom fire 
With pleaſing pangs of ever-gay defire ; 
And teach thee that foft ſcience, which alone 
Still to thy ſearching mind reſts lightly known! 
Thy ſoul, though great, is tender and refin'd, 
To friendſhip ſenſible, to love inclin'd, 
And therefore long thou canſt not arm thy breaſt | 
Againſt the entrance of ſo ſweet a gueſt. 
Hear what th' inſpiring Muſes bid me tell, 
For Heaven ſhall ratify what they reveal: 
A choſen bride ſhall in thy arms be plac'd, 
With all th* attractive charms of beauty grac'd, 
< Whoſe wit and virtue ſhall thy own expreſs, 
DPiſtinguiſꝰd only by their ſoſter dreſs: 
« Thy greatneſs ſhe, or thy retreat, ſhall ſhare; 
Sweeten tranquill:ty, or ſoſten care; 
« Her ſmiles the taſte of every joy ſhall raiſe, 


And add new pleaſure to renown and praiſe ; 


Till . my verſe would 


A «& + That happnes i near allied to love.” | 


And round the bower, where humbly great he lies, Z VE R 8 E 8 


F air olives bloom, or verdant laurels riſe. 

So when thy country ſhall no more demand 
The needfui aid of th y ſuſtaining hand ; 
When peace reſtor'd ſhall, on her cowny wing, 
Secure repoſe and care!c(s leifure bring; 
Then, to the ſhace of learned caſe retir' d, 
The world forgetting, by the world admir d, 

Among thy books and friends, thou —___ 


Contemplative and quiet happineſs : 


Pleas' d to review a life in honour ſpent, 
And painful merit paid with ſweet content. 
Fet, thouph thy hours uncloeg'd with ſorrow roll, 
Though wiſdom calm, and ſcience fred thy ſoul, 
One dearer bliſs remains to be poſſeſt, 
| 'That only can improve and crown the reſt.— 
Permit thy friend this ſecret to reveal, | 
Which thy own heart perhaps would better tell ; ; 
The point to which our ſweeteſt paſſions move 
Js, to be truly lov'd, and fondly love. 
This is the charm that ſmooths the troubled breaſt, 
Friend of our 8 of our reſt; 
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| UCH — a Ge | 

A hand, or colours, to expreſs thy mind? 

A mind unmov'd by every vulgar fear, - 

In a falſe world that dares to be fincere; 

Wiſe without art; without ambition great ; 
Though firm, yet pliant; active, though ſedate; 
m all the She ſtores of learning fraught, 
vet better ſtill by native prudence taught; 

| | {Thar, fond the griefs of the diſtreſt to heal, 


2 | [Can pity frailties it could never feel; 


That, when Misſortune ſued, ne'er ſought to know 
What ſect, what party, whether friene or foe ; 
That, fix'd on equal virtue's temperate laws, 
Deſpiſes calumny, and ſhuns applauſe ; 

That, to its own per ſections ſingly blind, 
6 for another think this praiſe 9 
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No more let meaner fatire dim the rays 
AN That flow m:3: tic io thy nobler bays; 
« In all the flowery paths of Pindus ſtray, 
; | 3 14 e 
4 omy 9 3 | | Nor, when lot engaging e is thine, 
EPISTLE TO Mz. POPE, | « Acdrefs the leaſt attractive of the Nine, 
ED, | | 4 Hf thee more worthy were thy taſk, to raiſe 
ES We A laſting column to thy country's vraife ; 
FROM ROME, 1730. J.. Jo ung the land, winch yet alone cac boaſt 
| That liberty corrupted Rome has lot; 
Where Sc:cuce in the arms of Peace is !aid, | 
* And plants her palm beneath the clive's ſhade, 
„ Such was tie theme for which my lyre I ſtrung, 
|< Such wa- the peepts whole ex E ioits I ſung; 
4 Brava, vet reſin d, fer ars and arts tenowon'd, | 
e W.hdifierent bays by Mars and Pirebus crown di | 
1 Dauntieſs oppoſers ot tyrann:c ſway, 


RTAL bard! for whom each Muſe has 


wove 
he faireſt garlands of th? Aonian grove ; 
Preſerv d our drooping genivs to reſtore, 
When Addiſon and Congreve are no more; 
After ſo many — — 7 
The darken'd 8 remain1 
3ꝙ6?!! mon i AY 1+ But pleas'd a ;aild Auguſius to obey. 
Inſpir'd by memory of antient wit; ef theſe commands ſubanfſive thou receive, 
For now no more theſe climes their influence boaſt, + Immortal and unblam? thy name ſhall live, 


Fall'n in their glory, and their virtue loſt ; Envy to black Cocytus ſhall retire ; | 

| From tyrants, and from prieſts the Mutes iy 4 And howl with Furies in torraenting fire; 
Daughters of Reaſon and of Liberty! 1©* Approving Tim. thall conſecrate thy lays, 

Nor Baiz now, nor Umbria's plain they love, And join the patriot's to the poet's praiſe. - 


Nor on the banks of Nar or Mincio rove; A 
| | To Thames's flowery borders they retire, "I 
And kindle in thy breaſt the Roman fire. 
So in the ſhades, where, chear'd with ſummer rays, 
Melodious linnets warbled ſprightly lays, 2M ET 
Soon as the faded, falling leaves complain WW | | 1 0 


Of gloomy Winter's inaufpicious reign, 1 
No tuneful voice is heard of joy or love, — 
_ But mournful filence ſaddens all the grove, | | LorD HERVEY. 

_ Unhappy Italy! whoſe alter'd ſtate a - 2: 
Has felt the worit ſeverity of fate: | 1 iN THE YEAR 20. FROM /WOREESTERSHIRE, 4 
Not that barbarian hands her Iaſces broke, | 
And bow'd her haughty neck beneath their yoke ; 5 N 

Nor that her palaces to earth are thrown, = ene no rere naviusaqu ne 
Her cities deſart, and her fields unſown; | r y petimus quod petis, | 
But that her ancient ſpirit is decay*d, | | 
That ſacred wiſdom from her bounds is fied radios ns 6 ce non defi wp 


That there the ſource of ſcience 5 = 


| Whence its rich ſtreams ſupplied the world befo e. 


„ {uftrious names! that once in Latium ſhin'd, AVOURITE of Venus and the tuneful Nine, | 
Torn to inſtru, and to command mankind ; | 


Pollio, by Nature form'd in courts to ſhine, 

Chiefs, by whoſe virtue migity Rome was rais'd, | Wilt thou once more a kind attention lend, 
And poets, who thoſe chiefs ſublimely prais'd; To thy long abſent and forgotten friend ; 

Ott I the traces you have left explore, Who, afier ſeas and mountains wander'd o'er, 
Your athes viſit, and your urns adore ; Return'd at length to his own native ſhore, 

Alt kiſs, with lips devout, ſome mouldering fone From all that's gay retir'd, and all that's great, 
With ivy's venerable ſhade o'ergrown ; 5 Beneath the ſhades of his paternal ſeat, : 
Thoſe horrid ruins better pleas'd to ſee | Has found that happineſs he ſought in vain 

Than all the pomp of modern luxury. On the fam'd banks of Tiber and of Seine? 

4s late on Virgil's tomb freſh flowers 1 firow' d, | *Tis not to view the well- proportion d pile, 

Wuile with th inſpiring Muſe my boſom glow'd, The charms of Titian's and of Raphael's ſtile; 

: Crown'd with eternal bays, my raviſh'd eyes [At ſoft Italian ſounds to melt away ; 

| Beheld the poet's awful form ariſe: IJ0or in the fragrant groves of myrtle ſtray ; 

| : Stranger, he ſaid, whoſe pious hand has 1 That lulls the tumults of the foul to reſt, 

* Theſe grateful rites to my attentive made, Jr makes the fond poſſeſior truly bleſt. 

| When thou ſhalt breathe thy happy native air, In our own breaſts the iource of pleaſure lies, 

| To Pope this meſſage from his maſter bear: Still open, and ftill flowing to che wiſe; 

| <* Great bard, whoſe numbers I myſelf inſpire, 


i Not forc d by toilſome art and wild deſire 
To whom I gave my own harmonious lyre, Zeyond the hounds of nature to aſpire, 
* If, high exalted on the throne of wit, — 8 in its proper channels gliding far; 


* Near me and Homer thou aſpire to lt, A common benefit, which all may ſhare, 


Hon. 2 


1 But be a 0 ——— at Tn. 
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| Vet half mankind this eaſy good diſdain, 


Nor reliſh happineſs unhought by pain; 
Pale is their tate of bliſs and thene their ſearch 
is vain. 
So idle, yet ſo reſtleſs, are our minds, 
We climb the Alps, and brave the raging winds ; 
Throu h various toils to ſeek Content we roam, 
Which with but Ain li; grigit weile ours at home. 
For not the ceaſeleis change of tniſted place 
Can from the heart a ſettlec grief eraſe, 
Nor can the purer balm of foreign air 
Heal the diſtem per d mind of aching care. 
The wretch, by wild impatience driven to rove, 
Vext with the pangs of ill-requited love, 
From Pole to Pole the fatal arrow bears, = 
Whoſe rooted point his bleeding boſom tears, 
With equal pain each difierent clime he tries, 
And is himſelf that torment which he flies. 
For how ſhould ills, which trom our paſſion 
e flow, 
| Be chang'd by "Aﬀrick's heat, or Ruſſia's ſnow ? 
Or how can auglit but powerful reaſon cure 
W hat from unthinking folly we endure ? 
Happy is He, and He alone, who knows 
His heart's uneaſy diſcord to compoſe ; 
In generous love of others good, to fir.d 
The ſweeteſt pleaſures of the ſocial mind ; 
Io bound his wiſhes in their proper ſphere ; 3 
Io nouriſn pleaſing hape, and conquer anxious fear: 
This was the wiſdom ancient ſages taught, 
This was the ſovereign good they juſtly ſought; 
This to no place or climate is confin*d, 
| But the ſree native produce of the mind. 
Nor think, my Lord, that courts to you wy | 
The uſeful practice of philoſophy : | ; 
Horace, the wiſeſt of the tune ful choir, 
Not always choſe from greatneſs to retire ; 
But, in the palace of Auguitus, knew 
'The ſame unerring maxims to purſue, 
Which, in the Sabine or the Velian ſhade, 
His ſtudy and his happineſs he made. 
May you, my friend, by his example taught, 
View all the giddy ſcene with ſober thought ; 3 
Undazzled every glittering folly ſee, 
And in the midit of ſlaviſn forms be free; | 
In its own centre keep your ſteady mind, 
Let Prudence guide you, but let Honour bind. 
In ſhow, in manners, act the courtier's part, 


ADVICE TO A LADY. 
M.DCC,SXXI, 


"HE counſels of a friend, Belinda, hear, 
Too roughly kind to pleaſe a lady's ear, 
Unlike the flatteries of a lover's pen, 
Such truths as women ſeldom learn trom men. 


| Nor think ] praiſe you ill, when thus I ſhow 
What ien ale vanity might fear to know. 
Some merit's mine, to dre to be ſincere ; 
| But greater yours, ſincerity to bear. 

Harti is the fortune that your ſex attends; 
Women, like primces, find tew re. friends : 
| Al who approach them their own ers purſue ; 


i Love's and Vinitters are feldon tive. 


Hence oft io I on let leſs Beauty ſtrays, 
And the moſt tr. ſted guice the moſt hetrays: 
Her ce, by tond dreams ei fancied power amus'd, 


f When moit ye tyrannize, you're moſt avus'd. 


What is your ſexs earlief?, lateſt care, 


| | Your heart's ſupreme ambition ? To be fair. 


For this, the toilet every thouglit employs, 


| [Hence all the toils of dreſs, and all the joys: 


y or this, hands, lips, and eyes, are put to ſchool, 
And each inſtructed feature has its rule: 

And yet how few have learnt, when this is given, 
Not to diſgrace the partial boon of Heaven! 

How few with all their pride of form can move 
How few are lovely, that are made for love! 


| Do you, my fair, endeavour to polleſs 


An elegance of mind as well at dreſs ; 

Be that your ornament, and know to pleaſe 
By graceful Nature's uraffeQed eaſe. 

| Ner make to dangerous wit a vain pretence, 
But wiſely reſt content with modeſt ſenſe ; 
For wit, like wine, intoxicates the brain, 
Too ſtrong for feeble woman to ſuſtain : 


Ot thoſe who claim it more than half have none; 
[And half of thoſe who have it are 2 | 
1 | Be till ſuperior to your ſex's arts, 

Nor think diſhoneſty a proof of parts: 


For you, the plaineſt is the wiſett rule 1 
iy cunning Wwonan is a knaviſh focl. | 
Le good yourſelf, nor think another's ſhame 


{Can raiſe your merit, or adorn your fame. 


Prudes rail at whores, as ſtateſmen in diſgrace 
At miniſters, becauſe they wiſh their place. | 
Virtue is amiable, mild, ſerene ; 

Witt out, all beauty; and all peace l 
The honour of a prude is rage and itorm, 

Tis uglineſs in its moſt frightful form. 


Irxiercely it ſtands, defying gods and men, 
| [As fiery monſters guard a giant's den. 


Seek to be good, but aim nat to Le great: 


IA woman's nobleſt ſtation is ictreat: 


Her faireſt virtues fly from public fight, f 


| [Domeſtic worth, that ſhuns too ſtrong a liglit. 


To rougher man Ambition's taſk reſign: 


Tis ours in ſenates or in courts to ſhine ; 
ro labour for a funk corrupted ſtate, 
[Or dare the rage of Envy, and be great. 
| {One only care your gentle breaſts thould move, 


Th' important bufineſs of your life is love; 


[To this great point direct your conſtant aim, 
1 This makes your happineſs, and this your fame. 


Be never cool reſerve with paſſion join: d 


| | With caution choofe ; but then be fondly kind. 
| The ſelfiſh heart, that but by halves is given, 

{Shall find no place in Love's delightful heaven; 

Here fweet extremes alone can truly bleſs; 


headed 


| | A maid 


| 
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A maid unaſk'd may own a well-plac'd flame; 


Not loving fit, but loving wwreng, is ſhame. 

| Contemn the little pride of giving pain, 

Nor think that conqueſt juſtifies diſdain. 

Short is the period of inſulting power : 

Offended Cupid finds bis vengeful hour; 

Soon will reſume the empire which he gave, 

And ſcon the tyrant ſhall become the ſlave. 
Bleſt is the maid, and worthy to be bleſt, 

Whoſe ſoul, entire by him ſhe loves poſſeſt, 

Feels every vanity in fondneſs loſt, 

And aſks no power but that of pleaſing moſt : 

Hers is the bliſs, in juſt return, to prove 

The honeſt warmth of undiſſembled love; 

For her, inconſtant man might ceaſe to range, 

And gratitude forbid deſire to change. | 
But, leſt harſh care the lover's peace deſtroy, 

And roughly blight the tender buds of joy, 

Let Reaſon teach what Paſſion fain would hide, 

That Hymen's bands by Prudence ſhould be tied, 

Venus in vain the wedded pair would crown, 

If angry Fortune on their union frown : 

| Soon will the flattering dream of blifs be o'er, 


And cloy'd imagination cheat no more. 


Then, waking to the ſenſe of laſting pain, 
With mutual tears the nuptial couch they ſtain; 
And that fond love, which ſhould afford bet, 
Does but encreaſe the anguiſh of their grief: | 
While both could eafier their own ſorrows hear, 
Than the ſad knowledze of each other's care. 
Yet may you rather feel that virtuous pain, 
Than fell your violated charms for gain; 4 
Than wed the wretch whom you deſpiſe or hate, 
For the vain glare of uſeleſs wealth or ſtate. 
The moſt abandon'd proſtitutes are they, 
Who not to love, but avarice, fall a prey: 
Nor aught avails the ſpecious name of wife; 
A maid fo wedded is 4 where for 1: life. 


Ev'n in the happieſt choice, where — 


Heaven 
Has equal love and eaſy fortune given, 
Think not, the Huſband gain'd, that all is done: 
The prize of happineſs muſt ſtill be won: 
And oſt, the careleſs find it to their coſt, 
The lover in the huſband may be loſt; 
The Graces might a/one his heart ale; 3 
They and the Virtues meeting muſt ſecure. 


Let ev'n your prudence wear the pleaſing dreſs 5 


Of care for him, and anxious tenderneſs. 
From kind concern about his weal or woe, 
Let each domeſtic duty ſeem to flow. 


— Me houfhold ſeeptre if he bids you bear, 


Make it it your pride his ſe-want to appear : 
Endearing thus the common acts of liſe, 

The miſtreſs ſtill ſhall charm him in the wife; 
And wrinkled age ſhall unobſerv*d come on, 
Betore his eye perceives one beauty gone : 

Ev'n o'er your cold, your ever- ſacred urn, 
His confiart flame ſhall unextinguiſh'd burn. 


'Thus 1, Belinda, would your charms improve, | 


And form your heart to all the arts of love. 
The taſk were harder, to ſecure my own 
Againſt the power of thoſ- already known: 
For well you rwiſt tlie ſec:et chains that bind 
With par force the * mind, 


| 
[I would 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love 


Skill'd every ſoft attraQtion to employ, 
Each flattering hope, and each alluring j joy. 
ö I own your genius; and from you receive 


1 which to you I give. 


| | | - 


e 


12 1 


Delia on the plain appears, 
Aw'd by a thouſand tender fears, 


h, but dare not move: 


II. 


\Whene'er ſhe ſpeaks, my raviſh'd ear 
No other voice but hers can hear, 


No other wit but hers approve: 
[Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 


3 * 


If ſne ſome other youth commend, 
Though I was once his fondeſt friend, 
His inſtant enemy I prove : | 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 


: when me is abſent, I no more 5 
I Delight in all that pleas'd before, 
| The cleareſt ſpring, or ſhadieſt grove : 


——_— — i this be favs? 
_ V 


| when, 8 af dematy wala, 


Her nets ſhe ſpread for every ſwain, 


[I ſtrove to hate, but vainly trove: 


Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 


s o A . 


IE heavy hours are almoſt paſt 
That part my love and me: 


: My longing eyes may hope at laft 


Their ak with to ſee, 
In. 


But tow, my Delia, will you 8 
The man you've loſt fo long ? 


J Will love in all your pulſes beat, 
- | And trembie on your tongue 
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III. 


Will you in every look declare 
; R. 
And heal cacu idly-anxious care 
: Our fears in abſence frame? 


IV. 


Thus, Delia, thus I paint the ſcene, 
| When ſhortly we ſhall meet ; 


g nn 10 


No more to let us 
a 
T0 die, A | 


DAMON AND DELTA. | 
IN IMITATION OF HORACE AND LYDIA.| 


| WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1732. 


Danon. : 


LL me, my Delia, tell me why 
My kindeft, fondeſt looks you fly > 
What means this cloud upon your brow ? 
Have I offended ? Tell me how !—= 
Some change has happen'd in your heart, 
Some rival there has ſtol'n apart; 
Reaſon theſe fears may diſapprove : . 
"GILES, becauſe I love. 


Daria. 


0 ku tell me Damon, why 1-day 
At Belvidera's feet you lay? 


And every trifling beauty rais d, 
As if you meant to let me ſee 

Your flattery is not all for me? 

Alas! too well your ſex I knew, 
Nor was ſo weak to think you true. 


Damon. 


Unkind! my falſchood to upbraidy 
When your qwn orders I obey'd; 
Tou bid me try, by this deceit, 

The notice of the world to cheat, 


| 


N 


| 


| 


\ 
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And hide, ber eatii another name, 


— eeret of our mutual flame. 


Der. 


Damon, your prudence I confeſs, 
But Jet me with it had been leſs; 
Too well the Lover's part you play'd, 


With too much art your court you made ; 


Had it been only art, your eyes 
Would nee have join'd 4 


Damon. 


| Ah! ceaſe thee idly to meet TT 
With groundlefs fears thy virgin breaft. | 
[While thus at fancied wrongs you grieve, 


— as at. Aeon 


Dar. 


Though well I might your truth diſtruſt, 


IE 
eaſon may diſapprove ; 
I believe, becauſe I love. 


| 0 | D | E. 
1 ; IMITATION or PASTOR ro. 
Come gioventu del anno.” 
WRITTEN ABROAD IN 1729. 


_ 


Pers * 0 gay 


deſires, 
outh of the tender year, delightful Springs 


At whoſe approach, inſpir'd with equal 


3— IECIEING? - 5 
1 
Return the ſmiling hours I once poſſeſt; 


© Bleffings thou bring*ſ to others, but to me 
OC 9 aoa Sonata 
Why with fach warmeh her charms you privy 1 e Ut 
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— which Winter foarc's away, 
J. Renew'd in all their former luſtre ſhine; 
 }But, ah! no more ſhall 


hapleſs I be gay, | 
F 


IV. 

En — 
on their wings yrs e bear: 

Harſh is the muſic, joyleſs is — ſcene, | 

| The odour faint: for Delia is not there. 


1 V. Chear 


How would 1j 


LYTTELTO 
V. 


Cheerleſs and cold I feel the genial ſun, 
From thee while abſent I in exile rove; 
lovely preſence, faireſt light, alone 
E warm my heart to gldneſs and to love, 


- 


klare of ax ELEGY or TIBULLUS. 
TRANSLATED 1729-30. 


0 Divitiasais fulvo ati congeat auro.”) 


ET others heap of wenkh a hining ficre, 


| Let them, diſquieted with dire alarms, 
Aſpire to win a dangerous fame in arms: 
Me tranquil poverty ſhall lull to reſt, 
-Humbly ſecure, and indol ntly bleſt ; 
Warm'd by the blaze of my own chearful hearth, 
Ill waſte the wintery hours in ſocial mirth; 
In Summer pleas'd attend to harveſt toils, 
In Autumn preſs the vinevard's purple ſpoiis, 
And oft to Delia in my boſom bear ED 
Some kid, or lamb, that wants its mother's care: 
With her I'll celebrate each glacſome day, | 
When ſwains their ſportive rites to Bacchus pay: 
With her new milk on Pales' altar pour, 1 
And deck with ripen'd fruits Pomona's bower. 
At night, how ſoothing would it be to hear, 
Safe in her arms, the tempeſt howling near; 
Or, while the wintery clouds their deluge pour 
| Slumber aſſiſted by the beating ſhower! 


A i a EE who tron]. 
In ſearcli of wealth, the black tempeſtuous waves! | 


While I, contented with my little ſtore, 

In tedious voyage ſeek no cuſtant ſhore 

| But, idly lolling on ſome ſhady ſeat, 
| Near cooling fountains ſhun the dog-ftar's heat: 
For what reward ſo rich could Fortune give, 
That I by abſence ſhould my Delia grieve 7 
Loet Great Meſſala ſhine in martial toils, 
And grace bis palace with triumphal ſpoils ; : 
Me Beauty holds, in ſtrong though gentle chains, 
Far ſrom tumultuous war and duſty plains. 
With thee, my love, to paſs my tranquil days, 
How would I flight Ambition's painful praiſe! 
Joy with thee, my love, to yoke 
The cx, and feed my ſolitary fleck ! | 
On thy ſoft breaſt might I but lean my head, 
How downy ſhould I think the woodland bed ! 
2 who ſleeps not by his fair-one”s 
| Peteſts the gilded couch's uſeleſs pride, 
Nor knows his weary, weeping eyes to cloſe, 
| Though — rills invite him to repoſe. 
3 


| 
For all the honours 


And, much poſſeſſing, labour mall for more 3 1 


This hour is Love's —be Fortune's all the reſt. 


| Which Pity and Eſteem can move 
| The jealous doubt, the tender care, 


| [aks! by fone degren ef wer. . 


| F 
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Hard his who fair, 


war can give; 


W the vanquiſh'd Eaſt he ſpread his 


And Parthian tyrants tremble at his name ; 
Though, bright in arms, while hoſts around him 


With martial pride he preſt his foaming ſteed. 
No, pomps like theſe my humble vows require; 
With thee Ill live, and in thy arms expire. | _ 
Thee may my cloſing eyes in death behold ! ; 
Thee may my faultering hand yet ſtrive to hold! | | 
Then, Delia then, thy heart will melt in woe, 

hen o'er my breathleſs clay thy tears will flow z 


Thy tears will flow, for gentle is thy mind, 


Nor doſt thou think it weakneſs to be kind 


But, ah! fair mourner, I conj:e thee, ſpare 


Thy heaving breaſts and looſe diſhevcl'd hair: 
Wound not thy form ; leſt on th* Tlyfian coaſt 
Thy anguiſh ſhould diſturb my peaceful ghoſt. 
But now nor death nor parting ſhould employ 
Our ſprightly thoughts, or camp, our bridal joy 5 
We'll live, my Delia; and from life: move 

All care, all buſineſs, but delightful Love. 

Old age in vain thoſe pleaſures would retrieve 
Which youth alone can taſte, alone can give; 
Then let us ſnatch the moment to be bleſt, 


7 * 
7 . 
* F 


| WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1732. 


I, 


AY, Myra, on 
A ſtranger to that mind, 8 


| «—— 


[1 becauſe you fear to ſhare 
The ills that Love moleſt; 
| That rack the amorous breaſt ? = 


= 


We every bliſs muſt gain: | 
The heart can ne'er a tranſport know, 
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| TO MISS LUCY FORTESCUE. 


\NCE, by the Muſe alone inſpir'd 


Twiexzunau, WHICH HE HAD LIAN 1 108 my —— = 4 

To Mas. GaviII IE. Vet every tender maid, deceiv'd, 
| The idly-mournful tale believ'd, | 

In Avcusr 1735. And wept my fancied pains. 
{But Venus now, to puniſh me 
I. ere ſeign d fo well, 

made my heart ſo fond of thee, 

O, Thames, and tell the buſy town, | SS Domes ata. 

accents foft enough inſpire, 


Thy once-lov*d ſhades deplore. 


BY - 


Vet till, for beautrous Greville's ſake, | 

The Muſes here remain; 

_ Greville, whoſe eyes have power to make 
| A Pope of every fn. ” 


EPIGR AN 


TONE dons ba vr lov'd the brighteft fair 


deſpair. 


To Ma. WEST, ar WICKHAM-, 
WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1740. 


F. Nature” 8 Swank fim plicity, 
| With eiegance refin'd, | 
Well in thy ſeat, my friend, I ſee, 
But better in thy mind. 


To both, ſrom courts and all their de, 
Eager 1 fly, to prove 
Joys far above a Courtier's fate, 
T racquillity and Love. 


See the Inſcription in Mr. Weſt's Poems. 


| ; TO THE 


Its real flame to tell. 


| wry 


HAMMOND”; ELEGIES. 


At that of Love can be expreſs's, 


In theſe ſoft numbers ſee ; | 
But, Lucy, would you know the reſt, 
_ Ie muſt be read in me. N 


8 have cad die, 
Not ſwiſter ſeems that hour to fly, 
Then flow the minutes ſeem to me, 


{Which keep me from the fight of thee. 
But Love can | ayes where Reaſon would Rot more that trembling wretch would on 


| Another day or year io live; 


Than I to ſhorten what remains 


{Cf that long hour which thee detains, 


Joh! come to my impatient arms, 


Oh! come, with all thy heavenly charms, 
At once to juſtify and pay | 


The * 1 ſel from ts * 


ro THE SAME. 


8 . J. 


O eaſe my troubled mind of anxious care, 
! Laſt night the ſecret caſket I explor d, 


RE Where all the letters of my abſent fair 
=. His richeſt treaſure careful love had ſtor'd, 


IT. 


f 
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U. ond TO THE SAME. 
in ercty word a magic ſpell I found 4 | | | | 
Of power to charm each buſy thought to reſt 3 | ON HER PLEADING WANT OF TIME, 
Though every word increas'd the tender wound | FE | 
Of fond deſire Ril throbbing i in . breaſt. | 1. | | 
B | M Thames's bank, a gentle youth = q 
| | For Lucy ſigh'd, with matchleſs truth, 
go to his hoarded gold the miſer ſteals, =v'n when he ſigh'd in rhyme ; 
And loſes e very ſorrow at the fight ; 3 The lovely maid his flame return'd, 
Vet wiſhes ſtill for more, nor ever feels And would with equal warmth have burn 4, 
Entire contentment, or ſecure delight. 4 But that ſhe had not time. 
” „ 5 II. | 
Ah! ſhould I loſe thee, my too lovely maid, ot he repale's with eager feet 
Could thou forget thy heart was ever mind, in ſecret ſhades his fair to meet, ; 
Fear not thy letters ſnould the change upbraid ; Beneath th* accuſtom'd lime: 
_ My — each dear memorial ſhall refign: She would have fondly met him there, 
5 0 And heaPd with love each tender care, 
V. But that ſhe had not time. 
| Not one kind word ſhall in my power remain, e _ 


2 painful witneſs of reproach to thee ; : I TP a ©» 

And leſt my heart ſhould fill their ſerſe retain, 1« 1+ was not thus, inconftant maid ! 
my heart ſhall break, to leave thee do free. 1% You acted once,” (the ſhepherd ſaid) | 

| *© When love was in its prime: 

She griev'd to hear him thus complain; ; 

And would have writ, to eaſe his pain, ' 


„ 
IV. 
"we crime of mine has chang'd your heart, 
IN HER TEMPLE ar STOW. Ik love be not a crime,— 


We ſoon mult part for months, for years— 

205 3 She would have anſwer'd with her — 

| 10 THE SAME K. * Due that he had not dime. £ 
AIR Venus, whoſe celightful Murine Gon 

Its front reflected on the filver lake, 


A ueſe humble offerings, which thy ſervant pays, | 
Freſh flowers, and _ vereaths, prapiions 
take. 


55 To THE SAME. 


1 * my Ini exceeds al other love, 


| _ R thape, your lips, y your eyes, are aun e 
Than Lucy's charms all other charms excel, 


ſame, | 
F ar from my breaſt each ſoothing hope — Still the bright object of my conſtant Same; 3 
And there let fad — for ever dwell. But where is now the tender glance, that ſtole, 
With gentle ſweetneſs, my enchanted foul ? 
| = © | : Kind fears, impatient wiſhes, ſoft defires, 
i Each melting charm that Love alone inſpires ? | 
_ But fy my foul 3 is ; 61d with how alone ; BEE | 
No other wiſh nor other object knows : | Theſe, theſe are loſt; and I behold no more 


oh! make her, Goddeſs, make her all my own, The maid, my heart delighted to adore. 


' Yet, ſtill unchang'd, till doating to exceſs, | 
And 3 mY trembling heart ſecure re * 1 ought, but dare not try, to love you leſs; 


| Iv _ [Weakly I grieve, unpitied I complain 
1 „ IIsnBut not unpuniſh'd ſhall your change remain; | 
No watchful 922 1 T aſk, to guard her charms, For mw cold maid, whom no 2 can 
No walls of braſs, no ſteei-deſcnded door: | 4 
Fines her but once within my circling arms, {Were is more bleſt, — you like me could 
Ter fre fare, nd 1 will dowbe no more. = | love, 


Xx2 _— 


10 THE SAME, 


= I. 
Vn tin ee yo 


more, 
T blame all the fears I gave way to before : 
I fay to my heart, Be at reſt, and believe 


« That whom once ſhe has choſen the never will| 


__ © leave.” 

| | Wh | 

But, ah! when I think on each raviſhing grace 
That plays in the fmiles of tnat heavenly face: 


My heart heats again; I again apprehend 
| — 09. Crary Reon. - | 


| III. 
| Theſe painful ſuſpicions you Wen 


Since yo"! neither can leſſen your charms nor my 


love ; 


But doubts caus'd by paſſion you never can blame; 


For they are not ill founded, or you feel the ſame. 


TO THE SAME. 


WITH A new WATCH, 


| Be never turn'd upon this golden toy : 
_ Think every pleating hour too ſwiftly flies; 


| But when the cares that interrupt our lis 

| To me not always will thy ſight allow ; 
Then oft with kind impatience look on this, 
| — on Sretaaze 


| AN IRREGULAR ODE. 
WRITTEN AT WICKHAM IN 1746, 
ro THE SAME. 


TE 
2 1 s ſcenes with artleſs 8 
Ve gentle ſhades of Wickham, 4 
W hat is the charm that each ſueceſſive year, 
Which ſees me with my Lucy here, 
Can thus to my tranſported heart 
A ſenſe of joy unfelt before, impart? 


II. 


Is it glad Summer's balmy breath, that blows 


LYTTELTON' 8 POEMS. 


Four times has the revolving 


6— 3 


And meaſure time, by joy ſucceeding joy 1 = 


— 


Her balmy breath, and all her blooming ſtore 
Of rural bliſs, was here before : 

Oft have | met her on the verdant fide 

Of Norwood-hill, and in the yellow meads, 

Where Pan the dancing Graces leads, 

| Array'd in all her flowery pride. 

No ſweeter fragrance now the gardens yield, 

| No brighter colours paint th' enamel enamerd field. 


E 1 
(Is it to Love theſe new delights I o. 
ſun 
His annual circle through the zodiac run; 
| Since all that Love's indulgent power 
On favour'd mortals can beſtow, © 
Was given to me in this auſpicious bower. 
| 3 : ve; 
Here firſt my Lucy, ſweet in virgin charms, 
Was yielded to my longing arms ; 
And round our nu ptial bed, | 
Hovering with purple wings, the 1dalian boy 


Shook from his radiant torch the Eliſsfpl fires 
Of innocent deſires, | 


| When Venus ſcatter'd myrtles o'er her head. 


Whence then this ſtrange encreaſe of joy? 

He, only he, can tell, who, 1 
Uf ſuch another happy man there be | 
- Has by his own experience tri 
66— $4. 


10 THE 


MEMOR | y 


| | | or 
THE SAME LADY. 
1” MONODY, A. D. 11747, 


* Ipſe Cava ſolans zgrum teſtudine amorem, | 
| | Te dulcis conjux, te ſolo in littore ſecum, 


"2 Þ * te decedente canebat,” 5 


L | 5 
„ 


tar 
Alert option 
22 That in my mournful thoughts might claim ad 


Or force my tears their flowing ſtream to dry: _— 


—— —— ů —— Lag 


This lone retreat, for tender ſorrow made, 
I now may give my burden'd heart relief, 
And pour forth all my ftores of grief, 
Of grief ſurpaſſing every other woe, 


Far as the pureſt bliſs, the happieſt love 
Can on th' ennobled mind beſtow, 

| Exceeds the vulgar joys that move | 

Our groſs defires, inelegant and low, 
| Ts 
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II. | i delighted mother's ide, 
| * your infant ſteps ſhall guide ? 
Ye tufted groves, ye gently-falling rills, Ah! where is now the hand whoſe tender care 
Ye high o'eribadowing kills, To every virtue would have formn'd your youth, 
Ye lawns gay-ſiniling with eternal green, And ſtrew'd with flowers the thorny ways of truth ? 
Oft have you my Lucy ſeen ! O loſs beyond repair | 
But never ſhall you now behold ber more : O wretched father! left alone, 
Ner will ihe now with fond oclight = To weep their dire misfortune, and thy own ! 
And taſte refin'd your rural charms explore. = ſnall thy weaken'd mind, oppreſs d with woe, 
Cloſs'd are thoſe beauteous eyes in endleſs night, And drooping o'er thy Lu-y's grave, 
Thoſe beauteous eyes where beaming us'd to ſhine | perform the duties that you doubly owe 
Reaſon's pure light and Virtue's ſpark divine, | Now ſhe, alas! is gone, 
ES — Tkxrom folly and from vice their helpleſs age to fave? 
Oft would the Dryads of theſe woods rejoice | — © 
7 To hear her heavenly voice ; 5 3 
For her deſpitirg, when ſhe deign'd to fing, Where were ye, Muſes, when relentleſs Fate 
The ſweeteſt ſongſters of the ſpring: | From theſe fond arms your fair diſciple tore; 
The woodlark and the linnet pleas'd no mare; | From theſe fond arms, that vainly ftrove 
The nightingale was mute, 5 With hapleſs ineffectual love 
And every ſhepherd's flute 1 


To guard her boſom from the mortal blow ? 
Was caſt in ſilent ſcorn away, = Could not your favouring power, Aoniam 
[ While all attended to her ſweeter lay. | | 


| 

q — 

Ye larks and linnets, now refure your bos | Could not, alas! your power prolong her date, 
And thou, mclodious Philomel, For whom ſo oſt in thete infp! inſpiring ſhades, 

Again thy plaintive ſtory tell; | Or under Camden's moſs-clad mountains haar, 

For death has ſtopt that tuneful tongue, | You open' d all your ſacred ſtore, 

Whoſe muſic 1 — your warbling notes excel. Wiate'er your ancient ſages taught, 


Tv | | _ Your ancient bards ſublimely thought, 


| And bace her raptur'd breaſ} with all — __ 
In vain I look around | glow ? 
Ober all the well-known ground. V vor. 
My Lucy's %-onted footſteps to ay 5 . 
| Where oft we us'd to walk, | | 


N aan or Cullatie's 
| Where oft in tender talk _— plain, 


Ps . „ Or Aganippe's fount your ſteps detain, 
Wie ſaw the ſummer ſun go down the fy 3 j Vor in the Theſpian vallies did you play 3 ; 

Nor by yon fountain's fide, . Nor then on * Mincio's bank 5 
Nor where its waters glide 3 Y Beſet with ofters dank, 


” Along the valley, can ſhe now be found : I Nor where | Clitumnus rolls hi gentle fem, : 
In all the wide-ſtretch'd proſpea's ample bound Nor where through hanging woods, 8 


h No more my mournful eye * | Steep f Anio pours his floods, 
(| Can avght of her ur +4. ap yet where || Meles or & Iliſſus ftray. | 
4 | Dr Og . N | 1 | F 


ro dire ciſcaſe and death your darling ſhould d be left. 
5 | | © * of Hagley, where i is now your boaſt | 


Your bright inhabitant is loſt, * 8 
| You ſhe preferr'd to all the gay reſorts . wor what avail u that in early bloom, | 
1 Where female vanity might wiſh to ſhine, S 7 When light fantaſtic toys | 1 
T The pomp of cities and the pride of courts. * Are all her ſex's joys, f 
| Tee modeſt beauties ſhunn'd the public eye: Wu you ſhe ſearch'd the wi it t of Greece and 
To your ſequeſter'd dales 5 N | Rome; — 
And flower embroider d vales | And all that i in her latter days | 


From an admiring world ſhe choſe to fly: EE 1 

Wich Nature there retir'd, and Nature's * 5 ä 

The ſilent paths of wiſdom trod, 1 5 | 
1 ———— from her | „ ; — by Mantua, the birth place of 


10 emulate her ancient * 


Virgil. | | 
But thoſe, the gentleſt and the beſt, i 
_ Whoſe holy flames with energy divine Ne. | * — na ay is a river of Umbria, the reſi- 
The virtuous heart enliven and i improve, { 


The A thro Tibu T | 
The conjugal and the maternal love. | OO I eng Tier ov Thea, where 


VI. | The Meles is a river of Ionia, from 8 ' 


Homer, ſuppoſed to be born on its banks, is called 
Sweet babes, who, like the little — fawns, | Meleſigenes. 


. theſe verdant lawns 9 R a 
8 2 


Itaiia's genius could produce 
Or what the Gallic = 
Bright ſparkling could inſpire, 

By all the Graces temper'd and refin'd; 
Or what in Britain's iſle, 
Moſt ſavour'd with your ſmile, 
The powers of Reaſon and of Fancy joĩn' d 
To full perfection have con ſpir d to raiſe ? 
Ahl! What is now the uſe 
Of all thoſe treaſures that enrich'd her mind, 


| 


* now confign*d* | 


85 X. 
At leaſt, ye Nine, her ſpotleſs name 
"Tis yours from death to fave, 
And in the temple of immortal Fame 
With golden characters her worth engrave. 
Come then, ye virgin ſiſterz, come, 


, And firew with choĩceſt flowers her ballow'd 


tomb: 


Put foremoſt thou, in ſable veſtment clad, 
With accents fweet and fad, 


Thou, plaintive Muſe,whom o'er his Laura's urn 


Unbappy Petrarch call'd to mourn ; 
O come, and to this fairer Laura pay 
A more impation'd tear, a more c pathetic lay. 


XL. | 
rel how each beauty of her minc and face 


Was brighten'd by ſome ſweet peculiar grace! ! 
How eloquent in every look 


Through her expreffiveeyes her ſoul diſtinctly ſpoke !| 


Tell how her manners, by the world retin'd, 
_ Leſt all the raint of modith vice behind, 


And made each charm of polith'd ccurts __— | 


5 w ith candid Truth's fimplicity, 
And uncorrupted Innocence ! 


C 
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A wit that, temperately bright 
With inoffenſive light 
All pleaſing ſhone ; nor ever paſt 
The decent bounds that Wiſdom's ſober hand, 
And ſweet Benevolence's mild command, 
And baſhful modeſty, before it caſt. 
A pradence undeceiving, undeceiv'd, 
That nor too little nor too much believ'd, 
That ſcorn'd unjuſt Suſpicion's corard fea: * 
And without weakkneſs knew to be i. cere. 
Such Lucy was, wien, in her faireſt da: 
Amidſt th” acclaim of univerſal praiſo, 
In life's anni glory's freſheſt Lloom, 
Death came remorſeleſs on, and ivnkher to tlie wind. | 


| XII. 

So, where the ſilent ſireams of Liris glide, 
In the ſoft boſom of Campania's vale, | 
When now the winter tempeſis all are fied, 
And genial Summer breathes her gentle gale, 

The verdant orange liſts i's beauteous lead: 
From every branch the bala:y flowe. ets riſe, 
On every bough the golden fruits are ſeen; 
With odours ſweet it fills the ſmiling ſkies, 
The wood-nympbs tend, and th ldalian queen. 
But, in the midſt of all it's blooming pride, 
A ſudden blaſt from Appennmus blews, 
Cold with perpetual ſnows : 


The tender blighted wo — up its leaves, and 
dies. 


XIV. | 
be 0 Nn from th Elyſian howers, 
With never-f2ding myrtles twin'd, 
And fragrant with ambrotial flowers, 
Where to thy Laura thou again art joiw'd; 


Tell how to more than manly ſen'e 
She join'd the ſoftening influence 
Of more than female tenderrefs : 


_ Hew, in the thoughtlefs days of wealth and joy, 


Wich oft the care of other's gcod detiroy, | 
Her kindly-meiting heart, | 
To every want and every woe, 

To guilt itſelf when in diſtreſs, 

The balm of pity would impart, 
And all relief that hounty could beſtow ! 
Tu n for the kid and lamb that pour'd i its life 

Beneath the bloody knife, 
Her gentle tears would fall, 


Tears f W ſweet . wo”, benevolent to all. | 


XII. 

| Not only and kind, | 
Rut ſtrong and elevated was her mind: 5 

A ſpirit that with noble pride | 

Could look ſeperior down 

On Fortune's ſmile or frown ; 
That could without regret or pain 

To Virtue's loweſt duty ſacrifice 

Or Intereſt or Ambition's higheſt prize; 
That, injur'd or offended, never tried 

Its dignity by vengeance to maintain, 

But by — diſdain. | 


— 8 * 


Ariſe, and hither bring the filver lyre, 
Tun'd hy thy cilful hand, 
To the ſoſt notes of elegant defire, 
With which o'er many a land 
_ Was ſpread the fame of thy diſaſtrous love; 5 
Io me reſign the vocal ſhell, 
And teach my forrows to relate 
Their melancholy tale ſo wel), 
As may ev'n things inanimate, OR 
Rovgh mountain oaks and defart — to pity 
| move. | 


- » | 
What were, alas! thy woes > compar'd to mine ? 
To thee thy miſtreſs in the bliſsful band En. 
Of Hymen never gave her hand; 
The joys of wedded love were never thine. | 
In thy domeſtic care 
She never bore a ſhare, 
Nor with endearing art 
Would heal thy wounded heart 
Of every ſecret grief that feſter'd there: 
Nor did her fond affection on the bg 
Of ſickneſs watch thee, and thy languid head 
Whole nights on her unwearied arm ſuſtain, 
And charm away the ſenſe of pain: 
Nor did ſhe crown your mutual flame | 
With — — and with a — s tender name. 


* — — —B— 1 


"mn 


XVI. 
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XVI. 


O beſt of wives! O dearer far to me 
Then when thy virgin charms, 
Were yielded to my arms, 
How can my ſoul endure the loſs of thee ? 
How in the world, ro me a deſart grown, 
Abandon'd and alone, 
Without my ſweet companion can I live? 
Withour thy lovely ſmile, 
The dear reward of every virtuous toil, 
What pleaſures now can pall'd Ambition give ?| 
Ev'n the delightful ſenſe of well-carn'd praiſe, | 
| t thee, no more my lifeleſs thoughts could 


XVII. 


For my diſtra ed mind 
What ſuccour can I find? | 
On whom for conſolation ſhall I call ? 
Support me, every friend ; 
Your kind aſſiſtance lend, 
To bear the weight of this oppreſſive woe. 
Alas ! each friend of mine, 
| My dear departed love, ſo much was thine, 
That none has any comfort to beſtow. 
My books, the beſt relief | 
In every other grief, 
Are now with your idea adden d all: 
Each favourite author we together read 


* — GT and ſpeaks of Lucy} 


{ 


XVII. 


We were the happieſt pair of . kind; 
The rolling year its varying courſe — „ 
And back return'd again; | 
Another and another ſmiling came, 
And ſaw our happineſs unchang'd remain: 
Still in her golden chain 
_ Harmonious Concord did our withes bind: 1 
Our ſtudles, pleaſures, taſte, the fame. 

O fatal. ſatal ſtroke, | 
That all this plcafing fabric Love had akon 
5 Ot rar: tell city, | 

On which ev'n wanton Vice with envy gaz'd, 


And every ſcheme of b!ifs our hearts had form” d, | 
9 | HORACE, BOOK Iv. ODE Iv. 


With ſoothing hope, for m_ a future day, 
In one ſad moment broke 
Yet, O my foul, thy riſing murmurs ſtay; 
Nor dare the all- wiſe Diſpoſer to * 
Or agauiſt his ſupreme decree 
Wich impious grief complain. 


* . 
Would [thy fond love is grace to her contro!, 
And in toeſe low ahodes of fin and pain 


Her pur exaltc1 ſoul 
' Unjuit'y tor thy Paitial good Jerain?. 


| Whoſe peaceful 


Her ſpeech was the melodious voice of BF 


. 
That all thy full blown joys at once ſhould fade; . | 
Was his moſt 9 wik—and be that * | 


| 


That heavenly radiance of et<rv.a} lig. r, 
In which enthron'd ſhe now w:ti pity wc 
How frail, how inſecure, how ſliglit, 
Is every mortal bliſs ; 
Ev'n Love itſelf, if rifing by degrees 
Beyond the bounds of this imperſect tate, 
Whoſe fleeting joys ſo ſoon muſt end. 
It does not to its ſovereign good aſcend. 
Riſe then, my ſoul, with hope elate, 
And ſeek thoſe regions of ſerene delight, 
No feet but thoſe of harden'd Guilt ſhall miſs. 
There death himſelf thy Lucy ſhall reſtore, 
There yield up all his power ne er to divide you morc. 


' ON THE SAME LADY. 


| To the 
of Lucy Lyttelton, 
of Hogh Forteſcue of Fillcizh 
In the county of Devon, Eſq. 
Father to the preſent Earl of Clinton, 
By Lucy his wife, 
The daughter of Matthew Lord Aylmer, 
| Who departed this life the xgth of Jan. 1746-7. 
Aged twenty-nine, 


Having employed the ſhort time affigned to 
In the uniform practice of Religion and Virtue. 


Made to engage all hearts, and charm all eyes ; 
Though meek, magnanimous ; though witty, wi; ; 
Polite, as all her life in courts had been; 

Yet good, as ſhe the world had never ben; ; 

The noble fire of an exalted mind, 


With gentle female tenderneſs combin'd. 


| 


Her ſong the warbling of the vernal grove ; 
Her eloquence was ſweeter than her ſong, 
Soft as her heart, and as her reaſon ſtrong ; 
Her form each beauty of her mind expreſs d, 


Her mind was Virtue by the Graces dreſs d. 


| 
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46 + Qualem miciſtrum falcniris alte. n, Ec. ö 
* 


s the wing win: iner of sd ing fove, 


To who: le gave his dreadful bo! to buary 
Faithful + aſſiſtant of lis maſter”: love, | 


King of the wanderipg rations of the air, 


| 


* Firſt printed with Mr. Weſt's e ** 
Pindar. Ser the Preface to that Centoman”, s Pocr...,. 


| No—1 ather ſtrive ny] groveling mind co ra. dle 
Cp to that unclouded blaz, 


| 


F In the rape of Gan ymede, w wia as Carried v1 io 
— by an eagle, 25C0r din; bo tue 1A 5 


FE 


9 
- eue, 
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When balmy breezes fann'd the vernal ſky, 
On doubtful pinions left his parent neſt, 

In flight effays his growing force to try, 
While inborn courage fir'd his generous breaſt ; 


III. 


The — an unpratts'l for 
Now his ripe valour to pertection grown 
—— — 


IV. 

| or, r 

| Wean' d from his ſavage dam and milky food, = 

The gazing kid beholds with fearful eye, 
Decer's fait yo Rein bis render fangs in dived ; 


V. 


5 — — long unmatch'd in — ; 
Zo were their hearts with abje& terror quel ; 


Let * 8 ſtain'd with Punic bload, 
Let mighty Aſdrubal ſubdued, confeſs | 
| How much of empire and of fame is o d 
By thee, O Rome, to the Neronian race. 


x 
5 Of this be witneſs that auſpicious day, 


Which, after a long, black, tempeſtuous 1 
_ Firſt ſmild on Latium with a milder ray, 


And chear'd our drooping —_—_ with — 


light, 
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* XH. 


| XI. 

Since the dire African with waſteful ire 

| Rode o'er the ravag'd towns of Italy; 

As through the pine-trees flies the raging fire. 
| Or Eurus o'er the vext Sicilian fea, 


From this bright æra, Rds, 
The Roman glory dates her riſing power; 


From hence twas given her conquering ſword to 


| wield, 
| — ſhrines reſtore, 


on 


1 Thos Ha ſtags he ravenous wolves — prey, 


*“ Our feeble arms a valiant foe preovoke, 
„ Whom ad. — 


| an A Sattar. Garin Puke then, 


Hoſtile Auſonia, to thy deſtin'd ſhore 
« Her gods, her infant ſons, and aged fires, 


Bo funke their haughty ſpirit at the fight. | © Through angry ſeas and adverie tempeſis bore : 
'Tam'd by a 6 | .. As on high Algidusthe ſturdy cat, 
How by a boy, the fie guides the yourbfulfame,| Whoſe fpreading houghs the axe s ſharpneſs feel, 
And how great Czfar's fond “ Improves by loss, and, thriving with the ſtroke, 
pr pt andy meyer we * ...... . 
vi. 3 xi. : 
A wile foe feiags toms wiline fre: l. Not Hydra foroutine from her WO 
Their race by mettle ſprightly courſers prove; 6 «Hydra rowing om Hercales ; 8 
Nor can the warlikę eagle's active fire | {+ Nor Thebes, nor Colchis, ſuch a monſter bred, | 
c 1 . and fam d for prodigies. 
„„ XVII. 
| But education can the genius raiſe, bb onto ems like the fun, 
| And wiſe inſtructions native virtue aid; wy « Brighter the riſes from — 
Nobility without them is diſgrace, J To earth with unavailing ruin thrown, 
c BY | CAE. 
. 1 XVIII. 


| By 8 vlctory the joyful fame 


« Shall from my camp to haughty Carthage fly; | 


* Loft, loſt, are all the glories of her name 


« * With Aſdrubal her hopes and forrune die! = 


w What mall the Chandos 1 


Which Power Divine guards with itious : 
“ Which Wiſdom ſteers through all ere 
« ſtorm, 


| * Through all therocksand ſhoak of doubtiulwar?” | 


VIRTUE 
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VIRTUE AND FAME. 
TO THE COUNTESS OF EGREMONT,. 


FIRTUE and Fame, the other day, 
Happenꝰ d to croſs each others way; 
Said Virtue,“ Hark ye! madam Fame, 
« Your ladyſhip is much to hlime; 
« ſove bids you always wait on me, 
« And yet your {ace | ſcluom ſce: 
& The papes an queen emplo;s | your trumpet, 
And hb: it 4 ile ſoine handiome Rrumpet; 
« Or, tin'{criny throvgh the ranks of war, 
« Amnitic ties yeu to he car 
Saith Fame “ Dear nada: n, I proteſt, 
& ] pev-r find myſelf to bieſt 
„as when 1 humbly wait behind vou! 
« Bet 'ris fo mighty hard to find you ! 
& In ſuc! vbſcure retreats you lurk |! 
« % ſeek you, is an endlef. work. 

& Well,” anſwer'd Virtve, “I allow 
Nen piea. Put hear, and ma me now. 
« ] Erow (without offene to others) 

«* 1 know the het of wives and mothers ; 
« V ho never paſs'd an vielfs day 

« In ſcandal, goffipins, or play: 

& Whoſe modeſt wit, chattis*d by ſenſe, 

« [s lively chearful innocence ; 

« Whoſe heart nor envy kioows, nor ſpite, 
4 Whoſc duty is her fole ie ht; 

Nor ruPd by whim, nor Gave to faſt Lien 
Her parents“ joy, her huibang's pation. ”? 

Fame ſmit d and anſwer d, mn my life, 
« This is ſome country pario s wife, 

_« Who never ſaw the court nor tos n, 


„ Whofe face is howely as her bon; 


** 


« Who barquets upon Eggs ANG | — 
No, madam, no— oh mus muliaben— 

* Ibeg yon il let me fer you rig -= 

„is one with every heauty br's ht ; 5 

„ Adorn'd with every potith'” at 

« That rank or fortune can i- part : 

4 his the moſt celebrated 0 The | 

« That Britain's ſpecious iNc cin ho boaſt ; ; 

4 is princely Petworth's rod le daun; 3 

* "mY S—ment—Ga, tell u, ane.“ 


* 


ADDITION, EXTEMPORE. 


BY EARL HARDWICKE. 


AMT heard with pleaſure—ftraight replied, 
« Fir!t on my roll ſtands Wyndham's bride 3 3 


* Aly trumpet oft I've rais'd, to found 
« Her modeſt praiſe the world around! 
gut notes were wanting—Canit thou find 
« A Muſe toſing her face, her mind? 
« Relieve me, I can name but one, 
A friend of yours—"v tis Lyttelton.“ 
Ver. VII. 


* 
—— —— — — 


LETTER 
T 0 
EARL HARDWICEE: 
OCCASIONED BY 
THE FOREGOING VERSES. 
_ My Lord, 
A i.cufand thanks to your Lordſhip for your 


addition to my virſes. If you can write ſuch 
en,, It is well tor other pott, that you choſe 


ro he Lord Chancci:or, ratner than a Laureat. 
ne, explain to me a vinion | had the night before. 


Methought I ſy» before my feet, 
Witu counter arce ſerene and fweet, 
Ihe Muſe, who, in wy youiliful days, 
Had oft nſpir'd my carclefs lays. 
She ſinil'd, ard ſaid, once more I ſee 
My tugitive retur::s to me; 
Long had 1 ;oit you from my bower, 

_ & You ſcorn'd to own my ger tle pom er; 
With n.e no more your genius ſported, 
Te grave initoric , uſe you courted 

“O Or, tas“ trom earth, with ſtraining eyes; 
„ Purſned Cranua through the iſkics 3 
© Bus novo, to my nen track, | 
© Fai j .remonrt has brought you back: 
©. it Mun, iy her and Virrue I: a, 
© Thar ioſt, tuat plea ung path, to tread 3 ; 
For the e, beneath to me ws iay, 
FE e'n W iſdom's ſel; ha!. deln pay. | 
« Lo! te, tt very groves anc {rings 
dict four fe te ęecideſs brit gs, 
i be <0:.N..1% ant the jerrite?s guue, - 
6 Law®*. :..cle; tc alen s pride: 
* Fe en 1. 3OyL with their to join, 
In LIPS 185 "vy ndhant's cim dme: 
„o th c he ads lis roher lays; 
„kin thee, my nee by ceigrs 10 praiſe. 
_« Enjoy that praife, por envy Pitt 
« His tame with hurt! or with eit; 
4 For ſure ore lire 16) wh a Rad, 
_ « Virtue would think ber beſt rewaid.”” 


= . EY 


3 
2 1 1 2 4. 


ADAM, before your feet ] lay 
his ode upon your weddings ' ay, 


1 firſt indeed | ever made, 


For writing Odes is not my trade: 


1 
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My head is full of houſhold cares, | 
And neceſſary dull affairs; | 

Beſides that ſometimes jealous frumps 

Will put me into dolefu! umps 


And then no clown beneath the ſky l 


Was &'er more ungallant than I; 
For you alone 1 now think fit 
To turn a poet and a wit— 
For you whoſe charms, I know not ENY 
Have power to ſmooth my wrinkled brow, 
And make me, thou. h by nature ſtupid, | 
As briſk, and as alert, as Cupid. 
| Theſe obligations to repay, 
Whene er your happy nuptial day 
Shall with the circling years return, 
For you mv torch ſhall brighter burn 
Than when you firſt my power ador 4 
Nor will I call myſelf your lord, 
But am, (as witneſs this my hand) 
Your humble ſervant at command. 
2 | | Ts” HTNMERX. 


Dear child, let Hymen not beguile 
You, who are ſuch a judge of ſtyle, 
To think that he theſe verſes made, 
Without an abler penm an's aid; 
Obſerve them well, you'll plainly ſee, 
every line was writ by me. 
To : Cur. 


on READING 


ss CARTE R'S POEMS 
IN MANUSCRIPT. 


Sven we were the notes that ſtruck the wondering 


Of ſilent Nicht, when, on the verdant banks 
Of Siloe's hallow'd brook, ceieſtial harps, 
According to ſeraphic voices, ſung 

Glory to Cod on High, and on the carth 

Peace and gord- -<vil! to men Reſume the lyre, 
Chauntreſs divine, and every Briton call 
Its melody to hear io halt thy ſtrains, 


All on Mount Edgecumbe turn d their eyes; 


I gave her prucence, knowledge, taſte.” ” 


1% The lady mult be ſhar d between us: 
J And ſurely mine is yonder grove, 


_ [Each Nymph alledg'd her lawful claim. 


I Thrs ſpoke, and what he ſpeaks is fate: 

J Ner god nor goddeſs, great or ſmall, 

"0 That dwelling his or hers may cail; 
1 «1 made Mount — tor you all.” 


IxvI TATION 
| = 5 To THE 


* DOWAGER DUCHESS aG Ox. 


N'S POEMS. 


MOUNT EDGECUMBE. 


E Gods, on thrones celeſtial ſeated, 
'By Jove with bowls of nectar heated, 


That place is mine,” great Nepture cries ; 
« Behold! how proud o'er all the main 


« Thoſe ſtately turrets ſeem to reign ! 
« No views ſo grand on earth you ſee ! 
« The maſter too belongs to me: 

I grant him my domain to ſhare, 


I bid bis hand my trident bear.“ | | 


« The ſea is yours, but mine the land, | 
ballas replies; by me were plann'd 
FThoſe towers, that hoſpital, thoſe docks, 
++ That fort, which crowns thoſe iſland rocks: 
© The lady too is of my choir, 

„I taught her hand to touch the lyre; 
With every charm: ker mind I grac'd, 


« Hold, madam,” interrupted Venus, 
++ So fine, fo dark, fo fit for love; 
Tees, ſuch as in th' Idalian glade, 
Or Cyprian lawn, my palace ſnade. 


Then Oreacis, Dryads, Naiade, came; 


But jove, to ſiniſh the debate, 


HEN e ſhall, on her downy wing, 


More powerful than the ſong of Orpheus, tame 


At pure Religions ſnrĩne the ſtubborn knees 
Of buid Impiety.—Greece ſhall no more 
Of Leſbian Sappho boaſt, whoſe wanton Muſe, 
Like a falſe Siren, While ſhe charm'd, ſeduc'd 
To guiit and ruin. For the ſacred head 

Of Eritair's porteſs, the Virtues twine 

A nobler wreath, by them from Eden's grove 
_ VUnifading gathe r'd, and direct the hand 

| Of === to tix it on her brows. 


W Aiguillon, and here receive 
The ſavage hear: of brutal Vice, and bend 


so ſhall by France amends be made 


To France and England Friendſhip bring, | 


That homage we delight to give 
To foreign talents, foreign charms, 


To worth which Envy's ſelf diſarms 
Jof jealous hatred : Come and love 


That nation which you now approve. 


(If ſuch a debt can e'er be paid). 
For having with ſeducing art 


hone Eritain ſtol'n her Hervey's heart. 


TO 
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TI COLONEL D&UMSOLD. Such ſpot!ets honour ; ſuch invenvous truth, 


| "© ducli ri n wiſ..om in the bloom of outh! 
Du. whoſe anceſtors from Albion's So 10 55 o gentle, lo c n d a — 
Ge 


Ve 165 * d; 
; te fa! he¹ig warmhand courage join 
T arr r ng ſtand ads to Hibernia bore, * et oo, lie y 11% y, nurs in Learning's ams, 
Tuch now ty v3'oU7, io hy cauntry ;olt, 


N Yes 2 Czattia's i off For oer War torfook her tolter cars: 
Suns tie 0 «NOT ranks of £321.14 I vl . i Lie im, volle 15 1,1 ot ev. 5 YE 1 t 


128 Wenne 2122 N * Wann N 
Tuiak not at France alf borrow all thy fan 1h. ſeuret w.it 0! very mies heat: 0 


5 — eee rie 0 Ar 1. 
1001 tyott 2 4 8 d eriv d tis, Len. * Can . L. Ke zun, cut C 9 0 0 g/ory* 8 pride, 


' >} 0 | 3 
u force, its ene: to theſe .t o, — * n {48 ct antiy uy 4. 
But fv far poſh Gallia's ee ie „'d: | 


Tie {racy tnere t ich ruder art 21 d. 


an iveliett wit with boundett lee com bin'd. I 
] hey tau lit info tive Fancy? pay ure | — = 
To ciels tue grave of rh Aonian Gio, es 1 | 
Ano gave to for Wiſdom's winkled cherk | = | 
The finile tat in ell. in Neils d:mple ſleek. | | 

Pay to cach realm tine deht that 5 may atk ; | ON 
Fe tine, ad thine ul , the of wa 6 02%, ta fl, | wy | | Py 
In 2 of: cle Tance af Cattic 71 ral | | I ” | | | 1 
I & Goa wick; it of the Br: tin la; 8. | | 0 00D H U MO U R. 
Thus every Rower which every Muſe's hand E 5 | | 
Has rais's profoſe in Eritain's faroviie ire, | WRITTEN AT FATON-SCHOOL, 1729. 
By th-e ttar ſpianted to the banks of Sine, 3 | | 
Its ſwecctet native odours ſhall retain. rer me, ye W . * duns 
| And when tity noble friend, with olive crown d, | I N. Neſs? 
| In CO 1cord?; zold en chain I. as N I bound 1 x * hic fi 4. t 4 imire, bur 12 W - too e E 8 
The rival nations, thou for hotꝭi halt Fa je 7 => : hy 2 ancient pram 2 3 
2:ctul iong 70 his :mmor: al pra:fe, D WHROTRY AG HAUNS CXEDE TRE GW. 
1 all tt Ms pag ra _ — „ [od and efenged by the hiave and wiſe, 

And Fran ce, that Boileau ſtrikes the tuneful ſtring, Ig = eren * its — like = ceſpiſe. 
Ihen ſhalt tiou ell what various talents join d, 8 ogra by ow - Tihle to * : 
Adorn, embeliiſh, and c xalt lis mind? | che thiag in wine 1 you NG! E 

Learnirg and wit, witli ſv-ect policenefs grac%d; Ear whe = . een, 00 e Fl 
rea org 

y pride Ui UNE , genung digntty; | Ts l , pa F 1 : 

8 eli and foes r whicary. i 5 che pune my ra 2 ol ai 2 — 

a; A * EN « o $1 }- Si Ld. « Fu * 0.10 a 18 
e ee of rows ke: Eg his o Fur's genius adds 4 briguter grace 
France hall with joy the tair ref-mbianie own; | pawn e e l e eee 
And Albion ſighing o.d her fons ature | gy e FE POE BREAST LEY — 
To imitate the merit they adnurc. 1 
EPITAPH ON CAPTAIN GRENVILLE;* . 
1 SO M E 
KILLED IN LORD ANSON' 's ENGAGEMENT IN| | 
| 1747 · 175 
5 3 ADDITIONAL STANZAS 
Yee weeping Muſes, Graces, Virtues. tell | 
If, fince your all accompliſh'd Sydney fell, + ES en Lg, 
You, or afflicted Britain, e*er deplor'd 1 HE | | V9 O 
A loſs ke that theſe plaintive lays record © : 32 
3  ASTOLFO'S VOYAGE | To THE 00K, 
* Theſe verſes having been originally. written 
| when the author was in Oppoſition, concluded thus| In An10sTo. 
5 (much better, perhaps, than at preſent). a 5 
Fut nobier fir, and greater is the praiſe | 5 p 
_ © $0 bright to ſhine in theie degenerate days: | I. 
„An age of heroes kindled S:ciney*s fire; HEN now Aſtolfo, gor'd within 2 Oy 
| His inborn worth alone could Grenville" 8 Or lando's wits had fe ly breught away 3 
4 | dec ds inſpire. ws He turn'd his eyes towards ancther p!ace, 
= I Rut ſome years atter, when his Lordſhip was wi:h Where, cloſe ly cork d, unnumber'd bottles lay. 
— he eraſed theſe ſour lines. See GEN r. — 
0 | ; oe | 
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II. 


Ot fineſt cryſtal were thoſe bottles made, 
Yet what was there inclos'd ne could not ſee: 
Wheretore in humble wile the Saint he pray'd, 
1o tell what treaſure there conceai'd might be. 


III. 


« A wonderous thing it is, the Saint 0 
Vet undefin'd by any mortal wight ; 
„ An airy eifence, not to be deſcried, 


« Subtle and thin, that Ma1DENYHEAD is hight. 


3 


Iv. 


& From earth each day in troops they hither come, 


„ And fill each hole and correr of the Moon: 
4 For they are never eaiy while at home, 


8 


«© When here arriv'd, the are in bottles pent, | | „„ 85 
: 1 VENICE PRESERVED. 


« For fear they ſhould evaporate again; 
4 And hard it is a priſon to —_—_ 
3 So volatile a ſpirit io retain. 


_ ©. Thoſe that to young and wanton girls belong 
— Leap, 2 and fly, as if 22 burſt the 
: aſs : 
But thoſe that have below deen kept too long 
| Be Are ſpiriticſs, and quite decay*d, alas: 


vi 
80 wi the Saint, and 8 ſeiz'd the is Kalghs, 
As ol each veſſel he th inſ-ription read; 


bs For various ſecrets there were brought to light ; 3 
Of which report on earth had nothing ſaid. 


Virginities, that cloſe confin'd the thought 
An t' other world, he found above the ſky; 
_ His fiſter's and his couſin's there were brought, 


| Which made him fwear, though yoo St. Joh! 


. 2 


But much his wrath increas'd, when he eſpied 
That which was Chloe's once, his miſtreſs dear; 

& Ah, falſe and treacherous fugitive l“ he cried, 
"0. ——_— deem'd that I ſhould meet thee here. 


Did not thy owner, when we parted laſt, 
„ Promiſe to keep thee ſafe for me alone? 
& Scarce ot our abſence three ſhort months are paſt, 
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XI. 


ge not enrag', '? replied th* Apoſtle kind— 


&« vince that this maidenhead is thine by right, 


« Take it away; and, when tyou haft a mind, 


Carry i it thither whence it took its flight. 


| | xn. | 
1s Thanks, Hol Father l quoth the ; joyous Knight, 


« The Moon ſhall be no lofer by your grace: 
Let me but have the uſe on't {or a night, 
And Ill rettoce it to its preſent place. 


| TO A YOUNG LADY. 


WITH THE TRAGEDY OF 


* 


N tender Otway's moving ſcenes we find 
What power the gods have to your ſex affign'd . 
Venice was loſt, if on the brink of fate 


A woman had not propt her ſinking flate : 


la the dark danger ot that dreadfui hour, 
Vain was her ſenate's wiſdom, vain its power 3 3 
But, ſav*d by Belvidera's charming tears, 


Still ofer the ſubject main her towers ſhe rears, 


And ſtands a great example to mankind, 


With what a boundleſs ſway you rule the mind, | 
__ _ [Skilltul the wortt or nobleſt er ds to * | 
Andi ftrong alike to ruin or preſerve. 


In wretched Jaffier, we with pity view 
A mind, to Honour taiſe, to Virtue true, 
in the wild ſtorm of ſtruggling paſſions toſt, 


I Yet ſaving innocence, though tame was loſt ; 


Greatly forgeiting what he ow'd his friend 
His country, which had wrong'd him, to defend. 
But ſhe, who urg'd him to that pious deed, 


Who knew fo well the patriot's cauſe to pia, 
I Whoſe conquering love her country's ſatety won, 

Was, by | ON 
* Hence may we learn, what paſſion fain would 


that fatal love, herſelf undone. 


„ hide, 
« That Hymen' 8 den by prudence ſhould be tied. 


Venus in vain the wedded pair would Crown, 
5 E If angry Fortund on their union frown : 


Soon will the flattering dreams of joy be o'er, 


« And cloy'd imagination cheat no more; 


« 


Then, waking to the ſenſe of laſting | 
* — tears hrs couch they ha , | 
An : 


* The twelve following m with FIR ſmall 
variations. have been already printed in“ Advice to 
„ a Lacy,” p 200; but, as Lord Lyttelton choſe to 
introduce them here, it was thought more eligible 


to repeat theſe few luzes, than to * the reſt 


And thou already from thy poſt art fiown. | 


* the poem. 


Though Laura dying left her lover's R—_—_ 
Yet were your pains leſs exquiſite thine mine, 
_ *Tis eaſier 2 to * than to RE ! | 


OT YY WF. Wo 


* 
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« And that ſond love, w hich thou afford rell ef, 
« Poss but augmert the arnvu;; of ir N : 
« N hile both could e . their G fortowms te r, 
6 1 han the ſad kno: ee ot ett, enters core ? 
Lay al! the joys in l. oe 20 or s po er 


Kindly combine to pr your r prin: fue 


1 each zlid day ma, plenty toner ih, 
i 4 : 
And warmett VaPtiure ! cach v. £4.00 picht! 


May Heaven, that ga. e you ie. vera! Chats 


Dettine ſonic happier Juffier to YOuT e , 
Wheſc blits mis for ie prvcr roy alia, 

Whoſe fontinef; perer mey throw7h cart decay; 
Whoſe wealth may plage you mm the ure light, 
And iorce cach modeſt head: into fight! 

So ſhall no anxious ant your pc. ace Ceilroy, 
No tempeſt cruſh the tender Lids of joy; 


But: all jour hors in one gay Circle move, 


Nor Reaſon ever diſagree with Love 


E IL. E G v. 


; SULPICIA TO CERINTHUS, 


IN HER SICKNESS. 
zou T1BULLUS. 
(Sent to a Friend, in a Lady's Name.) 


AY, d. Cerin _ does thy tender hreaſt 
Pot tte fame fever f heats that mine moleſt? 
Alas! 1 W Ain er health again, 
Becacſe 1 think m lover =o es my pan: 
For what would heaich av. ; to wretched me, 
you could, unconcern 4, my illneſs ſee ? 


SULPICIA TO CERINTHUS. 


I V weary of this tedious dull deceit; 5 
} 


Myſeif i torture, while the world I cheat: 


Though pruderice bids me ſtrive to guard my fame, | 


LL me, my duc, fond ſiave of Lopelefs love, love fees tie low hypocriſy with ſhame; ; 
And doom'd its woes, without its joys, to Love hids me all confeſs, and call thee mine, 


prove, 


| Canſt thou endure this calmly to erale 
The dear, dear image of thy Delia's face? 


Canſt thou exclude that hab:tant divine. 


Io place ſome mcaner idol in ker thine? 
O taſk, for feeble Reaſon too ſevere ! 


O lefon, nought couid teach me but c !eſoair! 
Muſt I forbid my eye; that heaverly fight, 


They ve view'd fo oft with langu: ing Leh cbt? 


Muſt my ears ſhun that voice, whote charming CATO's SPEECH To LABIENUS. 8 


found 


Seem'd to relieve, while it encreas'd, my was > 


O Waller! Petrarch! you who tua che! lyre 
To the ſoft notes of elegant defire ; 
Though Sidney to a rival gave her charrs, 


INSCRIPTION 


roR A BUST or LADY SUFFOLK; 


736. 


ER wit and beauty for a court were made: 
But truth and goodneſs fit her for a ſhade. 


| | Gains no addition from ſucceſs ? 
|Fix'd it. my heart tiieſe con{tant truths I bear, 
Ard Ammon cannot write them deeper there. 


—— to be ſer up in a Woop at STOWE. | 


V orthy :ny heart, as i am worthy thine : 
v eakr.c's for thice 1 will no longer hide; 


| 4 Weaknals ſor thee is is Woman's — — 


| 


| IN THE xINTH BOOK OF Lucan, | 
* Wie quari, Labicne jubes, 6 


HA 4 Labienus, would thy fond cefire, 3 
Of horned Jove's prophetic ſhrine 6— 
* het. er to ſeek in arms a glorious doom, 


JOr baſely live, and be a king in Rome? 


If life be nothing more than death's delay; 
If impious force can honeſt minds diſmay, 
Or Probity may Fortune's f:ov-n diſdain ; 


.; 3 to mean is all tlliat Virtue can; 


And right, dependant on itſelf — pf 
— Tis knows: 


Our ſouls, allied to God, wit')in them feel 
The ſecret dictates of rhe =1migity will; 
This is his voice, be this our oracle, 

When fir his breath the {eds or life ipſtill'd, 


All that we oug! t to know wits then reve ad. 


Ner can we think the Omni; cent mind 
Has truth to Libya's deſait funds cnin'd, 


| | 1 9 There, 


1s it to raiſe their country's finking tate ; 
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There, known to few, obſcur'e, and loft, to lie— Or is the mighty aim of all their toil, 


Is there a temple of the Deity, 
Except earth, ſea, and air, yen azure pole; 
And chie!, uis holieſt ſai ire, tic vtuous ſoul? 


Criy t aid the wreck, and ſhare the ſpoil ? 
On each relat on, ſriend, depend ant, pour, 
Wh partia — the golden ſt. ow/er, 


Where e'er the cye can picrie, the fret can move, And, ferc'd b. frong cor uption, to deſpiſe 
An s' radtien's onavailir r cries ! 


This w.ce, tis bonndleſ; univeiſe is Tore. 

Let al ject minds, that douht becauſe they fear, 
With pious awe to juggling prieſts repair; 

I credit not what lying propluts tel 

Death is the only certain oracle. 

Cowards and brave muſt die one deftin'd hour 
This Jove has told; he needs not tell us more. 


TO MR. GLOVER; 
on HIS 

POEM OF LEO NIDAS. 
WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1734. 


0 on, . the noble taſk purſue, | 
And think thy genivs is thy country's due; 
To vulgar wits inferior themes belong, 
But Liberty and virtue claim thy ſong. 


Rovze, Britche, ro ze! if ſenſe of fame be w 
Let tue loud voice of threwrening danger ſpeak, 


Lo! Frauce, us Perſia once, Oer every land 


if 


| 


Piepares to retch ler all- oppre fang hand. 

Shall England tit regardleſs ard Crate, 

A calm ſpectatreſs of the general fate; 

Or call forth all her virtue, and oppoſe, 

Like valiant Greece, her own and Europe's foes ? ? 
O let us ſeize the mement in our power, ; 


Our follies now have react;*d the ſatal he ur; 
No later term the angry gods ordainz 


This crifis loſt, we thall be wiſe in vain. 
And thou, great poet, in whoſe nervous lines 
The native majeſty of treedom thines, 


Accept this friendly praiſe; and let me prove 


My heart not wholly void of public love; 


| Though not like thee I ſtrike the ſounding ſtring 
ro notes which Sparta might have N to. | 


ſing, 
But, idly Bering 1 in the ſecret ſhade, 
With tender trifics ſoothe ſome artleſs maid. 


b 
3 


Vet ceaſe to hope, though grac'd with every charm, Ip 


The patriot verſe will cold Britannia warm; 
Vainly thou ſtriv*ſt our languid hearts to raiſe, 
By great examples drawn from better days: 
No longer we to Sparta's fame aſpire, 
What Sparta ſcorn'd, inſtructed to admire ; 
Nurs'd in the love of wealth, and form'd to bend 
Our narrow thoughts to that inglorious end: 
No generous purpoſe can enlarge the mind, 
No ſocial care, no labour for mankind, J 
Where mean ſelf intereſt every action guides, 
In camps commands, in cabinets preſides; 
Where luxury conſumes tie guilty ſtore, 
And bids the villain be a ſlave for more. | 
Hence, wretched nation, all thy woes ariſe, 
Avow'd corruption, licens'd perJuries, 
Eternal taxes, treaties for a day, | 
_ Servants that rule, and ſenates that obey. 
O people, far unlike the Grecian race, 
That deems a virtuous poverty diſgrace, 
| That ſuffers public wrongs and public ſhame, 


In council inſolent, in action tame 


Say, what is now th* ambition of the great? 


| Her load of debt to eaſe by frugal care, 
Her trade to guard, her harraſs'd poor to ſpare ? | 
Is it like honeſt Somers, to inſpire 1 
The love of laws, and Freedom's ſacred fire? 
Is it, like wiſe — + hag to ſuſtain 

The balanc'd world, and 
aan? 


4 
and boundleſs | yownr! re- : 


WILLIAM PITT, ESQ. 


ON HIS 
| LOSING HIS | COMMISSION, 
IN THE YEAR 1736. 


on had is a marked thee out for 
fame, 


Far, far ſuperior 5 Cornet's name; | 


This generous Walpole ſaw, and griev'd to find 
So mean a poſt diſgrace that noble mind. 


The ſervile ſtandard from thy freeborn hann 


He took, and bade thee lead the patriot band. 


PROLASUE 


LYTTELTON'S POEMS. 
PROLOGUE Yer, ifto thoſe whom moſt on earth he lov'd, 


From whom his pious care is now remov'd, 
With whom his Hheral hand, and bounteous heart, 


Zig 


5 {Shar'd all his little fortune could impart ; 
4 ns 3 | Tf to thoſe friends your kind regard (hould give 
THOMSON”? CORTOL ANUS.! What they no longer can from his receive ; 
| | That, that, ev'n now, above yon ſta:ry pole, 
ſoul. 


| 1 May touch with pleaſure his immortal 
SPOKEN BY MR. aum. 


COME not here your candour to implore V 
For ſcenes, whoſe author is, alas! no more; . 
He wants no advocate his cauſe to pied; 
| You will yourſelves be patrons of the dead. | ES 3 
| No party his benevolence confin'd, | F. | ir 
No ſect—alike it flow'd to all mankind. | 1 | EP ILO G UE 


| He lov'd his friends (forgive this guſting tear : i 
Alas! I feel, I am no actor here) 
| He lov'd his friends with ſuch a warmth of . 
Jo clear of intereſt, ſo devoid of art | * 
Such generous friendſhip, ſuch unſhaken zeal, | V. ILLO!' 8 E L. M E R T C K. 


No words can ſpeak it; but our tears may tell 


＋ 0 


O candid truth, O Faith without a ſtain, vou, who, ſupreme o'er every work of wit, 
O manners gently firm, and nobly plain, In judgment here, unaw'd, unbiaſs'd, pt, 
| O ſympathizing love of othersꝰ bliſs, The falarines and guardians of the pit; 
ö Where will you find another breaſt like his ? | | It to your minds this merely modern play 


Such was the man the poet well you know: No uſeful ſenſe, no generous warmth convey ; 
Oſt has he touch'd your heart with tender woe: If fuſtain here, through each unnatural ſcene, 
Oft in this crouded houſe, with juſt applauſe, In ſtrain d conceits feurd high, and nothin g nean; 
You heard him teach fair Virtue's pureſt laws; W lofty « dullrels for your vengeance call: 

For his chaſte Muſe employ'd her AION Lite E/merick judge, and let the guilty fall. 


lyre But it hmplicity, with force and fire, 

None hut the rohleft paſſions to inſpire, of Unlabour'd thoughts ard artleſs words inſpire : 
Not one immoral, one corrupted thought, It, like the action wi. ich itteſerſcenes relate, 
One line, which dying he could wiſh to blot. The wilt appear ii regularly great; | 

Oh! may to night your favourable doom It matter-firokes the nobler paſſiors move; 
Another laurel add, ty grace his tomb: 1 hen, like the &irg, acguit us, and 4 prove. 

Whilſt he, foperier now to praiſe or blame, 8 5 Rs | 


| Hears not the fecble voice of human fame. 


i 
. 


TFaction embroils the world; and every tongue 


-& 


RURAL SPORTS. 
A GEORGIC. 
INSCRIBED TO ma. vors, 1713 


| « _—Secuti prælia ruris 
Pandimus.” NEMESIAN. 
| CANTO Il. 
| you who the ſweets of rural live have known, 
Deſpiſe th' ungrateful hurry of the town; 
In Windfor groves your eaſy hours employ, 
And, undiſturb'd, yourſelf and Muſe enjoy. | 
Thames liſtens to thy trains, and ſilent © ny 5 
And no rude wind through ruſtling ofiers blows ; 
While all his wondering nymphs around thee 
4 throng, 
To hear the Syrens warble in thy ſong. | 
But l, who ne er was bleſt by Fortune's hand, 
Nor brighten'd ploughſhares in paternal land, 
Long in the noiſy town have been immur'd, 


10 


Neſpir'd its ſmoke, and all its cares endur'd ; 


Where news and politics divide mankind, 5 
And ſchemes of ſtate involve th* uneaſy mind 3 
15 
Is mov'd by flattery, or with ſcandal hung: 

Friendſhip, for ſylvan ſhades, the palace flies, 
Where all muſt yield to intereſt's dearer ties: 
Each rival Machiavel with envy burns, 
And Heneſty forſakes them all by turns 

While calumny upon each party's thrown, 
Which both promote, and both alike diſown. 

_ Fatigu'd at laſt, a calm retreat I choſe, 2 
And _ my haraſs d mind with ſweet re- 


| 'S 
| — and prompt my 8 
| My Muſe fall rove throogh flowery meads and, 


And det with Rural Sports ber native trains; 


* This poem received many material corrections 
„ 


20 


And in the middle path- way baſks the ſnake ; 


5| 


And learn the labours of Italian ſwains ; 


And the ſame road arahitioufly purſue, 
Frequented by the Mantuan ſwain and you. 

"Tis not that rural ſports alone invite, 

But all the zratefal country breathes delight; 
Here blooming health exerts her gentle reign, 
And ſtrings the finews of th* induſtrious fwan, 
Soon as the morning lark ſalutes the day, 38 
Through dewy fields 1 take my frequent way, 
Where | behcld the farmer's early care 

In the revol-ing labours of the year. 

Wien the freſh, Spring in all ner fate is crown'd, | 
And high luxuriant graſs o erſpreads the ground, 40 
The labourer with a be: ding ſcythe is ſcen, | 
Shaving the ſurface of the waviny green; 

Of all her native pride <.frches the land, 
And meac's lays wafte before his ſu ceping hand; 


! 


The fading herbage round he looſely throws : 
Pur, if ſome fizn portend a laiting ſhower, 
Th' experienc'd fwain ſoreſees the coming hour; 
His fun-burnt hands the ſcattering fork forſake, 
And ruddy damſels ply the faving rake ; 50 
In riſing hills the fragrant harveſt grows, 8 
And ſpreads along the field in equal rows. 2 
Now whien the height of heaven bright Phocbus 1 
gains, | 


And level rays cleave wide the thirſty plains, 


When heifers ſeek the ſhade and ccoling lake, 


O lead me, guard me from the ſultry hours, 


Hide me, ye foreſts, in your cloſeſt bowers, 

| Where the tall oak his ſpreading arms entwines; | 
And with the beech a mutual thade combines; 60 | 
| Where flows the murmuring brook, inviting dreams, 


Where bordering hazle overhangs the ſtreams, 
Whoſe rolling current, winding round and round, 
With frequent falls makes all the wood reſfound; 
| Upon the moſſy couch my limbs I caſt, = 
And e*en at noon the ſweets of evening taſte. 
Here I peruſe the Mantuan's Georgic ſtrains, _ 


In every page I ſee new landſcapes riſe, 
And all Heſperia opens to my eyes; 

I wander o' er the various rural toil, | 
And know the nature of each different ſoil : 
This waving field is gilded o'er with corn, 


bans ſpreading trees with bluſhing fruit — 


While with the mounting ſun the meacow glows, as 8 


When no ruce gale diſturbs the ſleeping trees, 


To take my farewe.i of the parting day; 
Far inthe deep the ſun his glory hides, 


| Yor. VII. 
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Pere | ſurvey the purple vintage grow, 75 


(limb reund the pcles ar d rife in graceful row: 
Now I be hold the fle. chr vet and hound, 

And pavs viith reſtleſs kcof the ſmoking ground : 
The dev lapꝰd bull row chafes along the plain, 
While burning love termer.ts in every vein; eo 
His well armed front againſt bis rival aims, 

end by the dint of war lis mt of claims: 

The careful inſect mic E vo ks 1 view, 


Now nom the flowers exhauſt the fragrant dew ; 


With golden treaſures ivac bs little thighs, 25 
And ſteer his diſtant journey through the {kies ; 


Some again} hoſtile drone the hive defend, 


Others vith ſwects tie waxen cells ciſtend ; 
Fach in ti e toi! his deſtin'd office Lears, 


And in the little hulk a mighty ſoul appears. ge] Which cown the murmuring current gently flows; 


Or when the ploughman leaves the taſk of day, 
And trudging home v. ard winſtles on the way : 
When the big-udder'd cov's with patience fland, 
Waiting the ſtroakings of tne damſel's hands 
No warblirg cheers the woods; the teather'd choir, 
To court kind fl nibers, to the ſprays retire ; 


Nor af;.en leaves confeſs the gentleſt breeze; 
Engag d in thoup kt, to Neptune's bounds I ſtray, 
100 


A ftreak of gold the fea and ſky divides : 
The purple cle uds their amber | nings ſrow, |» 
And edg'd with flame rolls every wave below : 
Here penſive I behold the fading light, 105 
And o'er the diſtant billow loſe my ſight. 

Now Night in filent ſtate begins to rite, 


And twinkling orbs berov th' uncloudy ſkies 3 5 
Hier borrow d luſtre growing Cynthia lends, 


And on the main a glittering pati extends; 110 
Millions of worlds hang in the ſpac:ous air, 
Which round their ſuns their annual circlcs ſteer ; 
Sweet contemplation elevates my ſi nſe, 
While I ſurvey the works of Providence. 


O could the Muſe in loftier R: ains rehearſe 115 
Ine glorious Author of the univerſe, 5 


Who reins the winds, gives the vaſt ocean hounds, 


And circumſcribes the floating worlds their rounds ; 


My foul ſhould overflow in ſongs of praiſe, 


And my Creator's name inſpire my lays! 120 


| 


As in ſucceffive courſe the ſeaſons roll, 
So circling pleaſures recreate the ſoul, 


When genial Spring a living warmth beſtows, 
And o'er the year her verdant mantle throws, 
No ſwelling innundation hides the grounds, 125 
Baut cryſtal currents glide within their bounds ; 
The finny brood their wonted haunts forfake, 


Float in the ſun, and ſkim alonz the lake ; = 
With frequent leap they range the ſhaliow ſtreams, 
Their filver coats reflect the dazzling beams. 130 
Now let the fiſherman his toils prepare, 
And arm himſelf with every watery ſnare; 
His hooks, his lines, peruſe with careful eye, 
Increaſe his tackle, and his rod re-tye. | 


| 


| 
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When floating clouds ther fpengy fleece drain, 
Troubling the ſtreams witi ſo. t-dcſcending rain 


Ard waters tumbling Cown the moumtain's nde, 


Bear the looſe ſoil into the {.-ciling tide z 
Then fcon as vernal gales begin to rite, 
And erive the liquid burthen through the ſkies, 140 
The fiſher to the neighbouring current ſpeeds, 
Whoſe rapid ſurface purls unknown to weecs: 
Upon a rifing border of the brook 

| te tits him down, and ties the treacherous hooi 
Now ecpectation cheers his eager thought, 145 
f!is boſom glews with treaſures yet uncaught, 
Letore his eyes a hanquet ſeems to ſtand, 


| Where every gueſt applauds his ſkilful hand. 


| Far up the ſtream the twiſted hair he throws, 


When, or if chance or hunger's powerful ſway 
Directs the roving trout this fatal way, | 
He greedily ſucks in the twining bait, 


And tugs and nibbles the falacious meat; 


Now happy fiſherman, now twich the line! 15 


5 
How thy rod bends ! behold, the prize is thine! 


_ [Caſt on the bank, he dies with gaſping pains, 


And trickling blood his filver mail diſtains. 

| You muſt not every worm promiſcuous uſe, 
Judgment will tell the proper bait to chooſe: 166 
The worm that draws a long immoderate ſize, | 
The trout abliors, and the rank morſe] flies; 
And if too ſmall, tlie naked fraud's in fight, 
And fear forbids, while hunger does invite. 
Thoſe baits will beſt reward the fiſher's pains, 16; 


{ Whoſe polifh'd tails a ſhining yellow tains : 


Cleanfe them from filth, togive a tempting gloſs, 
Cheriſh the ſuily*d reptile race with moſs; 
Amid the verdant bed they twine they toil, | 
And from their bodies wipe their native ſoil. 170 
But when the ſun diſplays his glorious beams, 
And ſhallow rivers flow with ſilver ftreams, 
Then the deceit the ſcaly breed ſurvey, 
Baſk in the ſun, and look into the day: 


You now a more deluſive art muſt try, 75S 


And tempt their hunger with the curious fly. 

Jo frame the little animal, provide © 
All the gay hues that wait on female pride ; | 
Let nature guide thee ; ſometimes golden wire 
The ſhining bellies of the fiy require ; 


180 
The peacock's plumes thy tackle muſt not fail, 
Nor the dear purchaſe of the ſable's tail, 
Each gavdy bird ſome ſlender tribute brings, 
And lends the growing inſect proper wings: 
Silks of all colours muſt the ir aid impart. 
And every fur promote rhe fiſher's art. 
So the gay lady, with expenſive care 
Borrows the pride of lan.!, of ſea, of air: „ 
Furs, pearls, and plumes, the glit ering thing difplars 
Dazzles our eyes, and eaſy hearts betrays. 190 | 
Mark well the various ſeaſons of the year, * 


oY 


How the ſucceeding inſect race appear; 


In this revolving moon one colour reigns, 


Which inthe next the fickle trout diſcains. 


SE: | 


4 * 
6 1 5 * 


ac. 


Plunge on the 


Where bubbling eddies favour the deceit. 
If an enormous ſalmon chance to ſpy 
_ The wanton errors of the floating fly, 
He lifts his filver gills above the flood, 
And greedily ſucks in th” unfaithful food ; 


And bears with joy the little ſpoil away: 


Ne rolls and wreaths his ſhining body round; 
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Oft have I ſeen the ſkilful angler try 195 

The various colours of the treacherous fly; | 

When he with fruitleſs pain hath ſkimm'd the 
brook, | | 7 

And the coy fiſh rejects the ikipping hook, 

He ſhakes the boughs that on the margin grow, 

Which o'er the ſtream a waving foreſt throw ; 200 


= 


 Wher, if an inſect fall (his certain guide), 


He gently takes him from the whirling tide ; 


* Examines well his form with curious eyes, 


His gaudy veſt, his wings, his horns, and ſi ze, 
Then round his hook the choſen fur he winds, 205 
And on the back a ſpeckled feather binds ; 
So juſt the colours ſhine through every part, 
That Nature ſeems again to live in Art. 
Let not thy wary ſtep advance too near, 
While all thy hope hangs on a fingle hair ; 
The new-form'd inſect on the water moves, 


210 


Againſt the ſtream now gently let it play, 


Now in the rapid eddy roll away, | 

The ſcaly ſhoals float by, and, ſeiz'd with fear, 

Behold their fellows toſt in thinner air; 
Nut ſoon they leap, and catch the fwimming bait, 
hook, and ſhare an equal fate. 220 
When a briſk gale againſt the current blows, 


And all the watery plain in wrinkles flows, 


Then let the fiſherman his art repeat, N 


22 


un 


Then downward plunges with the fraucſul p' ey, ö 
230 
Soon in ſmart pain he feels tie dire miltake, 


Laſhes the wave, and beats the foamy lake; 
With ſudden rage he now aloft appears, 
And in bis eye convulire angui 


bears; 
And now again, impatient of the wound, 235 


Then headlong ſhoots beneath the caſhing tide, 


The trembling firs the boiling wave divice. 


Now hope exalts the fiſher's beating heart, 


He views the tumbling fiſh with longing eyes, 


| While the line firetches with th' unwieldy prize; 
Tach motion humours with his ſteady hands, | 


And one flight hair the mighty bulk commands; 
Till, tir'd at laſt, deſpoil'd of all his ſtreng.h, 245 


The game athwart the ſtream unfolds his length. 


Hie now, with pleaſure, views the gaſping prize 
| Gnaſh his ſharp teeth, and roil his blood-tkot 


eyes; : 
Then draws him to the ſhore, with artſul care, 


And lifts his noſtrils in the ſickening air: 250 
Upon the hurthen'd ſtream he floating lies, 


Stretches his quivering fins, and gaſping dies. 
Would you preſerve a numerouc finny race; 

Let your ferce dogs the ravenous e trer chaſe 

(Th' amphibious monſter rangesal I the ſhores, 255 


Darts through the waves, and every havnt explores) 


The ſpeckled trout the curious ſnare approves; | 
VD pon the curling ſurface let it glide, N 


With natural motion from thy hand ſupply'd, \ 4 
” Hou 


Now, now, ye reapers, to your taſk re pair. 
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Or let the gin his roving ſteps betray, 

And fave from hoſtile jaws the ſcaly prey. 

I never wander where the bordering reeds 

O'erlook the muddy ſtream, whoſe tangling weeds 
; 266 


Perplex the fiſher ; 1 nor chooſe to bear 

The thieviſh nightly net, nor barbed ſpear ; 
Nor'drain I ponds, the golden carp to take, 

Nor troll for pikes, diſpeop!ers of the lake; 

Around the ſteel no tortur'd worm ſhall wine, 265 


No blood of living inſect ſtain my line. 

Let me, leſs cruel, caſt the feather'd hook 
With pliant rod athwart the pebbled brook. 
Silent along the mazy margin ſtray, pu 
_ with the fur-wrought fly delude the prey 270 


| RURAL SPORTS. 
| can ro n. 


kN O W, ſporting Muſe, draw in the flowing 
reins, | 


ö Leave the clear ſti eams au lle for ſunny plains. 


Should you the various arms and 1oils ic hearſe, 
And all the fiſherma:: adorn thy verſe ; 285 
Should you the wide enciicling net diſplay, 
And in its ſpacious arch incloſe the ſea; 
Then haul the plunging load upon the land, 
And with the foal and turdot hide the ſand ; 

It wouid exiend the growing theme too long, 
And tir tie reader with the watry ſong. 

Let the keen hunter from the chace refrain, 
Nor renc'er all the ploughman's labour vain, 
When Ceœi es pours out plenty from her horn, 
Ard clothes the fields with gehen ears of corn. 


285 
Haſte! fave the product of the bounteous year:: 
To the wide - gathering hook long furrows yitld, 


And riſing ſheaves ext end through all the fiels, 
No he turns pale, and fears his dubious art; 240 


Yet, if for ſylvan ſports thy boſom glow, 
Let thy fleet gieyliound urge his flying toe. 
With what dcligl.t the rapid courſe I view' 
Pow does my eye the circling race purſue ! 
He ſnaps deceitful air with empty jaws ; 

The ſubtle hare darts ſwitt beneath his paws; 
She flies, he ſtretches, row with nimble bound 


290 


Eager he preſſes on, but overſhoots his ground; 
She turns, he winds, and ſoon regains the way, 
Then tears with gory mouth the ſcreaming prey. 

W hat various ſport does rural life afford ! ee 
What unbought daintics heap the wholeſome board! 
2 | e 
Nor leſs the ſpaniel, ſkilful ro betray, 

Rewards the ſowler with the feather'd prey. 
Scon as tie labouring horſe, with ſwelling veins, 
— ſafely hous'd the farmer's doubtſul gains, 


To ſweet repaſt th* unwary partridge flics, 


Along the field, and ſnuffs each breeze that ! 
310 


And 


Then (left ſome ſentry-fowl the 


GAY'S 


305 
With joy amid the ſcatter'd har veſt lies; 
Wandering in plenty danger he forgrts, 

Nor dreads tlie fla very of entangling nets. 

The ſubtle dog ſcouts with ſagacious noſe 


Agaiaſt the wind he takes his prudent way, 

While the ſtrong gale directs tum to the prey; 

Now the warm ſcent aſſures the covey near, 

He treads with caution, and he points with fear; 

and dleſcrx, 315 

And bid his fellows ſrom the danger fly) 

Cloſe to the ground in e xpectation lies, 

Till in the ſnare the fluttering covey riſe. 

Soon as the bluſhing light begias to ſpread, | 

And glancing Phebus gilds the mouutain's head, 
| 2320 

His early flight tu' ill-fated partriiige takes, 

NT had melter of the brakes, 

Or, when the ſun caſts a declining ray, 


And drives his chariot dowu tite ve.tero way, 


Let your obſcquious ranger ſ:arch around, 325 


Where yellow ſtubble withers on the ground: 


Or when the coun 


Nor will the roving ſpy direct in vain, 


But numerous coveys gratify thy pain. 
When the meridian ſun contracts the ſhade, 
And friſkiog heifers ſeek the cooling glade; 33c 
floatz with ſudden rains, 


Or driving miſts deface the mciltened plains; 


The ſcent grows warm 
he ff 


The ſcattering lead purſues the certain fight, 
And death in thunder overtakes their fight. 
Cool breathes the morning air, and Winter's hand 


Not cloſeſt coverts can protect the game: 

 Flark ! the dog opens: take thy certain aim. 

The woodcock flutters : how he waverimg flies! 
The wood reſounds : he wheels, he drops, he dies. 


| | Who terror bears upon his ſoaring wing : 
_ — = on high the frighted hern ſurvey, 25 
And lof 


Pride lures the little warbler from the ſkies: 
The light. enamoured bird deluded dies. 


In vain his toils th* uuſſcilful fowler tries, 
While in thick woods the feeding partrialge lies. 


Nor mult the ſporting verſe the forbear, 335 
But what's the Fowicr's be the Maſe” care. : 


Sze how the well- taught pointer leads the way 2 
—he itops—h: ſprings the 


prey; 
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But ſtill the chace, a pleaſing taſk, remains; 


319 


| The hound muſt open in theſe rural rains. 


Soon as Aurora drives away the night, 

And edges caftern clouds with roſy light, 865 
The healthy huntſman, with the chearful horn 
Sunumons the dogs, and greets the led morn ; 
The jocund thunder wakes the enliven'd hounds, 
They rouze from ſleep and anſwer ſounds for 
| ſounds ; | \ 

Wide 


through the furzy field their rout they take, 
TY” 370 
Their bleeding boſoms force the thorny brake? 
— . gon — ſmoking noſtrils trace, 
O undi cage 8 Eager 3 
The — echo from afar, _ 
And hanging woods reſound the flying war : 375 
The tuneful noiſe the fprightly courſcr hears, 
Paus the green turf, and pricks his trembling ears; 
The fl:cken'd rein now gives him all his ſpeed, 
Back flies the rapid ground beneath the ſteed; 
Hills, dales and foreſts, far behind remain, 390 
While the warm ſcent draws on the deep-mouth'd 
| train 8 | 
Where hall the trembling hare a ſhelter find ? 
Hark! death advances in each guſt of wind! 
New ftratagzms and doubling wiles ſhe tries, 


. 


Now circling turns, and now at large the flies: 


bg. | DRY: 385 
Tiſt, ſpent at laſt, ſhepants and heaves for breath, 


| Theu lays her cown, and waits devouring death. 


But ſlay, adventurous Muſe ! haſt thou the force 
To wind the twiſted horn, to guide the horſe? 
To keep thy ſeat unmov'd, haſt thou the ficill, 390 
O'er the high gate, and down the headlung hill? 
Canſt thou the ſtag's laborious chace direct, 

Or the ſtrong fox through all his arts detect? 
The theme demands a more expericnc'd lay : 


uttering coveys from the ſtubble rife, 
And on ſwift wing divide the ſouading fries - 


Spreads wide her hoary mantle o'er the land ; 
Now to the copſe the leſſer ſpaniel take, 345 
each him to range the ditch, and force the brake; 


| | . 9 
The towering hawk let future poets ſing, 


numbers paint their airy fray. | 


Nor ſhall the mounting lark the Muſe detain, 355 
That greets the morning with his early ſtrain : 
When, midſt his ſong, the twinkling glaſs be- 


Co trays, | 
While from each angle flaſh the glancing rays, 
And in the fun the tranſient colours blaze, 


Ye mighty hunters! ſpare this weak eſſay. 295 
O happy plains, remote from wars alarms, 


340 
And all the ravages of hoſtile arms! 


Aud happy ſhepherds, who, ſecure from ſcar, 
On open downs preſerve your fleecy care! 
Whoſe ſpacious barns groan with increaſing ſtore, 
409 
And whirling ſiails disjoint the cracking flour! 
No barbarous ſoldier, bent on cruel ſpoil, 


[Spreads deſolation o'er your fertile foil ; 


No trampling ſteed lays waſte the ripen'd grain, 
Nor — fires devour the promis d gain: 405 
No flaming beacens caſt their — „ | 
The dreadful ſignal of invaſive wr 
No trumpet's clangor wounds the mother's ear, 
And calls the lover from his ſwocning fair. 
What happineſs the rural maid attends, 410 
In cheerful labour while each day ſhe ſpends! 
She gratefully receives what heaven has ſeut, 
And, rich in poverty, enjoys content. 
(Such happineſs, and ſuch uablemiſh'd fame, 


Ne“ er glad the boſum of the courtly dame): 415 


She never feels the ſpleen's imagin'd pains, 


1 


Nor melancholy ſtagnates in her veins; | 


While ſweating ſlaves catch every breeze of air, 
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Her — dreſs in — 4 lies, 420 

And for no glaring equipage : 

Fler — which is all her boaſt, 

In « malicious viſit neꝰ er was loſt ; 

No miduight maiquerade her beauty wears, 
Aud health, not point, the feading bloom re- 

| Pairs. 1 425 

If love's ſoſt paſſion in her boſom reign, | 

An equal paſſion warms her happy fwain ; 

No homebred jars her quiet ſtate control, 

Nor watchful jealouſy torments her ſoul ; 

With ſecret joy ſhe ſees her little race 430 

Hang on her breaſt, and her ſmall cottage grace; 
The fleecy ball their buſy fingers cull, 

Or from the ſpindle draw the lengthening wool : 

Thus flow her hours with conſtant peace of 
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| mind, | 
Till age the lateſt thread of life unwind. 435 
Ye happy fields, unknown to noiſe and ſtrife, 
The kind rewarders of induſtrious life; | 
Ye ſhady woods, where once I us'd to rove, 
Alike indulgent to the Muſe and Love; E 
Ve murmuring fireams that in meanders roll, 440 
The ſweet compoſers of the penſive ſoul; _ 
Farewel!—The city calls me from your bowers : 
Farewel, amuſing thoughts and peaceful hours: 15 
THE FAN, 
A POEM. 


| BOOK I. 
LT SING that graceful toy, whoſe waving play 
I With gentle gales relieves the ſultry day; 


Not the wide fan by Perſian bames diiplay'd, | | 


Which o'cr their beauty caſts a grateful ſhade; 
Nor that long known in China's artful land, 5 
Which, while it cools the face, ſatigues the hand. 
Nor ſhall the Muſe in Aſian climates rove, 
To ſeek in Indoſtan fome ſpicy grove, ö 
Where ſtretch'd at caſe, the panting lady lies, 
To ſhun the fervor of mer ian ſki.s, 10 


Ard with wid -{preauny tans reireſh the fair; 
No buiy gnats hei pleaſing dreams moleſt, 
Inflame her check, or ravage o'er her breaſt; 
vt artincial zephyts round her fly, | 
Ard m.itizate the fever of the ſky. FI: 
Ne: ſhu!! B: rmudas long the Muſe detain 


15 


8 And, to ſeduce the miſtreſs, brib'd the maid ; 


Ihen Strephon ſaw his vows. diſpers'd in air, 


| If loſt Adonis e'er thy boſom warm'd, 
If e' er his eyes or godlike figure charm d, 

Think on thoſe hours when firſt you felt the - 

Think on the reſtleſs fever of thy heart; 


Think how you pine in abſence of the ſwain ; 
70 


| By thoſe uneaſy minutes know my pain. 
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Where breathin ſweets from every field aſcend, 


And the wild woods with golden apples bend. 2» 
Yet let me in ſome odorous ſhade repoſe, 


_ | Whilſt in my verſe the fair palmetto grows: 


Like the tall pine it ſhoots its lately head; 

From the broad top depending branches ſpread ; 
No knotty limbs the taper body bears; 25 
Hung on each bough a ſingle leaf appears, 
Which, ſhrivePd in its infancy, remains 


| Like a clos'd fan, nor ſtrerches wide it veins, 


But, as the ſeaſons in their circle run, | 

| Opes its ribb'd ſurface to the nearer ſun: 30 

Beneath this ſhade the weary peaſant lies, 

Plucks the broad leaf, and bids the breezes riſe. 
Stay, wandering Muſe! nor rove in foreign 


To thy own native ſhore confine thy rhymes. 
Aſſiſt, ye Nine, your loftieſt notes employ ; 
Say what celeſtial ſkill contriv'd the toy; 
Say how this inſtrument of Love began, 


3 


8 
And in immortal ſtrains diſplay the Fan. 


Strephon had long confeſs'd his amorous pain, 
Which gay Corinna rallied with difdain : 


| Sometimes in broken words he figh'd hiscare, " 


Look'd pale, and trembled when he view'd the fair; 
Wich bolder freedoms now the youth advanc'd, 


f He dreſs'd, he laugh'd, he ſung, he rhym'd, he 


| danc d; 
| Now call d more powerful preſents to his aid, 45 


Smooth flattery in her ſofter hours apply'd, 


Ine ſureſt charm to bend the force of pride; 
I But ſtill unmov'd remains the ſcornful dame, 


Inſults her captive, and derides his flame 50 

He ſought in ſolitude to loſe his care; 
Reef in ſolitude he ſought in vain, 

It ſerv'd, like muſick, but to feed his pain. 
To Venus now the lighted boy complains, 55 
And calls the Goddeſs in theſe tender ſtrains: 

O poteLt Queen! from Neptune's empire 

| ſprung, OPER | . 
Whoſe glorious birth admiring Nereids ſung, 
Who midſt the fragrant plains of Cyprus rove, 
Wheſe ruliant preſence gilds the Paphian grove, 60 
Where to thy name a thouſand altars rife, 


And curling clouds of incenfe hide the ſkics : 


O beauteous Goddeſs! teach me how to move, 
Inſpire my tongue with eloquence of love! 


of” 


Ev'n while Cydippe to Diana bows, 


Wi: ſe iragrant ioreſts bloom in Waller's ſtrain, 


And at her ſhrine renews her virgin vows, 
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The lover, tauglit by thee, her pride o'ercame ; | The tollſome hours in different labour flide, 
She reads his oaths, and feeds an equal flame. Some work the file, and fome the graver guide ; 
Oh, may my fla: e, like thine, Acontius, prove! 7 75 From the loud anv.l the quic': blow rebounds, 


May Venus ( ctate, and req ard ny love! And their rais'd arms deſcen in tune ful ſounds. 

When crow ds ot ſuitors Atalanta try'd, Tuus witen Semiramis, in ancient days, 135 

She wealth and beauty, wit and ſame deiy d; Zade Babylon her. :1zhty bulwerks ra.fe, 

Each daring lover with adventurous pace A xarm of labourers different taſks attend: 

Purſued his wiſhes in the dangerous race; So Here pullies make the ponderous oak afcend ; 

Like the ſwift hind, the bounding damſel flies, With echoing ſtrokes the cragzy quarry groans, 

Strains to the goal, the diſtanc'd lover dies. [White there the chiſſel ſorms the ſnapeleſs ſtones z 

Hippomenes, O Venus! was thy care, FA 140 

You tavght the ſwain to Nay the flying fair; The weighty mallet deals reſounding blows, | 

Thy golden preſent caught the virgin's eyes ; 85 Till the proud battiements her towers encloſe, 

She ſtoops, he ruſhes on, and gains the prize. Now Venus mounts her car, ſhe ſhakes the _ 
Say, Cyprian Deity, what gift, what art, And ſteers her turtles to Cythera's plains ; 

Shall humble into love Corinna's heart? Straight to the grott with gratetul ſtep ſhe goes, 145 
If only ſome bright toy can charm the fight, 2 looſe ambrofial hair behind her flows: 


Teach me what preſent ;nay ſuſpend ner flight. 90 The ſwelling bellows heave tor breath no more; 
Thus the deſponding youth iis flame declares : rr drop their filent hammers on tue floor; 


The Goddeſs with a nod his paſſion hears. In deep ſuſpenſe the miglity labour ſtands; | 
Far in Cythera ſtands a ſpacious grove, Wu ile thus the Goddeſs ſpoke her mild commands: 
Sacred to Venus and the God of Love; | | 150 
Here the luxu ious myrtle rears her head, 95! Induſtrious I.oves! your preſerit tolls ſorbear; 

Like the tall oak the fragrant branches ſpread ; A more important taſk demands your care: 

Here Nature all her ſweets profuſely pours, 1.o7g has the ſcheme employ'd my thouthtful mind, 
And paints th' enamel'd ground with various By judgment ripen'd, and by time refin'd. 

flowers ; That glorious bird have ye not often ſeen, 166 

Deep in the gloomy glade A grotto bends, Who draws the car of the celeſtial Queen ? > 

Wide through the craggy rock an arch extends, 100 | Have ye not oft” ſurvey's his varying dyes, 

The rugged ſtone is cloth'd with mantling vines, His tail all gilded o'er with Argus? eyes? 

And round the cave the creeping woodbine twines. Have you not ſeen him in a ſunny day | 
Here buſy Cupids, with pernicious art, Unfurl bis plumes, and all his pride Ciſplay ; 1 Dong 
Form the ſtiff how, and forge the fatal dart; Then ſuddenly contract his dazzling train 

All ſhare the toil ; while ſorne the bellows ply, 105 And with long-trailing ſeathers ſweep the plein? 
Others with feathers teach the ſhafts to fly: Learn from this hint, let this inſtru your art; 1 

Some with joint force turn round the flony wheel, | Thin taper ſticks muſt from one centre part: 


Where ſtreanis the ſparkling fire from temper'd Let theſe into the quadrant's form divide, -" 5 


ſteel ; rue ſpreading ribs with ſnowy paper hide; 

Some point their arrows with the niceſt ſkill, Here ſhell the pencil bid its colours floiv, 

And with the warlike ſtore their quivers fill. T10|And make a miniature creation grow, 

A different toil another forge employs : Let the machine in equal foldings cloie, | 
Here the loud hammer faſhions female toys ; And vow its plaited ſurface wide diſpoſe 170 
Hence is the fair with ornament ſupply' d; Jsðo ſhall the fair her idle hand employ, 

Hence ſpring the glittering implements of pride; And grace cach motion with the reſtleſs toy; 

Each trinket that adorns the modern dame 115 With various play bid grateful zephyrs riſe, 

Firſt to theſe little artiſts ow'd its frame: | wy hile Love in every grateful zephyr lies. 5 
Ire an unfiniſh'd diamond croſslet lay, The mailer Cupid traces out the lines, 17 5 
To which ſoft lovers adoration pay; And with judicious hand the draught defigns : | 

There was the poliſh'd cryſtal bottle ſeen, _ Th' expecting Loves with joy the model * 

That with quick ſcents invites the modiſh ſpleen; | And the joint labour eagerly purſue. 

120 Some ſlit their arrows with the niceſt art, - 

Here the yet rude unjointed ſnuff-box l es, And into ſticks convert the ſhiver'd dart; 186 
Which ſerves the rally d fop for ſmart replies; The breathing bellows wake the ſleeping fire, 
There piles of paper roſe in gilded reams, Blow off the cinders, and the ſparks aſpire ; 

The future records of the lover's flames; Their arrow's point they ſoften in the flame, 
| Here clouded canes *midſt heaps of toys are fans, And ſounding hammers break its barbed frame : 

125 Of this the little pin they neatly mold, 185 

Andi in · lad tweezer-caſes ſtrow the ground ; From whence their arms the ſpreading ſticks unſoic; 

There ſtands the toĩlette, nurſery of charms, In equal plaits they now the paper bend, 

Completely furniſh'd with bright Beauty's arms; {And at juſt diſtance the wide ribs extend; | 

The patch, the powder-box, pulville; perfumes, Then on the frame they mount the limber ſkrern, 

Fins, paint, a — glaſs, and black- lead comb And finiſh GAY the new machine. 290 
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The Coldeſs, pleas'd, the curious work receives, TT A Ez FF. aA 1K 
Remounts her chariot, and the grotto leaves; | 8 5 | 
With the light Fan ſhe moves the yielding air, | BOOK un 
Ard pales till then unknown play round the fair. | 905 1 

Unhappy lovers, how will ye withſtand, 195 


Wen theſe new arms ſhall grace your charmer's { \ LY MPUS' gate:;unſo'd; in heaven's high towers 


hand ? | | Appear in 1 7 - immortal powers. 
ient times, when maids in thovght ' Great Jouve above the reft exalted ſat 4 
* . "is 1 oh — And id his mind revolv*d fucereding fare ; 
| When eyes were artleſs, and the look, demure; His awful eye with 1az ſuperior one; 5 
When the wide ruff the well-turnd neck inclos'd, | The thunder. gr Hing eagle guads his throt e; 
And heaving brenſts within the ſtays repos d; 200 Qu filver clouds the great afiembly laid, 
When the cloſe hood conceal'd the modeſt car, The whole creation at one vicw furv:y'd. 5 
Ere black - lead combs diſown'd the virgin's hair; But ſee fair Venus comes in all her Rate ; 


Then in the muff unactive fingers lay The wanto Loves and Graces round her wait; 10 
Nor taught the Fan in fickle forms to play. With her looſe robe offigious Zeyphers play, 


How are the ſex improv'd in amorous arts! 205; And ſtrew with odoriferous flowers the way; 
What new-found ſnares they bait for human hearts In her right hand ſhe waves the fluttering Fan; 
When kindling war the ravag'd globe ran o'er, And thus in melting ſoundy her ſpeech. began: 


And fatten'd thirſty plains with human gore, afſembled Powers ! who fickle morta's guide, 15 
At firſt, the brandiſ d arm the javelin threw, | Who o'er the ſea, the ſkies, and earth, prefide ; 
Or ſent wing d arrows from the twangingyew ; 210| Ve fountains! e all human bleffings flow. 
In the bright air the dreadful faulchion ſhone, Who pour your bounties on the world below ; 


Or whiſthng ſlings diſmiſs'd th* uncertain ſtone. Bacchus firſt rais'd and prun'd the climbing vine, 


| Now men whoſe leſs deſtructive arms deſpiſe ; And taught the grape to ſtream with generous wine; 


Wide-waſteſul death from thundering cannon Induſtrious Ceres tam'd the favage ground, 


flies: And pregnant fields with golden harveſts crown'd ; 
one hour with more battalions ſtrows the plain, 215; Flora with bloomy ſweets enrich'd the year; 
Than were of yore in weekly battles ſlain | And fruitful Autumn is Pomona's care. 
So Love with fatal airs the nymph ſupplies, 1 firit taught woman to ſubdue mankind, — 25 
Her dteſs diſpoſes, and directs her eyes. And all her native charms with dreſs rcfin'd; 
The boſom now ite panting beauties ſhows; | Celeſtial Synod ! this machine ſurvey, _ 
| Thy experienc'd eye refiſtleſs glances throws; 220! That ſhades the face, or bids cool — play; 
| Now vary'd patches wander o'er the face, . If conſcious bluſhes on her cheek arife. | 
Andi firike each gazer with a borrow'd grace; With this {be veils them from her lover's eyes; 30 
The fickle head-drefs finks, and now aſpires = | No level'd glance betrays her amorous heart, 
A towery front of lace on branching wires [rhe the Fan's ambuſh ſhe direQs the dart. 
The curling hair in tortur q ringlets flow s, 225 he royal ſceptre ſnines in Juno's hand, — 
Or round the face in labour'd order grows, | And twiſted thunder ſpeaks great Jove's ccmmand; 
- How ſhall I ſoar, and on unweary wing n Pallas' arm the Corgon ſhield appears, 35 
Trace varying habits upward to their ſpring! And Neptune's mighty graſp the trident bears; 
What force of thought, what numbers can expreſs Ceres is with the bending fickle ſeen, 5 
T u' ir conſtant equipage of female dreſs ! 230 And the ſtrong bow points out the Cynthian Cueen; 


Ice the ſtrait lays the ſlender waitt conſtrain, 1 lenceforth the waving Fan my hands ſhail grace, 
Ho to adjuſt the manteau's ſweeping train! | rue waving Fan ſupply the ſceptre's place. 40 
W hat ſancy can the petticoat ſurround, | Who ſhall, ye Powers! the forming pencil hold ? 
With the capacious hoop of whale- bone hound ! | What ſtory ſhall the wide machine unſold ? 1 
But ſtay, preſumptuous Muſe ! nor boldly dare — Loves and Graces lead the dance around, 


The toiletts's ſacred myſteries declare. Let Cupid's arrow ſtrow the ſmiling plains 45 
Loet a uſt diftance be to beauty paid ; | 3 Wich unreſiſting nymphs and amorous ſwains: 
None here muſt enter but the truſty maid.  {Mayglowing pictures o'er the ſurface ſhine, 
| Should you the wardrobe's magazine rehearſe, To melt ſlow virgins with a warm deſign ! 
And gioſſy manteau's c iſtle in thy verſe; 240 Diana roſe with ſilver creſcent crown d, 8 
Should you the rich brocaded ſuit unfold, And fix d her modeſt eyes upon the ground; 5 | 


Where rifing flowers grow ſtiff with froſted gold; Then with becoming mein ſhe rais'd her head, 
The dazzled Muſe would from her ſubje&t fray, |3"d thus withgracefal voice the virgin ſaid: | 
And in amaze of faſhions loſe her way. ä orgot all former wi | 

e . {The wathful ogle, and deluſive ſmiles ? " 
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235 With myrtle-wreaths and flowry chaplets crown'd; | 


And this fantaſtic engine be decrecd, 
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tun men cute der eenins taogoomdel yeore ? Ne back, ye ſtreams; back to your fountain 


Or are the ſex grown novices in love ? 


run ! 


Why then theſe arms? or why ſhould artful eyes, {Paris is falſe 3 Oenome is undone. 


From this flight ambuſh conquer by furpriſe ? 
No guilty thought the ſpotleſs virgin kr.ows, 
And o'er her cheek no conſcious crimſon glows. 
Since bluſhes then from ſame alone ariſe, 
Why ſhould we veil them from her lover's eyes? 
Let Cupid rather give up his command, 
And trutt his arrows in a female hand. 
Have not the Gods already cheriſh'd pride, 
And woman with deſtructive arms ſupply*d : ? 
on her beſtows his choiceſt ſtores, 
For her the chambers of the deep explores ; 
The gaping ſhell its pearly charge refigns, 
And round her neck the lucid bracekt twines : 
plutus for her bids earth its wealth unfold, | 
Where the warm ore is ripen'd into geld; 
Or where the ruby reddens in the foil, 


Ere you the pangs of this curſt paſſion knew, 1:0 


plain, 
| Without the preſence of your pei jurꝰd ſwain, 


| Fan, 

65 In his true colours view perfidious man; 
Pleas'd with her virgin Rate, in ſoreſts rove, 125 
And never truſt the rous hopes of Love. | 
The Goddeſs ended; merry Momus roſe, | 
Wich ſmiles and grins he waggiſh glances throws; 
70|Then with a roiſy laugh foreſtafls the joke, 

Mirth flaſhes from his eyes while thus he ſpoke 
Rather let heavenly deeds be painted — 

aud by your own examples teach the fair. 


Where the greta emerald pays the ſearchers toil. Let clafie Diana on the piece be ſeen, 


Does not the diamond ſparkle in her ear, 
Glow on her hand, and tremble in her hair? 
From the gay nymph the glancing luftre flies, 
And imitates the lightning of her eyes. 

But yet, if V :nusꝰ wiſhes muſt ſucceed, 


May ſome chaſte ſtory from the pencil flow, 
To ſpeak the virgin's joy, and Hymen's woe ! 
Niere let the wretched Ariadne ſtand, | 
Seduc'd by Theſeus to ſome defart land, 

Her locks diſhevel'd waving in the u ind, 

The cryſtal tears confeſs her tortur d mind. | 
The perjur'd youth unfurls his treacherous fails, 
And their white boſoms catch the ſwelling gales. 
Be ſtill! ye winds, ſhe cries; ſtay, Theſeus, any! 
But faithleſs Theſeus hears no more than they. 


All deſperate, to ſome craggy cliff ſhe flies, 


And fpreads a well-known ſignal in the ſkies; 

His lefſening ve ſſel plows the foamy main; 

She fighs, ſhe calls, ſhe waves the fign in vain. 
Paint Dido there amidſt her laſt diftreſs, 


ple checks and blood-ſhot eyes her grief expreſs: : [See Cephalus her wanton airs deſpiſe, I55 | 


Deep in her breaſt the reeking ſword is drown'd , 


75 And the bright creſcent own the Cynthian 3 

| n Latmos' top ſee young Endymion lies, 135 
Feign'd ſleep has clos'd the bloomy lover's eyes: 
see, to his ſoft embraces how ſhe ſteals, 

And on his lips her warm careſſes ſeals; 


| 85}No more her hand the glittering javelin holds, 


But round his neck her eager arms ſhe folds. 
{Why are our ſecrets by our bluſhes ſhown ? 


Here let her on ſome flowery bank be laid, 


88 Where meeting beeches weave a graceful ſhade ; 
Her naked boſom wanton treſſes grace, 0 --- 


[and glowing expectation paints her face; 
Ober her fair limbs a thin looſe veil is fpread, 
! (Stand off ! ye ſhepherds; fear Actron's head |) 
90 Let vigorous Pan th" unguarded minute ſeize, 

Ard in a ſhaggy goat the virgin pleaſe. 150 

Why are our ſecrets by our bluſhes ſhown? 
| Virgins are virgins ſtill—while *tis unknown, 
| There with juſt warmth Aurora's paſſion trace, 
g5|Let ſpreading crimſon ſtain her virgin face. 


While ſhe provokes him with defiring eyes; 


And guſhing blood ſtreams purple from the wound; To raiſe his paſſions, ſhe diſplays her — 


His Giter Anna hovering o'er her ſtands, 


| Accuſes Heaven with lifred eyes and hancs, 
Upbraids the Trojan with repeated cries, 
Ano mixes curſes with her broken fighs. 


His modeſt hand upon her boſom warms : 


| 1col Nor looks, nor Prayers, nor force, his — per- 


ſuade; 


View this, ye maids; and then each ſwain believe : Here let diſſolving Leda grace the toy, 


They're Trojans all, and vow but to deceive. 
Here draw Oenone in the lonely grove, 
Where Paris firſt betray'd her into love: 
Let wither d garlands hang on every bough, 
Which the falſe youth wove for Oenone's | 


The garlands loſe their ſweets, their pride is ſhed, 


And like their odours all his vows are fled. 


on her fair arm her penſiye head ſhe lays, 


And Xanthus* wave with mournful look ſurveys ; 


Warm cheeks and heaving breaſts reveal her joy ; 


105 Beneath the preſſing ſwan ſhe pants for air, 


While with his fluttering wings he fans the fair. 


And ſoften Danae in a glittering ſhower. 
Would you warn Beauty not to cheriſh pride, 
110 Nor vainly in the treacherous bloom confide, 
the machine the ſage Minerva place, 
With lincaments of wiſdom mark her face. 17 


That fiood which witneſs'd his inconſtant flame, See, where ſhe lies near ſome tranſparent food, 


When thus ke ſwore, and won the yielding dame: 


And with her pipe cheers the reſounding wood : 


| ® Theſe ſtreams ſhall ſooner to their fountain move, [Her image in the floating glaſs ſhe ſpies, 


Than I forget my dear Oenone's love.” 


116 — — * worn ps, and ſhrivel's eyes; 


Ah, wretthed maid ! think how the moments flew, 
60 When groves could plaafe, and when you lov'd the 


Thus may the nymph, whene*r ſhe ſpreads the | 


Virgins are virgins ſtill—while tis unknown. \ 


[Bi t with diſdain ke quits the roſy maid. ; 5, 260 


There let all conquering gold exert its power, 165 


— — W — 


r 7 


| Beneath the net the captive lovers place, 
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She breaks the guiltleſs pipe, and with diſdain 175 

Its ſhatter'd ruins flings upon the plain; 

With the loud reed no more her cheek ſhall ſwell, 

What! ſpoil her face! No. Warbling ſtrains, fare. 
wel. | 


Shall arts, ſhall ſciences, employ the fair ? 

Thoſe trifles are beneath Minerva's care. 180 
From Venus let her learn the married life, 

And all the virtuous duties of a wife. | 

Here on a couch extend the Cyprian dame, 

Let hereye ſparkle with the glowing flame ; 

_ The God of War within her clinging arms 185 
Sinks on her lips, and kindles all her charms. 
Paint limping Vulcan with a huſband's care, 

And let his brow the cuckold's honours wear; 


Their limbs entangled in a cloſe embrace. 190 
Let theſe amours adorn the new machine, 

And female nature on the piece be ſeen; 

So ſhall the fair, as long as Fans ſhall laſt, 

Learn from your bright examples to be chaſte. 


A furerw 


THE F AN. 
BOOK u.. 
22 ſpoke. When fage Minerva 


From her ſweet lips ſmooth elocution flows ; | 
Her ſxilſul hand an ivory pallet grac'd, 1 


POEMS. 


She made Latona's altars ceaſe to flame, 

And of due honours robb'd her ſacred name 

To her own charms ſhe bade freſh incenſe riſe, 
And adoration own her brighter eyes. 

Seven daughters from her fruitful loins were born, 
Seven gaceful ſons her nuptial bed adorn, | 
Who, for a mother's arrogant diſdain, 

Were by Latona's double oftspring ſlain, 

Here Phœbus his unerring ario drew, | 
And from his riſing ſteed her firſt- horn threw; 49 
His opening fingers drop the ſlacken'd rein, 

And the pale corpſe falls headlong to the plain. 
Beneath her pencil here two wreſtlers bend, 


see, to the graſp their ſwelling nerves diſtend; 


Diana's arrow joins them face to face, 45 
And death unites them in a ſtrit embrace. 
Another here flies trembling o'er the plain 


{When Heaven purſues, we ſhun the Rroke in 


vain) : | j 
This lifts his ſupplicating hands and eyes, ' 
And *midft his humble adoration dies 

As from his thigh this tears the barbed dart, 
eapen ſtrikes his throbbing heart: 

While that to raiſe his wounded brother tries, 
Death blaſts his bloom, and locks his ſrozen eyes. 


With fable garments and diſhever'd hair, 

And o'er their gaſping brothers weeping ftood ; 
Some with their treſſes ſtopt the guſhing blood; 
They ſtrive to ſtay the fleeting life too late, 


And in the pious action ſhare their fate 60 
Now the proud dame, o'ercome by trembling fear, 


With her wide robe protects her only care; 
To ſave her only care in vain ſhe tries, 
 ]Cloſe at her feet the lateſt victim dies. 


As Gods are bleſs'd with a ſuperior fkill, | 
And, ſwift as mortal thought, perform their will; 
Straight ſhe propoſes, by her art divine, 

To bid the paint expreſs her great deſign. 5 
Th? aſſembled powers conſent. She now began 
And her creating pencil Rain'd the Fan. 10 


Where ſhining colours were in order plac'a. 


O'er the fair field trees ſpread, and rivers flow, 


Towers rear their heads, and diſtant mountains 
| Life ſeems to move within the glowing veins, | 


And in each face ſome lively paſſion reigns. 


Thus have I ſeen woods, hills, and dales appear, 15 
Flocks graze the plains, birds wing the ſilent air, 
In darken'd rooms, where light can only paſs 
Through the ſmall circle cf a convex glaſs; 
On the white ſheet the moving figures riſe, 


| The foreſt waves, clouds float along the ſkies. 20 


She various fables on the piece deſign d. 
That ſpoke the follies of the female kind. 

The fate of pride in Niobe ſhe drew | 

(Be wiſe, ye nymphs, that ſcornful vice ſubdue). 

In a wide plain th' imperious mother ſtood, 25 

Whoſe diſtant bounds rofe in a winding wood ; 

Upon her ſhoulder Rows her mantling hair, 
Pride marks her brow, and elevates her air ; 

A purple robe behind her ſweeps the ground, 

| Whoſe ſpacious border golden flowers ſurround; 30 


Down her fair cheek the trickling forrow flows, 65 


bike dewy ſpangles on the bluſhing roſe ; 
2 Fix'd inaftoniſhment ſhe weeping flood, 


The plain all purple with her children's bicod ; 
She ſtiffens with her woes: no more her hair 


And beat no longer with the ſanguine tide ; 
All life is fled ; firm marble now ſhe grows, 
Which till in tears the mother's anguiſh ſhows. 


Ye haugl. ty ſair, your painted Fans diſplay, 71 
And the juſt fate of loſty pride ſurvey. N OW 


Though lovers oft extol your beauty's power, 
And in celeſtial fimilies adore; ;; .) 
Though from your features Cupid borrows arms, 


Alike thy lovers and thy glaſs deceive. ; 
Here lively colours Procrts” paſſion tell, 

Who to her jealous fears a victim fell 

Here kneels the trembling hunter o'er his wiſe, 


_ | Who rolls her ſickening eyes, and gaſps for life; 


Her drooping head upon her ſhoulder lies, 
And purple gore her ſnewy boſom dyes. 


What guilr, what horror, on his face appears ! | 
With agony his wringing hands he ftrains, 


And ſtrong convulſions ſtretch his branching veins. | 


The tender ſiſters, bath'd in grief appear, 35 


In eaſy ringlets wantons in the air o 70 | 
| Motion ſorſakes her eyes: her veins are dry'd, 


a * ig ws 1 


And goddeſſes confeſs inferior charms ; 80 
Do not, vain maid, the flattering tale believe, 


See, his red eye · lid ſtems to ſwell with tears; ge 
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f_-ar;, hence, ye wives | bid vain ſuſpicion ccafs, | The Fan ſhall Gutter in all female hands, 1 


Lett not, in fallen diſcuntent, your pace: And various faſhions leatn from various lands. f 
For, when fierce love ta jealouly ſerments, 9g; | For this ſhall elephauts their ivory ſh=d ; 155 1 
A thouſand doubts and fears the foul invents; And polith'd ticks the waving engine ſpread : | 
No more the days in plcafing converſe flows, His clouded mail the tortoiſe ſhall reſign, ; 
And nights no more their ſoft endearments know. I Aud round the rivet pearly circles ſhine. | 
There on the piece the Volſcian queen expir i, j On this ſhall Indians all their art employ, | | | 
The love of ſpoiis her female boſom fir's. 121 Aud with bright colours ſtain the gaudy toy; 160 | 
Gay Chloreus arms attract her ionging cycs, Their paint ſhail here in wildeſt fancies flow, 
And fur the painted plume and helm ſhe ſighs; | Their dreſs, their cuftoms, their religion, ſhow : 
Fbarleſs ſhe follows, bent on gaudy prey, So ſh21} the Britiſh fait their minds improve, 
Till an ill-fated dart obſtructs her way; And on the Fan to diilant climates rove. ; 
Down drops the martial mad ; the bloody Here China' o hadies ſhall their pride diſplay, 168 
ground 10% | And ſilver figures gill their loofe array; | | 
Floats with a torrent from the purple wund; Tais boris her little fert aud winking eyes; 
The mournful nymphs her droopiag head 11: "RAY |T hat tunes the file, or tinkli ing cymbal plies : 
And try to ſtop the guſtiing life in vain. | Here croſs- legg'd nob!.s in rick ſtate ſaall dine; 


Thus the raw maid ſome tawdry coat ſurveys, | Tacre in bright mail diforted heroes Thive. 170 

Where the fop's ſancy in emi: roi. ry plays; 112 The peeping Fan in rind. rn times ſhall rife, 

His ſnowy f-ather, edg'd with crimivn dyes, Through which unſeen the female og! flies; 

And his bright fword-knot, lure her wan dering eyes; | This ſhall in eempl-s the fly maid conceal, 
| Fring'd gloves and gold brocade conſpire to au, ves Aud ſhelter love beneath devotion's veil. 0 q 
[+ Till the nymph falls a ſacrifice to love. Guy France ſhall make the Fan her arriſt's care, 173 | 
| Here young Narciſſus o'er the fountain fiood, 115 | Ard with the collly trinket arm the fair. by 

And view d his image in the cryſtal flood; As learacd orators, that touch the heart, 
The cryital flood reflects his lovely charms, | ' | With various action raiſe their ſoothing art, 

And the pleas'd image ſtrives to mcet his arms. Both head and hand affect the liſtening throng, 
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„ 


No nymph his unexperienc'd breaſt ſubdued, And humour each expreſſion of the tongue; 180 
Echo in vain the flying boy purſued, 120 So ſhall each paſſion by the Fan be ſeen, | 
Himſelf alone the fooliſh youth admires, * From noiſy anger to the ſullen ſpleen. | 
And with fond look the ſmiling ſhade defires : | While Venus ſpoke, joy ſhone in Strephon's eyes; 
Oer the ſmooth lake with ſruitleſs tears he grieves, ; Proud of the gift, he ty Corinna flies: | 
His {fpr-ading fingers ſhoot in verdant leaves, | But Cupid (who delights in amorous ill, 12 
= Through his pale veins green fap now gen 2 Wounds hearts, and leaves them to a woman e's will 
| flows, 12; | Withcertain aim a golden arrow drew, 
5 And i in a ſhort-liv'd flower his beauty blows. Which to Leander's panting boſom flew. 
Let vain Narciſſus warn each female breaſt, j Leander lov'd, and to the ſprightly dame 


| That beauty's but a tranſicnt good at belt. | ln gentle ſigh's reveal'd his growing flame: 190 
Like flowers it withers with th' advancing year; | Sweet tmiles Corinna to his ſighs returns, 
And age, like winter, robs the blooming fair. 130 And for the fop in equal paſſion burns. 


Od, Aramicta ! ceaſe thy wonted pride, I Lo, Strephon comes! and, with a ſuppiiant 
Nor longer in thy faithleſs charms ei nfide ; 1 ba, 
| Ev'n while the glaſs reflects thy ſparking eyes. Offers the preſent, and renews his vor. | 
: Their luſtre and thy rofy colour flies! | When ſhe the late of Niobe beheld; 195 
| Thus on the Fan the breathing fizures ſhine, 135 Why has my price again my heart rebell'd ? 
"7 And all the powers applaud the wiſe deſign. | Se fighing ery'd. Dildo in forſook her hreat!, 
Ihe Cyprian qucen the painted gift receives, And Str-phon now was thought a worthy gueſt. : 


And with 2 grateful bow the ſynod leaves. lo Procris* boſom when the faw the dart, 
| To the low world ſhe bends her ſteepy way, | Ske juſtly hlames her «wn ſaſpicious heart; 202 
Where Strephon paſs'd the ſolitary day. 140 Imputes her diſcontent to jealous fear, 


—_—_— 


dne found him in a melancholy grove, I Aud knows her Steph: an's colilancy ſincere. 
His down caſt eyes betray'd deſponding love; When on Camilla's fate her eye the turns 
The wounded bark conſeß'd his ſlighted lame, INo more for ſhow end cquipage ſhe burns 
And every tree hore falſe Corinua's name: [She [-arvs Leander's prion to Jofpile, 265 
In a cool ſhade he lay with folded arms, 145 And tos on merit with diſcerning eyes. 
Curſes his fortune, and upbraids her charms; Xercittus' change to the vain virgin ſhow we 
When Venus to his wondering eyes appears, | Who truſts to beauty, truſts the fading t© 


And with theſe words relieves his amcreus cares: Youth fli-s apace, with youth your beauty Lies; : 
Riſe ! happy youth; this bright machine furvey, Love then. ye virgins, re the gloſſars ses. 21 4 
Whoſe rattling ſticks my buſy fingers ſway ; s 90 Thus Palias taught her. Sexe phon * Sttetne da: 4 
This preſent ſhall thy cruel charmer 8 | Acd H5-2c1's tor eh diffi. J ch ur hien Jan! p 
And in her fickle boſom kindle lov. | W | | 
Ver. Vs. | | | 1 K 
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t Atque humiles habitare caſas —”* Vir, 


PROLOGUE 
ro THE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE 


LORD V15COUNT BOLINGBROKE. 


O, 1 who erſt beneath a tree 
Sung Bumkinet and Bowzybee, 

And Blouzclind and Marian bright, 
In apron blue or apron white, 
Now write my ſonnets in à book, 
For my good lord of Bolingbroke. 

As lads and laſſes flood around 
To hrar my boxen hautboy ſound, 
Our cler came poſting o'er the green 
With doleful tidings of the gueer ; 

That queen, he ſaid, to whom we owe 
wert peace that maketh riches flow; 

That gueen, who eas d our tax of ate, 

Was dead, alas — and lay in ſtate. 

At this, i in tears was Cicely ſcen, 

Buxoma tore her pinners clean, 

{doleful dumps ſtood every clown, 
The parſon rent his band and gown. 
Vor me, when as | heard that death 
Had fnatch'd queen Anne to Elzabech, 

U broke my reed, and, ſighing, fwore, 

Vd weep for Btouzclind no more. 
Wille thus we ſtood as in a ſtound. | 

Ard wet with tears, like dew, the ground, 

Full on by bonefire and by bell | 

Weijcarnt our Liege was pafling well. 

A ſkiliul leach (fo God him ſpeed) 

They laid had wroughe this bleſſed deed. 
This leach Arbuthnot was yclept, 

Ahe many a night not once nad Nept ; 
But v-atch'd our gracious Sovereign bill ; 
For who could reſt when the was al? 
Oh, may'ſt thou hcnceſorth ſweetly cp! 
| deer, lwains, oh ſhecr your ſuſteſi ſheep, 

Lo well his couch; lor, well I ween, 
Ile ſav'd the e who ſav'd the Queen. 
Quath I, pleale Jad, I'll hye with lee 
Too court, this Arbuthuot to ſee, i 

{ fold my ſheep audlambkins two, 

For filver loops end garment blue; ; 

ity boxen hautbsy, rereet UE ſongd, 

Tor lace that edg'd nude hat ar ound; 

Yor Lightfoot and my ſerip, I £5! 

A gorgeous ſword, and eke 4 knut. 

Jo forth | far'd to court with tpe: «, 

Ut ſoldier's drum withouten drecd; 
For peace allays the ſhepherd's fear 

2f vecaring cap of grenadicr. 
There ſaw 1 ladies all a- row, 

Ecfore their Queen in ſeemly ſhow, 

> 0 more Il fing Euxoma brown, 

Like galdfinch in her Sunday gown ; 

Now Chu: aflis nor Marian bright, 

Nor damſel that Hobnclia Eight, | 

Bur Lauſdovene, freſh as flower of May, 

Aud Briley, lady blithe and gay; 


"al 


15 


1 And Angleſca, wholtc 3 exceeds 


The voice of pipe, or caten reeds ; 
And blooming Hyde, with eyes o rare ; 
And Montague beyond compare: by 


Such ladies fair would 1 depaint, 
| In roundelay or ſonnet quaint, 


There many a worthy wight I've ſeen, 
In ribbon blue and ribbon green: 


As Oxford, who a wand doth bear, „„ 
| Like Moſcs, in our bibles fair; | 

Who for our traffick forms deſigns, : 
And gives to Britain Indian mines. 

Now, ſhepherds, clip your fleecy care; | 
Ye maids, your ſpinning wheels prepare ; 70 


| Ye weavers, all your ſhuttles throw, 


Ard bid broad-ctoths and ferges grow; 


| For trading free ſhail thrive again, 


Nor leatings lewd attright the ſwain. 
There aw | St. John. ſweet of mien, +=» 
Full Rediaſt both to church and queen; 
With whole fair name 1'l deck my train : 
St. John, right conrtzous to the ſwain, 
For thus he told m- on a day, | 
* rim are thy ſonnets, gentle Gay; 80 


| And, certcs, \mirtk. it were to ſee 


Thy joyous madrigals twice three, 
With prefaee meet, and notes 1 


IImprinted fair, and well y- bound. 


20 


30 


E MONDAY; 


{ All ſuddeniy then home | ſped, 85 
And did ev'n as my lord had faid. 8 


JI. o, here thou hatt mine Eclogues fair, 
But let not theſe detain thine ear. 
1 et not th' affairs uf Rates and king 


| Wait, while our Buwzybeus fings. DE 90 — i 


Rather than verſe of ſimple ſwain 

Should ſtay the trade of France or Spain; 
on, tor the pleint of Parſon's maid, 
+ Yor! Emperor's packets be delay's ; | 
In touth, | ſwear by holy Paul, | 95 
| I burn hook, __ ace, notes and all. 


| "THE SQUABBLE. 


: 1OBBIN CLOUT, CCDDY, CLODDIPOLE. | 
358 


I. oneIN CLOUT. 
HY younglings, Cuddy, are but juſt awake, 
No thruſtles farill the bramble· buff —— 


| No — yet the ſwelling udder ſtrokes; 
O' er yonder hill does icant the dawn appear : 5 


i Then why does Cucdy ĩeave his cott fo rear? 


CUunDDY. 


| Ak Lobbin Clou:! 1 ween, my plight ! is guell, | 
| For he that loves, u ffranger is to reſt ; 
Ver. 3 We!kir, the ſame as Mellen, an old Sans | 


| word ſignifying @ cloud; by poetical licence it is ed 


| | this verſe in the Dream of Chaucer, 


59 


33 


Ne in all the welkin was no cloud.“ 
heen or ſbine, an old word for ſhining or bri 267. 


for ſcurce. 


England, for early in the morning. 


Ver. 7. To cen, derived from the Saxon, i to think 
| or congearve. 


r 


K 1 


— — 


e 


| quently taken for the . or fy „as may appear by | 


Ver. 5. Scant, uſed in the ancient Britiſh authors 5 3 


ml. ed 35 a4 At. _ 


Ver. 6. Rear, an expreſſion i in ſeveral counties cf 


Pn. 7 SP. PR. OE oo 


THE SQUABBLE. Paros I. 


i ſwains belye not, thou haſt prov d the ſmart. 


And Blovzelinda's miſtreſs ot thy heart. 

This riſing rear betokeneth ell thy mi nd, 

Theſe arms are folded for thy Hou. 

And well, I trow. our pitco1s baghts agice 2 

Thee Blouzelit an ſmites, BU ma nie. 
LoBms Cloer. 

Ab, Blouzelind I love thee more by half, 


10 


15 


Than does their fawns, or cows the new-fall'n calf: 
Woe worth the tongue may blitters ſore it * 


That names Euxoma Blouzelind withal. 
Copor. 


Hold, witlefs Lobbin Clout, I thee adviſe, 


Left bliſters fore on thy own tongue ariſe. 
Lo, yonder, Cloddipole, the blithſome ſwain, 


The wiſeſt lout of all the neighbouring plain! 


From Cloddipole we learnt to read the ſkies, 
To knew when hail will fall, or winds ariſe. 
He taught us erſt the heifer's tail to view, 


When ftuck aloft, that ſhowers would ftraight en 


ſue : 
He firſt that uſeful ſecret did explaia, 


20 


25 


That prickuig corns foretold the gathering rain. 
When ſwallows fleet ſoar high and ſport in air, 


Tie told us that the welkin wonld be clear. 

Let Cloddipole then hear us twain rzhearſ-, 

Aud praiſe his ſweetheart in alternate verſe. 

I'll wager this ſame oaken ſtaff with thee, 

That Cloddipole ſhall give the prize to.me. 
LopBzin Cour. 


39] 


See this tobaccu· pouch, that's lin'd with hair, 35 


Made of the ikin of deepeſt fallow deer. 


This pouch that's ty'd with apc of reddeſt hug, 


ru wager, that the prize ſnall be my due. 
Cop. 


Begin thy carols then, thou vaunting Nonch | 


Be tiitac tie vakey ſtaſſ, or mine the pou: h. 
Loden CLoCr. 
1 My Blouzelinda is the blitheſt laſs, | 
Tan primroſe ſweeter, or the clover-v7 fa, 
Fair is tbe king-cup that in ncaduw himpe, 
Fair is the daiſie that befice her grows ; 
Fair is the gilliſlower, of gardens fiycer, 
Fair is the mar; gold, for pottage meet * 
But Blonzeling's than gilliflower mor? tu ir. 
Than daiſic, mar; gold. ar tire. cup rare, 
Cern. 

My brown Rust ma IS t aten 
That &er at wake delighthupe! "oper! 
Cicun us 2 amblit: 2 ct the goes 1 LY 
And He the geldhucth in her Sunday ; oven. 
"Tae witheſs ; * h ruay part upon the ph. n. 
The friſking ki tie dis; bt the waning 5 
The wn*or; cut may Ikip with mat vo bang 
And mi dur 1 Fay ploy 01 left len 1 rd na: 
E: ur nei. Wn 1. mb, nar Kitt. wor. cal, : % r: 
Var CE 1.1 6 i; nen en the .. HRrit 41 1 BE 1 

| I. on: Coupy, 
: Ie: t i: my teil hen 3): n:metins 
Gi he berein, tis winter „ t.e var. 
Mira her n. te mln FTW I I OE EN 
In winter, inan! 1.000 nien, e e 
DG Blows: len, tat 25 F . an's Gr irt 
LY zumner 5 1 b. 2?! 
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Aut. * Lig) 4. 5 4 
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fon 


4. an c3oat En: lh Writs 3. 


* 


1 On two near elms tlie flock 


t ue word fron ; 


Eftſoons, O ſweetheart kind, my love repay, 


And all the year ſhall then be holiday. "0 


4 LoBbiN Crour. 

As Blouzelinda, in a gameſome mood, 
Behind a haycack Joudly laughing ſtood, 

I flily ran, and ſnatch'd a haſty kiſs ; 

She wip'd her lips, nor took it much amiſs, 


Her breath was ſwecter than the 3 . 
Cvopr. 
As my "IANS a morning fair, 
| With gentle finger ſtrok' d her milky care, 
1 queintly tole a kiſs ; at firſt, 'tis true, 
2he frown'd yet after granted one or two. 80 
Lobbin, I fwear, believe who will my vows, 
Her breath by far exceli'd the breathing cows. 
LourtiN CLoUT. 


Leek to the Welch, to Dutchmen butter's dear, 


Of Iriſh ſwains potatoe is the chear; 


Sweet turnips are the food of Blouzelind. 
While ſhe loves turnips, butter FI deſpiſe, 
Nor Iceks, nor oatmeal, nor potatoe, prize. 
Cobpr 


In good roaſt- beef my laadlord ſticks his knife, 


Pudding uur pat ſon eats, the ſqvire loves hare, 
But white-pot thick is my Buxoma's fare. 
While ſhe loves white- pot, capon ne'er ſhall be, 
Nor hare, nor beef, nor pudding, food for me. 
* I. osRIN Cour. 


miſs'd the ſwains, and ſeiz'd on Blouzelind. : 


True * that ancient proverb, Love is blind” | 
| _ OS | 


by at 3 once 1 laid me down, 


| Ard ſelt the weighty hand of many a clown ; 5 1c : 


Ruxoma gave a gentle tap, and | 

(Quick rote, and read ſolt miſchief in her eye. 
Lozgnix Crour. 

zu'd cord I nung, 

Now high, now low, my Blouzelinda ſwung. 

{ With the rode wind her rumpled garment roſe, leg 


| And ſhow r taper leg, and ſcarlet haſh. 


Ger. | 
Acrois du. allen oak the plank [ laid, 
And a. * ici! 2 3 1921? hs totterin, — 224 


nes nue limes 21, Or former! 1. 


Ver. 56. BD, an ol word, gnilying * or | 


on — F, 1 


V er. 09. - / oa; ſrem . an ancient Britiſh 5 
tubing 


word, 110 FR is ring. ta. . vg that off 7 92 1 2 4 
whi ich is, as it were, bo 22 tawice 


7 15 : QF wry fon. 
4 Ver. 3.x S Hs 1. 5 

| have ulcl t in this place 
i ee forng lu as Chñauter Heath genie in Eis Mite 


i' ale. „ As Clerkes being iuli ſubtie“ ana 


que int“ 
1 not in th vat er teu wherein he ut Ich it ia the 
2 mer: ! «ly 3 
f 


7 To 


* Por lus Allie gratiflima, \ Litis laccho, 


* For! So fir Miyrtas Ione: i, lar Laurea Phachs, 
Win: am it 8 ory 15>. has lum Phils anat: t. 
a * dy II. 1 : Cary los. nes | ea Ph chad 
>» 3 * | Ve 
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Believe me, Cuddy, while |'m bold to ſay, 25 


Oats for their feaſts the Scottiſh ſhepherds grind, 85 
The capon fat delights his dainty wife, 90 


| As once I play'd at blindmer's buff, it lags : 95 : 
| Abont my cyes the towel thick was wrapt. 


Ver. 25. hr, a contraction of ere this ; * ſigai- 


s various ſionificatiuns in the 


(ey wh: EY he i or vaggαανο̃: 1d 


. ECAC 


328 


High leap'd the plank ; ; adown Buxoma fell; 
1 ſpy'd-but faithful fweethearts never tell. 
Loss Cour. | 
This riddle, Cuddy, if thou canſt, explain, 
This wily riddle puzzles every ſwain. 


1120 


| GAY'S fokus. 


Ah, Colin! eꝛnſt thou "Ions thy ſweetheart true 
What | have done for thee, will Ciccly do ? 

Will ſhe thy linen waſh, or hoſen darn, 

And knit thee gloves made of her own ſpun yarn ? 


Will ſhe with huſwife's hand provide thy meat? 35 


What flower is that which bears the virgin's name, And every Sunday morn thy neckcloth plait, 


* 'The richeſt metal joined with the fame?“ 


Cupvy. 


Ae choucerie, cad judge thieridite right, 115) 


Fl frankly own thee for a cunning wight. 

% What flower is that which royal honb ur craves, 
* Adjoin the virgin, and tis ſtrown on graves ?” 

| Cr@DDIPOLE. 

| PForbear, contending louts, give o'er your ſtrains ! 
An oaken ſlaff each merits for his pains. 120 
But ſec the ſun-bcams bright to labour warn, 
And gild the thatch of goodman Hodge's barn. 
| Your herds for want of water ſtand a-dry, 
They're weary of your ſongs—and ſo am I. 


| TUE SDAY: 
THE DITTY. 
MARIAN. 


round Colin Clout, a lad of peerleſs meed, 
Full well could dance, and deftiy tune the reed; 
| In every wood his carols ſweet were known, 

At every w-ke his nimble feats were ſhown. 
When in the ring the ruſtic routs he threw, 5 
The damſcls' pleaſures with his conqueſts grew; 

Or when aſlant the cudgel threats his head, 

His danger ſmites the breaſt of every maid, 

But chief of Marian. Marian lov'd the foals, 
The parſon's maid, and neateſt of the plain; 10 
Nlarian, that ſoft ds ſtroke the udder'd cow, 

Or leſſen with her ſieve the barley-mow ; 

Marbled with ſage the hardening cheeſe ſhe preſs d, 
And yellow butter Marian's ſkill confeſs'd; 

But Ma; ian now, devoid of country cares, 15 
Nor yellow butter, ner ſage - chet ſe, prepares; 

For yearning love the witleſs maid empioys, 

And Love, ſay ſwaizs, all buſy herd deſtrays.“ 
Colin makes mock at all her piteous ſmart; _ 

A laſs that Cicely hight had won his heacr, 20 

Cicely the weſtern laſs that tends the ke, 

The rival of the parſo! 's maid was the. 

In dre ry ſhade now Marian lies along 

Aud, nit with fi;zhs, thus wails in 3 ſong: : 

Ah woeful day ah woeful noon and morn ! 25 
When fit by thee my young lings white were rs. 3 

"Then firſt, I ween | caſt a lover's cye, 

My ſheep were ly, but more filly l. 

Bencath the ſhears th. felt no laſting ſmart, 

They loſt but flecces, wh: 'lc 1 loſt a .* art. 30 


4 


Ver. 103—1 10 wer: not in the early ecitions. N. 
Ver. 113. Marygoid. 
Ver. 117. Rofſcmul F- 


Di quibus in terris inſeripti nomina Regum 
« N ſcantu Free.“ 


Ver. 120. At vitula tu dignus & hic.“ Vir, 


Ver. 21. 
cu,. 


—— 


13 | 


| Which o'er thy kerſey doublet ſpreading wide, 


ln ſervice- time drew Cicely's eyes aficde ? 


/ Where'cr | gad, I cannot hide my care, 

My new difaſters in my look appear. 40 
White as the curd my ruddy cheek is grown, 
So thin my features that I'm hardly known. 

Our neighbours tell me oft”, in joking talk, 


| Of aſhes, leather oatmeal, bran, and chalk ; 
Unwittingly of Marian they divine, 


land wilt not that with thoughtful love I pine. 


Vet Colin Clout, untoward ſhepherd fwain, 
Walks whiſtling blithe, while pitiful plain. | 

Whilom with thee 'twas Marian's dcar delight 
To moil all day, and merry make at night. 30 
If in the ſoil you guide the crooked ſhare, | 
Your early breaktaſt is my conſtant care; 


And when with even hand you ſtrow the grain, 


1 frigdt the thieviſh rooks from off the plain. 


In miſling days, when I my threſher heard, 55 | 
| With nappy beer I to the barn repair'd; | 


Loſt in the muſic of the whirling flail, 
To gaze on thee | left the ſmoking pail : 
In harveſt when the ſun was mcunted high, 


| Whene'er you mow'd, I follow'd with the rake, 
And have full oft” been fun burnt for thy ſake : 
When in the welkin gathering ſhowers were ſcen, 
L lagg's the laſt with Colin on the green; 


Straight on the fire the ſooty pot I plac'd, 

To warm thy broth I burnt my hands for haſte. 
When hungry thou ſtood'ſt faring, like an oaf, 

I flic'd the luncheon from the barley-loaf ; 70 


Ah, love me more, or love thy pottage leſs! 


| 
ih near yon ſtile, three ſallow gypſies met. 


Upon my hand they caſt à poring look, 73 
Bid me beware, and thrice their heads they ſhook : 


Laſt Friday's eve, when as the fun was ſet, | 


They ſaid that many croſſes I muſt prove ; 
Some in my werldly gain, but moſt in love. 


N Next morn 1 miſs'd three hens and our old cock, 
And eff the hedge two pinners and a ſmock ; 0 


bote theſe lofles with a chriſtian mind, 


And no miſhaps could fee], while thou wert kind. 5 


But ſince, alas I grew my Colin's ſcorn, 


oe known no pleaſure, night, or noon, cr morn. 
Help me, y. gypſics ; bring bim home agaiu, 3 


And to 3 cornttant lafs give. back her fwain 
Have I not far with rhee full many « right, 

When dying embers were our only light, 

When every creature did in flumbers lie, 


Beſides our cat, my Colin Clout, and |? ge 


No troublous thoughts the cat or Colin move, 


: 
4 


Vii." While 1 alone am kept awake by love. 


Remember, Colic, when at laſt year's wade 
1 brug ge hu lily preferit for thy ſake 


Kee, A weſt-country word for live or Cnu! if rin eile er the palſy 07 thy niſe, 95 
| | And Wits acotlict + 


chauge thy Kate of lite? 


* 


5282 22727 22 3 


My leathern bottle did thy draught ſupply; 60 


And when at eve returning with thy car, 66 
Awaiting heard the jingling bells from far, 


With crumbled bread | thicken'd well thy mess.. 


S r' gs $0 at 


75 


85 ü 


95 


| Or des with goſſips at a feaſt regale, 
And heivhten her conceits with fack and ale, 
Or che at wakes with Joan and Hodge rejuice, 15 


THE DUMPS. Pisroa az III. 


ſorget'ſt, 1 wot, 1 can repeat, 
1 can tell the verſe fo ſweet: 
« As this is grav'd upon this knife of thine, 
« 8, is thy image on this heart of mine.“ Ic 
But woe is me | ſuch prejents luckleſs prove, 


r luives, they tell me, wiways fever han. 
mM i hus Marian an' d, her eyes with tears brimfull, 


When Goody Dobbins brought her cow to bull. 


With apron blue to dry her tears ſhe fought; To5 
Then faw the cow well ferv'd, and took a great. 


- ce — - — 


„ 2 DN ES DA: 


on, 
TriE DUMPSE, 
EPARABELLA. 
IHE wailings of 'a maiden | recite, 
A ma d t fair that Sparabella hight. 
Such {rains n, er warhle in the linnet's throat, 


Nor he yay gotefiuch chaunts fo ſwect a nete. 


N mer vie chatter'd, nor the painted jay, 
N. vx WAS heard to low, nor aſs to bray; 


* No ruſtling breezes play'd the Icaves among, 
Vil: this her madrigal the damſc] ſung. 


þ w' ale, O D'Urfey, lend an car ar twain, | 


Wi: ther thou ſeck'ſt new kingdoms in the ſun, 
M ether thy Muſe does at Newmarket run, 


dic U*Urfcy's tricks ſwell in every voice; 
Yet ſuffer me, thou bard of wondrous meed, 


Amid thy bays to w-ave this rural weed. 

Now the ſun drove adown the weſtern road, 
And oxen laid at reſt forgot the goat, = 
The clown fatigued trudg'd homeward with his 


ſpace, 


Acroſs the meadows tretch'd the lengthen'd ſhade; 


® Dumps, or dumbs, made uſe of to expreſs 


| fit of the ſullens. Some have pretended that it 
|| derived from Duzops, a king of Egypt, that built e h. 
a pyramid, and died of melancholy. So mepes aſter | The faireſt ſhepherd weds the fouleſt lol 
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When Sparabella, penſive and forlorn, 
| Alike with yearning love and labour worn, 
 Lean'd on her rake, and ftrait with doleſul guiſe 
Did this ſad plaint in mournful notes deviſe. | 
Come night as dark as pitch, ſurround my head, 
From Sparabella Bumkinet is fled; e 
The ribbon that his valorous cudgel won, 
Laſt Sunday happier Clumſilis put on. | 
Sure it he'd eyes (but love, they ſuy, bes none } 
| whilom by that ribhon had been known. 
Ah, well a-day ! Pm ſhent with bane ful boart, 
For with the ribbon he beſtow'd his heart. 
My plant, ye laſſes, with chis burthen aid, 35 
«* "Tis hard fo true a daniſel dies a maid.” 
Shall heavy Clumſilis with me compare? 
View this, ye lovers, and like me deſpair. 
Her blubber'd lip by ſmutty pipes is worn, 
And in her breath tobacco whiffs are borne ! 
The cleanly cheefe-prefs ſhe could never turn, 


39 


a0 


5 | Her aukward fiſt did ne'er employ the churn; 


If cer ſnhe brew ed, the drink would ftrai 
| . our, - | | 
Before it ever ſelt the thunder's power: 
No huſwifry the dowdy creature knew; 
0} Yo fum up all, her tongue confels'd the ſhrew. 
My plant, ye laſſes, with this burthau aid, 


glit grow 


40 - 


* "Tis hard fo true a damſel dies a maid.” 


I've often ſeen my viſage in yon lake, 
Nor ore my features of the homelieſt make: 
Though Clumſilis may boalt a whiter dye, 

Vet the black ſloe turns in my rolling cye ; 
And faireſt bloſſoms drop with every blaſt, 
But the brown beauty will like hollies laſt. 
Her wan complexion's like the wither'd leck 
While Katherine pcars adorn my ruddy cheek. 
Yet ſhe, alas! the witlefs laut hath won, 
And by her gain poor Sparabell's undane! 
Let hares and houndsin coupling ſtraps unite, 


a | Let the fox ſimply wear the nuptial nooſe, 
is | And joĩa in wedlock with the waddling gooſe; 
For love hath brought a ſtranger thing to paſs, 


The clucking hen make friendſhip with the kite; 6 


the ſame manner is theught to have come from A- 
| refs, another Egyptian king that died of the ſame 


diſtemper. But our Engliſh antiquaries have con- 
jectured that dumps, which is a grievers beavineſs of 
ſpirits, comes from the word dumplin, the beavicil 
kind of pudding that is eaten in this country, much 
uſed in Norfolk, and other counties of England. 
Ver. 5. Vözf V 
Immiemor Eerbarum quos eſt mirata juvenca 
« Certantes, quorum ſtupe fact carmine lynces, 
Et mutate 1vos requicrunt flumina curſus.“ 
Ver. 9, . N 5 
« Tu mihi, ſeu magni ſuperas jam ſaxa Timavi, 
« Sive oram lilyrici legis æquori— VIC. 
Ver. 11. An opera written by this author, called, 


| *© The Worid ia the Sun, or The Kingdom of 


Birds;” he 15 alſo famaus for his ſong on the New- 
market borſe-race, zue ſeveral others that are ſung 
by the Britiſh ſuains. 
Ver. 17. Herd, an old word for fme or rezown. 
Ver, 18 Sp 
« —+ Hane fin: tergrer? circum 
© Inter vieitices oocrem us rp: re lavros, 


4 


| 


{ 


harmed. 


„ Moplo Niſa datur, quid non {peren 


. Alba liguſtra cadun 


« My plaint, ye l, with this burthen aid, = 


is hard ſo true a df dies a maid.” 


= {I | | 
« Incumbens tereti Pans 
Ver. 33. bend, an 0.4 word, ligniiying hurt or 

Fas. 27. 1 5 

| 11s aman- 

tes“ 

JJ. 8 
« Nec ſum adto informs, nuper me in 
vidh.”* - 1 TEE 

Ver. 53. 


littore 
. 


t, vaccima nigra leguntur.“ 
J.... | | 
% Jungentur jam gryphes cquis; zvoque ſequenti 
Cum canibus timidi venient ad pocula dam.” 
a 1 | * ViRc, 
Ver. 67. | = 
Ante leves ergo paſcentur in æthære cervi, 


Et ſreta deſtituent nudos in littore piſces 
Quam noſtro illiuslabatur pectore vultus. Vis, 


fic cœpit alive.” Vin. 


VIC. 


35. 


Sooner ſhalleats diſport in waters clear, 
And ſpeckled mackrel graze the meadows fair : 
| Sooner ſhall ſcreech-owls baſk in ſunny day, 
And the flow aſs on trees, like ſquirrels, play; 
Sooner ſhall ſnails on inſe& pinions rove; 
Than | forget my ſhepherd's wonted love. 
« My plaint, ye laſſes, with this burthen aid, 
_ 4 *Tis hard ſo true a damſel dies a maid.” 
Ak ! didſt thou know what proffers I withſtood 

When late I met the Squire in yonder wood! 
To me he ſped, regardleſs of his game, 
_ While all my cheek was glowing red with lms; $] 
My lip he kiſs'd, and prais'd my healthful look, 
Then from his purſe of filk a guinea took, 
Into my hand he forc'd the tempting gold, | 
While I with modeſt ſtruggling broke his hold. 
He ſwore that Dick, in livery ſtriped with . 
Should wed me ſoon, to keep me from dif} 
But I nor footman priz'd, nor golden fee; 35 
For what is lace or gold compar d to thee? 
My plaint, ye laſſes, with this burthen aid, 

« *Tis hard ſo true a damſel dies a maid.” 
Now plain | ken whence Love his riſe begun; A 
Sure he was born ſome bloody burcher's fon, 90 
Bred up in ſhambles, where our younglings flain 

Erſt taught him miſchief, and to ſport with pain. 
The father only ſilly ſheep annoys, 
The ſon the ſillier ſhepherdeſs deſtroys. | 
Does fon or father greater miſchief do? 95 

The ſire is cruel, ſo the ſon is too. | 
My plaint, ye laſſes, with this hes aid, 
is hard ſo true a damſel dies a maid.” 


| | Farewell, ye woods, ye meads, ye ſtreams that | 


5 flow; 
A ſudden death ſhall rid me of my woe. 

This penknife keen my windpipe ſhall divide. 
What! ſhall I fall as ſqueaking pigs have dy d? 
No To ſome tree this carcaſe I'll ſuſpend. 
But worrying curs find ſuch untimely end 
Tu ſpeed me to the pond, where the high ſtool 105 
On the long plank hangs o'er the muddy pol, 
That ſtool, the dread of every ſcolding quean; 
Vet, ſure a lover ſhould not die ſo mean! 

There plac'd aloft, Fil rave and rail by fits, 

Though all the pariſh ſay I've loſt my wits; 
And thence, if courage holds, myſelf Vil throw, 


100 


H 
Fler piteous tale the winds in ſighs bemoan, 
And pining Echo anſwers groan for groan. 

rue the day, a rueſul day | trow, 11 


The woeful day, a day indeed of woe 
When Lubberkin to town his cattle drove, 


| 


1 
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THURSDAY; 


THE 8 Y E LL. 
OB WELL A. 
OBNELIA, ſeated in a dreary vale, 
In penſive mood rehears'd her piteous tale; 


A maiden fine bedight he hapt to love; 


The maiden fine bedight his love retains, 
85 | And for the village he forſakes the plains. 
Return, my Lubberkin, theſe ditties hear; 
Spells will I try, and ſpells ſhall eaſe my care. 
„ With my ſharp heel I three times mark the 


10 


ground, 


And turn me thrice around, around, around.” 

When firſt the year 1 heard the cuckow ſing, 15 

And call with welcome note the buddiag ſpring, 

I firaightway ſet a-running with ſuch haſte, 

Deborah that won the ſmock ſcarce ran ſo faſt ; | 

Till ſpent for lack of breath, quite weary grown, 5 
Upon a riſing bank l ſat adown, 

Then doff'd my ſhoe, and by my troth, I ſwear, 

Therein I ſpy'd this yellow frizzled hair, 

| As like to Lubberkin's in curl and hue, 


25 


As if upon his comely pate it grew. 


« With my fharp heel I three times mark the | 


I 


And quench my paſſion in the lake below. 


« Ye liffes, ceaſe your burthen, ceaſe to moan, A- field went, amid the morning dew 


ground, 


And turn me thrice wound, around, around,” 
At eve laſt Midſummer no lep | ſought, | 
But to the field a hag of h:mp-ſeed brought; 
[ ſcatter'd round the iced on every fide, 
And three times in a trembling accent ery d, 
This hemp-ſced with my virgin hand I ſow, 
* Who ſhall my true- love be, the crop ſhall mow.” 
I ſtraight look'd back, and, if my eyes ſpeak truth, 
With his keen ſcythe behind me came the youth. 
With my ſharp hec] I three times mark the 


ound, 


% And turn me thrice l n around.” 
Laſt Valentine, the day when birds of kind 
I19 i Their paramours with mutual chirpings find ; 

[ rearly roſe, juſt at the break »f day, 


And. bv.my caſe forewarn'd, go mind your down.“ | To milk my kine (for fo ſhouJd huſwives do); 6 
Tie ſun was ſet; the night came on apace, 115 Thee $:{ I ſpy'd; and the fir ſwain we ſee, 


And falling dews bewet around the place ; $: 
The bat takes airy rounds on leathern wings, 
And the hoarſe owl his woeful dirg-s ſings; 
The prudent maiden dees it now too lade, . 
And till to- morrow comes deters her fete. 
Ver. 89. Ts en. Sire. 
| Lende; notus A. S. can. 
manis 4enren. Danis Liens. 
gis 4enn'ne 


Goth. Ger- 


Lunnun. 


cc 


i 1 
Chaucer, 4 len ad « And tura me thrice around, around, around.” 


| Before the ſun had chas'd the ſtars away z 
In ſpite of fortune, ſhall our true - love be. | 
1 See, Lubberkin, each bird his partner take; 45 


And canſt thou then thy ſweetheart dear forfake ? | 
With my ſharp heel T three times mark the 


ground, 


Laſt May-day fair | ſearch'd to find a ſnail, 


Landis Lunne. Bel- That might my ſecret lover's name reveal. 
This word is of general uſe, but not Upon a gooſeberry->uſh a ſoail I found 


5e 


very common, though 1 GT unkr. Own to the vulgar. (For always ſnails near ſweeteſt lruit abound). Jo 
Ken for preſpicere is well known rd uled to 7 ſeover I ſeiz'd the vermire, whom I quickly ſped. 


by the eye, Rav, F. R. 8. 
* Nunc {cio quid fit amor, 2c. 
„ Crudelis mater magis an puer improbus dr E 
+ Improbus ille pucr, crudelis tu quugue mary 


Ver. 99. © vine five : 
te Przeceps aeru ſpecula Fay mortis in un das 
Delcrar.“ Viz, 


And on the earth the milk-white embers ; "16-0 
| Slow crawl'd the ſnail, and, if I right can ſpell, £ 
In the ſoft aſhes mark'd a curious L, 
e Diel t, or bedight, irom the Saxon wer | 
_ dir” tan, which fignifi« 7 v2 in order. | 
Ver. 21. Lig ull a 4 273 couttacted tom the words 


a b Fand do vs 


- 


5 


e 


82 — 


| Yeton my heart a fairer L is ſeen 7 95 


4 And turn me thrice around, around, around.“ 90 


My ſhepherd's name to flouriit on 'the plain, 


dee from the core two kerucle b: own take, Tes 


THE DIRGE. Pasrerar V. 231 


oh, may this wondrous amen lucky prove As Lubberkin once ſiepe beneath a tree, 
For L is found in Lubberkin and Love. 


« With * ſharp hecl I three times mark the | He wiſt not when the henipen ſtring I drew. 


ground, Now mine | quickly dot, of inkle blue. 
« And turn me thrice around, around, around.“ 60 Together faſt | tye the garters twain ; 
Two hazel-nuts [I threw into the flame, I | And while 1 knit the knot repeat this ſtrain: 
And to each nut I gave a ſweetheart's name; « "Three times a true-love's knot | tye fecure, 175 
This with the loudeſt bounce me fore amaz'd, Firm by the knot, firm may his love endure !” 
That in a flame of-brighteſt colour blaz'd. Wich my ſharp heel I three times mark the 
As blaz'd the nut, ſo may thy paſtion grow; 65 ground, 
For twas thy nut that did ſo brightly glow. And turn me thrice around, arcund, around.“ 
« With my ſharp heel I three times mark the As was wont, I trudg' d laſt market day 
ground, To town, with new · laid eggs preſerv d in hay. 12 
n And turn me thrice around, around. nen . | made my market long before twas night, | 


As peatecuds once | pluck's, 1 chauc'd to les My purſe grew heavy, an my baſket ght. 
One that was cloſely fill d with three times three, 70 Strait to the *pothecary ſhop I wenr, 


Which when I cropp'd I fatriy nome convey d, And in hove- powder all my money ſpent. 

And o'er the door the ſpell in ſceret laid; | Behap what will, next Sunday aſter proyers 125 
My wheel I turn'd, and ſung a ballad new, ; When to the ale- houſe Lubber!:; in repairs, 

While from the tptadle the fleeces drew; Theſe gollin flics into his mug Vit throw, 


The _ mov'd up, when, who ſhould firſt come And ſcon the ſwain with 3 love Mall plow. 
75 © With my ſharp heel I three times mark the 


But, in his proper perſon, —Lubberkin. ground, 
broke my yarn, ſurpris d the ſight to ſee; And turn me thrice around, around, around. 130 
Sure ſign that he would break his word with me. x ut hold—our Lightfoot barks, and cocks his ears, 
Eſtſoons I join'd it with my wonted Right : O er yonder ſtile ſee Lubberkin appears. 
0 may again his love witi: mine unite ! BO He comes! he comes! Hobnelia's not hewray'd, 
„With my ſharp heel 1 chred times mark the Nor ſhall ſhe crown'd with willow die a mid. | 
| ground, H; vows, he ſwears, he'll give me a green gown: 135 
„ And turn me thrice EAST} arc und, arcund. 1 dear 11 fall adown, adown, adown ! 
This Lady-fly I take from ol! the yrats, | = Ws — 
Whoſe ſpotted back migkt fcarl-t red ſurpafa, b r 
« Fly, Lady-bird, North, South, or Fatt, or Weſt, 5 „ 
« Fly wherc the man is found * 2t 1 lore belt.” PT HE DIR G E*. 


He leaves my hand; fee to the Weſt he's Aown, | BUMKIN EC, GRUBBINOL. 
To call my true- love from the faithleſs town. TT BUMKINET, | 
* With my ſharp heel [ three times mark the XY "HY, Grubbinol, doſt thou Go will ſeem? 
_ _ ground, There s forrow in thy look, if right I deem. 
Tis true, yon oaks with yellow tops appear, 
And chilly blaſts begin to pip the year; . 
rom the tall elm a ſhower of leaves is borne, TE 1 
And their loſt beauty riven beeches mourn. | 
Vet ev'n this ſeaſon pleaſance blithe affords, 


| pare this pippin round and ruund again, 


I fling th" unbroken paring o'cr my kcad, 
Upon the graſs a perfect L is 7:4; 


Than what the paring makes upon the green. 


„With my ſharp keel ! three times mark the 
ground, 


Come, let us ie, and quaff a cheary bowl, haar ds. 


| GRUBBINOL. 
« And turn me thrice nad around, 1 4 | ab, Kio? ! fince thou from hence wane gone. 
This pippin ſhall another t. ia make, Tron theſe fad plains all merriment is flown ; : 


Ver, Icg. 


This ou my cheek for Lubberkin is worn , Necte tribus nodis ternos, Amarylli, colores: 


And Boobyc lod on t' other {ide is horte. 


| « Nectc, AT ins modo; et * eneris dic 3 
But Boobyclod ſoon drops upon the grad, = «4 n:&o, | Viss. 
A certain token that his leve's unſun 13 33 TN | 
While Ludb-rkin ſticks ſir: "Iv te the lait Ic; | * Has herbas, atque "RY Punto mihi lea venena 
Oh were kis | lips to mine bar joint ie falt | © Ipfe dedit Maris.“ | ins. 
* With my ſharp heel | three tunes maik the Ver. 127.—llorèr xn at cler 4 Turoc. 
= ground, „ 
l * And turn me thrice arc und. at bund, around,” |} « Neſcio quid certe eſt; & Hylax i in Ks latrat.“ 
| | VIC. 
Ver. 64— e t APs N 042-4 | ® Dirge, or Dyrge, a mournſul ditty, or ſong of la- 


A. bu. PA af BU, IAN), 4 4 **: ονοα. meu tation, over the dead; nat a contraction of the 


Tu soc.] Latin Dirige in the Popiſh Hymn, Dirize grelſus tos, 
Ver. 66. as ſome pretend. But from the 'Teutonic Dyrie, Lau- 
© Daphnis me malus urit ego hanc in Daphnide.“ | dare, to praiſe and extol. Whence it is peiſible their 
Ving. Dyrke, and our Dirge was a laudatory long to com- 
Ver. 93. Tracks caput jace; ne reſpexeris“ memorate aud applaud the dead. 


Vang. | Covi nt 's Int: rere 


I twitch'd his dangling garter from his knee, 110 


2 — —1A— ow ite FS. 


Now the ſqueez'd preſs foams with our apple 


Let cyder new © waſh ſorrow from thy foul.” 10 


2 


—— 


— 


— 


— 


— 


Sometimes, like wax, ſhe rolls the butter round, 


And preſs from ſpongy curds the milky ftream : 
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Should I reveal my grief, twould ijpoil thy cheer, 
And make thine eye o'erflow with mauy a tear. 
BumkiNET. 

Hang ſorrow! Let's to yonder hut repair, 15 

And with trim fonnets © caſt away our care.” 

« Gillian of Croydon” well thy pipe can play : 

Thou fing'ſt mott ſweet, © Oer hills and far away.” 

Of Patient Griſſel“ I deviſe to ling, 


conc, Grubbinol, beneath this ſhelter, come; 
rom hence we view our flocks ſecurely roam. 
__ GRuBRINOL. 
Les, blithſome lad, a tale l mean to ſing, 


The poultry there 5-1] {em around to tang, 
Waiting upon her charitable hand. 

No ſuccour mect the poultry new can find, 
For they, like me, have loft their Blonzelind. 


Beſore my eyes will trip the tidy laſs. 
[ pitcE'd the ſlicaves, (oh, could I do ſo now !) 


Which ſhe in rows pil'd on the growir g mow. 
Aud catches quaint ſhall make the vallies ring. 20 


There every deale my heart by love was gain d, 


Ah, Blouzelind! that mow | nc'er ſhall ſee, 
But thy memorial will revive in me. 935 
Lament, ye fields, and rucful ſymptoms ſhow; 


But with my woe ſhall diſtant vallies ring. 


he tale ſhall make our kidlings drop their head, 25 : Let weeds, inſtead of butter-flowers, appear, 85 


Aud meads, inſtcad of daiſies, hemlock bear; 


For, woe is me !—our Blonzclind is dead ! 
_ ._ _ BUMKINET. CE 
Is Blouzelinda dead? farewell, my glee ! 
No happineſs is now reſerv' d for me. 
As the wood-pigeon cooes without his mate, 
Sv ſhall my doleful dirge bewail her fate. 30 
Of Blouzelinda fair I mean to tell, | 
The peerleſs maid that did all maids excel. 


| 
Henceforth the morn ſhall dewy forrow thed, | 


And evening tears upon the graſs be ſpread; 
The rolling ſtreams with watery grief ſhall flow, 35 


And winds ſhall moan aloud—when loud they blow. 


Fenceſorth, as oft” as autumn ſhall return, 
The dropping trees, whene'er it rains, ſhall mourn; 
The ſeaſon quite ſhall ſtrip the country's pride, 

For twas in autumn Blouzclinda dy d. 40 
Wherc'er | gad, | Blouzelind ſnhall view, 

Woods, dairy, barn, and mows, our patlion knew. 
When I direct my cyes to yonder wood. 
Freſh riſing ſorrow curdles in my blood. 

Thither I've often been the damſel's guide, 45 
When rotten ſticks our fuel have ſupply d; 

There | remember how her faggots large 

Were frequently theſe happy ſhoulders charge. 
Sometimes this crook drew hazel boughs aduwn, 
And ſtuff d her apron wide with nuts ſo brown; 56 
Or when her feeding hogs had miſs'd their way, 

Or wallowing *mid a feaſt of acorns lay; 

Th' untoward creatures to the ſtye I drove, 

And whiſtled all the way—or told my love. 

Ik by the dairy's hatch I chance to hie, 55 

1 ſhall her goodly countenance eſpy; | 

For there her goodly countenance I've ſcen, 

Set off with kerchief ſtarch'd and pinners clean. 


Or with the wooden lily prints the pound. 60 
Whilom I've ſeen her ſkim the clouted cream, 


But now, alas ! theſe ears ſhall hear no more 
The whining ſwine ſurround the dairy door; 
No more her care ſhall fill che hollow tray, 65 
To fat the guzzling hogs with floods of whey. 
Lament, ye ſwine, in grunting ſpend your grief, 
For you, like me, have loſt your ſole relief. 
When in the barn the ſounding flail I ply, 
Where from her ſieve the chaff waz wont to fly; 70 
Ver. 15. e 5 
<« [ncipe, Mopſe, prior, ſi quos aut Phyllidis ignes, 
« Aut Alconis habes laudes, aut jurgia Codri.” 


Henceforth let not the ſinelling primroſe grow; 


For cowilips ſweet let dandelions ſpread; 
For Blouzelinda, blithſome maid, is dead! 
Lament, ye ſwains, and o'er her grave bemoan, 


« Here Blouzelinda lies— Alas, alas? 


| « Weep, thepherds-—and remember flaſn is grit. | 


CGRUBRINOL, 
Albeit thy ſougs are ſweeter to minc car, 


Than to the thirſty cattle rivers car; 
Or winter porridge to the labouring yeuth, 93 


Or buns and ſugar to the damſel's tooth; 

Vet Blouzciinda's name ſhall tune my lay, 

| Of her Ill ſing tor ever and for aye. | 
When Blouzelind expir'd, the wether's bell 


| Ard ſhrilling crickets in the chimney cry'd ; 


| The boding raven on her cottage ſate, 


| How ſhall 1, void of tears, her death relate, 
Theſe words the dying Blouzelinda ſpoke, 


| And of the dead let none the will revoke : ws | 
| © Mother, quoth ſhe, let not the poultry need. 
And give the gooſe wherewith to raiſe her breed: 


Be theſe my ſiſter's care—and every morn IIs 
Amid the ducklings It her ſcatter com; 
The fiekly calf that's hous'd be ſure to tend, 


Twenty good hhillings in a rag! laid; 


| Be ten the Parſon's, for my ſermon paid. 
Ver. 84. . 


| % Pro molli viola, pro purpureo nareiſſo, 


Et tumulum facite, & tumulo ſupc raddite car- 
men.” 3 | Viss. 
ver: 93. | | 
Tale tvum carmen nobis, divine porta, 

« Quale ſopor ſeſlis in gramine : quale per xſ.um 
« DHulcis aqu:z ſaliente litim reſtinguere rivo. 


Vis. | + Dicemus, Daphninque tuum tollemus ad aſtra.” 


ver. 27. Glee, Joy; from the Dutch Glooren, to Vn. 


recreate. 


| Ver. 95. An imitacion of Theocritus, 


Whenever by yon barley-muw I paſs, +5 | 


„ e EY RR) 


There the ſweet kiſs my courtſhip has explain'd. fo I 


And fpeil ye right this verie upon her ſtone 2: 9 


Before the drooping flock telld forth her knell; 10 2 & 
The folemn death-watch click'd the hour ſhe dy d, 


And with hoarie croaking warn'd us of her fate; | 
The lambkin, which her wonted tendance bred, ics | 

| Dropp'd on the plains that fatal inſtant dead; | 
ISwarm'd on a rutten ſtick the bees [| ſpy'd, 
{| Which erit l faw when Goody Dobſon dy'd. 


When on her darling's bed her muther ſate! 11c 


Feed him with milk, and from bleak colds defend. . 
Vet cre I die ſre, mother, vonder ſhelf, 
There ſecretly I'v: hid my worldly pelf. 129 


&« Carduus & ſpinis furgit paliurus acutis.“ Vine | 
"46 | Ver. 90. 5 | 


| | Nus tamen ha:c quocunque modo tibi noftra viciſſim 
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The il. with ſharpen'd Pook and {wentiag brow ; Of Nature“ hs his carol; firſt begun, 
Cut down the labours of che winter plu.igh, Why the grave owl can never face the ſun. 
Io the near hedge young Sulan fteps abide, For owls, ws Iwains obſerve, deteſt the light, 
She feig3i'd her coat or g irter was unty d; Ard only ling and ſeek their prey by night. 
1 Whate'er ſhe did, ſhe ſtoi pd aden unfeen, 15 | How tur ips hide their twelling heads below; 55 


And merry reapers what the; liſt will ween. 

Son ſhe rote up, and err d with vice ſo ſhrill, 

'I hat echo anſwer'd from the diſtant hill; 

The youths and da nſels ran to Sulan's aid, 

Who thought fome adder had the laſs dit- 
may d. 


When faſt aſleep they Bowzybeus ſpy d, 


And how the cleling colewurts upwards grow; 
How will-a-v-iip miſleads night-faring clowns 
Oer hills, and Baking bogs, and pathlets downs. 
Ot ſtars he tld, that ſhoot with ſhining trail, 
And of the glow-worm's light that gilds his 
rail. | _ 
He ſung v here woed=cocks in the ſummer feed, 
His hat and oaken ſtaff lay clote beſide; And in what climates they renew.their breed 
That Buwzybeus who could tweetly ſing, (Some think to northern coaſts their flight they 
Or with the rofin'd bow torment the ſtiing; tend, | 
Thet Bowzybeus who, with fingers? ipeed, 25 þ Or to the moon in midnight hours aſcend); 
Could call bit warblings from the breathing | Where ſwallows in the winter's ſeaſon keep, 65 
er — | And how the drowly bat and dermouſe ſleep; 
That bowzybeus who, with jocund tongue, | How Nature does the puppy's eyelid clole 
| Ballads and roundelays and catches ſung : »Tili the bright ſun has nine times ſet and roſe 
They loudly laugh to te the damlel's tright, (For huntimen by their long experience find, | 
And iu ditport turroun the drunken wight. 30 | That puppies ſtill nine rolling ſuns are 
Ah, Bowzybee, why didft thou ſtay to long? _ blind). Ee 70 
The mugs were large, the drink was wondrous] Now he goes on, ard ſings of fairs and ſhows, 
; {trong ! | | I For ſtill new fairs before his eyes aroſe, bo 
Thou ſhould'f have left the Fair before 'twas | How pedlars' ſtalls with glittering toys are laid, 
**. | I The various fiirings of the country-maid. - 
5 3 But thou ſat'ſt typing till the morning light. Long filken laces hang upon the twine, 7 
C.icelvy, briſk maid, ſteps forth betore the rout, 35 | And rows af pins and amber bracelets ſhine; 
And k is' d with ſmacking lip the inoaring lout : f Fowthetight laſs, knives, combs, and ſeiſſars ſpies, 
(For cuſtom ſays, Whoe'er this venture | And looks on thimbles with defiring eyes. 


3 e LT Of lotteries next with tuneful note he told, 
0 Tor ſuch a ki demands a pair of gloves.”) {| Where filver ſpoons are won, aud rings of 
„ By her example Dorcas bolder grow, f _- gold. | 5 

| And plays a tiekliag ſtraw within his noſe. 40 | The lads aud laſſes trudge the ſtreet along, 

| He rubs his nuſtril, and in wonted joke ] And all the fair is crowded in his fong, 
| The ineering ſwains with ſtammering ſpeech be- The mountebank now treads the ſtage, and ſells 
RS: wake: -.- His pills, his balſams, and his agne-'pells; 
| | To you, my lads, I'll fing my carols o'er, Nov ver and v'er the nit. ible tumbler ſprings, 8g 


As tor the maids I've ſumethiug elle in ſtore. 
No ſooner gan he raiſe his tuneful ſong, 45 
Aut lads and laſſes round about him throng, 
= Not ballad-finger plac'd above the crowd 
ic | Sings with a note to ſhrilling ſweet and loud; 
Ry Nor pariſh-clerk, who calls the pfalm to clear, 
Like Bowzybeus ſooths th' attentive ear. 50 


And on the rope the venturous maiden {wings ; 
ack Pudding in his party-coleur'd jacket 
oſſes the glove, and jokes at every packet. 
Of raree-ſhows he ſung, and Punch's feats, 
Of pockets pick'd in crowds, and various cheats. go 
Then ſad he ſung the Children in the 
Wood:“ . a 


Parc uh... (Ah, barbarous uncle, ſtain d with infant blood) 


5 Kee | | 1 ; 41 | * $ 
3 40 2 3 | How blackberries they pluck'd in deſarts wild, 
rs | © Serta frocul lantumcapiti delapſa jacebant,” | And fexret, at the 7 fanlchion ſmil'd ; | 
; Os V1RG. | Their lie corple the robin-red-breaſts 
1% > 6 . found, „ 98 
© Surguinets freetem mori: & tempera pingit.” | And ſtrow'd with pious bill the leaves around. 
„„ F | Viko. (Ah gentle birds! if this verle laſts fo long, 
"= | ho 4 5 I Vour names ſhall live for ever in my ſung.) 
. Curmina, que Tuitis, cogneſeite ; carmina | For © Buro Joan” he ſung the doubtful ſtrife, 
JJ ____ Ils the fly failor made the maid a wife. 1c0 
3 — aliud mercedic crit. Vine. | To louder ſtrains he rais'd his voice, to tell 


Ner tuntum Nabe audet Parnaſſarupes : 


Nec tantum ope mirantur & | ag 
Ins. 


% Orphea,” 


„ Our ſwain kad poſſibly read T 5. ae | 
 evhence he might have collected theſe phrloſephical 


ehſer vations; 


=——_—_ ui nagæun per inart 


What woeful wars in“ Chevy-chace“ befell. 


Fer. 97. | 1 EN 
% Forturati ambo, ſi quid mea car un foſſurt, 
Nulla dies unguum memeri ves extmet ew." 
| —  * 
Fer. gg. A Seng in the Comedy of © Love for 


Vol. VII. 


| « Love,” beginning A Soldier ard Sailer,” &. 
5 | — B 
3 
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Kat | -ogbondos hound and | 

„hen; 

% Wars to be wept by children yet unborn!” 

Ah, Wicherington, more years thy liſe had 
crown 105 

If tkou hadſt never heard the horn or hound ! 


I fing ; Thou, Trivia, Goddeſs, aid my ſong, 5 
Through ſpacious ſtreets conduct thy bard along; 
By thee tranſported, I ſecurely ſtray 

Where winding alleys lead the doubtful way, 
The ſilent court and opening ſquare explore, 
And long perplexing lanes unttod before. 7 


Yer ſhall the Squire, who ſought on bloody 


Dy future bards be wail d in doleful 
All in ihe land of EfRex” next he chaunts, 
How to fleek mares ſtareh Quakers turn gal- 

__ kms: | 110 
Ho the grave brother Rood on bank fo green 
| for him if mares had never been! 

hen he was (eiz'd with a religious qualm, 


And on a fodden ſung the bundredth palm. 
' "He twog of « Taftey Welch,” and * Sawney 


* [illy-buller»” aud the * Triſh Trot.” 
Why ſhould I:tell-of © Bateman, vrof< Shoxe,” 
Or“ Wantley's 
* The Bower of R „ or © Robin Hood,“ 
And how the © graſs now grows where Troy 
| „ town ſtnod? 120 
His carols ceas d: the liſtening maids and 


| ſwains 
'Seem ſtill to hear foe ſoft i ſtrains. 
Sudclen he roſe ; and, as he reels along, 

Swears kiſſes ſweet mould well reward his fone. 
The dam'els laughing fly: the giddy clown 225 
Again upon a wheat-ſheaf drops adown ; 

The power that guards the drunk, his fleepattends, 
Tin, ruddy, like his face, the fun deſcends. 


TAIT 4 


OR, THE 


AKT OF WALKING THE STREETS | 


LOND © N. 

IN THREE BOOM. | 

Qi o te Meni pedes? an quoviaducit, inurbem 2” 
1 Vrns. 


OF THE IMPLEMAZNXTS FOR WALKING THE 
STREETS AND 8$1G6NS OF THF. WEATHER. 


PHROUCH winter ftreets to ſteer your courſe | 


aright, ; 
How to walk Clear: by day, and ſaſe by night ; 
Ho joftling crowds with prudence to derline, 
When to aſſert the wall, and when reſign, 


Fer. 109. 4 Seng of Sir J. Denhum's, See his 

Preme, | 

Ver- » 12. þ | 

Et ferturatam, fi nunguam armenta fuiſſent, 
—_— 2 Ge 
Fer. 117. © Quid loquar aut Scyllum Nik, &c. 

VI RC. 
Fer. II- Old Erglif ballads. 


flain · by valiant Moore, | 


To pave thy realm, and fmooth the broken ways, 
Earth from her womb a Hinty tribute pays; 


For thee the ſturdy pavier thumps the ground, 
J Whilſt every role b. 


is labouring lungs reſound; 
For thee the ſea dids:kennels glide 18 
Within their bounds, and heaps of ditt ſubſide. 
My youthful bolom burns with thirſt of fame, 
From che great theme to build a glorious name, 
Fo tread in paths to ancient bards unknown, 


My country's be the profit, mine the praiſe ! 
When the black youth at choſen ſtands rejoice, 


And * clean your oe reſounds from every 


how, 25 
4hrough che dun move. 


voice ; 
When late their miry fides 
OW ; 


When all the Mall in 1: 


And damſels firſt renew their oyſter-cries : 
Then let the prudent walker Moes provide, 


The wooden heel may raile the dancer's bound, 
And with dhe fca'lap'd top his ſtep be crown'd: 
Let firm, well-harnmer'd ſoles prote& 


Each ſtone will wrench ch unwary ſtep afide ; 
The fadden turn may ftretch the ſwelling vein, 
Thy cracking joint unhinge, or ankle fpraiu; 
And, when too ſhort the modiſh ſhoes are worn, 


To chooſe à proper coat for winter s wear. 
Now in thy trunk thy D'Oily habit fold, 
The ſilken drugget ill can ſenee che cold; 


And ſhowers toon 
grain 

True Witne 

| Unpierc'd is in the laſting tempeſt worn: 


Hands, that, ftretch'd forth, invading harms pre- 
vent. 7 

Let the loop d bavarny the fp embrace, 

Or his —. cloak Aras y tom with lace. 

} That garment beſt the winter's rage defends, 55 


By variqus names f in varicus counties known, 
Yet held in all the true ſumout alone; | 

Be thine of kerley firm, though ſmall the c::$, 
Then brave unwet the rain, unchill'd the froſt. 65 


Chai tmen na longer ſhall che wall command; 


* 4 becom in * 


14 Joſeph, Weak nfo, To 


And bind my-temples with a-eivic crown: 20 
But more my country's love demands my lays; 


Not of the Spanifh or Morocco hide} 30 
| thy feet 
Should the big laſt extend the ſhoe too wide, 5 


You'!l judge the ſeaſons by your ſhooting corn. 40 
Nor thoule itprove thy leſs important care. 


The frieze's fpongy nap is ſoak d with rain, 45 
drench the camlet's cock led 


y * broad-cloth, with its ſhag unſhorn, 


Be*this the horſeman's fence, for who would wear - 
Amid the town the ſpoils of Ruſſia's bear? 0 
Within the rocquelaure's elaſp thy hands are pent, 


| Whoſe ample form without one plait depends ; 


Af the ſtrong+cane ſupper thy walking hand, 


| Her roly ch 


But finceia braided gold her ſuot is bound, 
And a long training mantua ſweeps the M0. | | 
— | | Ungrateful »dours common-ſhore* diffuſe, 
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Eu'a ſturdy carmen ſhall thy nod obey, 

And raUling coxches ſtop to make thee way: 

This tall Gree — way _ aright, 685 

Though not one L enliven night. 

Let beaux their 5 pw ript ol 

Be theirs for empty ſhow, but thine for uſe. 

In gilded chariot: while they loll at eaſe; 

And lazily inſure: a life's diſraſe; 

While chairs the tawdry load convey. 

To court, ts White's I., affembſies; or the play; 

Pos am 7 health thy Reps attends, 
exereiſe thy laſting youth defends. 

Imprudent men Heaven's cheiceſt gifts 175 

Thus ſome beneath theit arm ſupport the cane ; 

The dirty point oft checks the careleſs pace, 

And miry — the ele in cravat diſgrace. 

Oh ! may I never ſuch misfortune meer! 

May na ſuch vicious walkers crowd the ſtreet! 8e 

et | ienc'd danger fings ! 

hr horn dmg +5 ne here 

Tring 57. n cnges roamse. 

Let Poe ile of Gatlin s Muſe; 35 


Where — 
— 


Nor do I rove in Belgia's frozen 
And teach the elumſy boor to ate in rhyme ; 
Were, if the warmer clouds in rain de ; 
No miry ways induſtridus ſleps offend; 
The ruſhing flood from ſloping pavements p 
And blackens the canal; with dirty towers... 
Let others Naples” fmoother ſtreets rettearie, 
And with proud Roman ſtruẽtures grace their verſeʒ 
Where frequent murders wake the night with 


And in purple torrents FO d 
Nor ſhaifthe Mule through narrow Venice ſtray, 
Where gondolas their painted oars difplay. 
O happy ſtreets! to rambling wheels unknown, 
No carta, no coaches, ſake the floating town ! 100 
Thus was of old Britannia'*s city bleſs d, 
Ere pride and luxury her ſons poſſeſs d; 
 Eonchesand chariots yet unfaſhion'd iny, 
Nor late - invented chairs perplex'd the way: 


And zxck d- up petticoats ſerur d her gown; 
— with diſtant viſits glow'd, 


And. exerciſe unartful charms beſt>w'd : 


Hes ſhoe diſdains the ſtreet; the lazy fair 
With. narrow ſtep affects a limping air. 

Now gaudy gride corrupts the laviſh age, 
And the ſtreets flame with glaring equipage; 
The tricking gameſter iaſolently rides, 


Ia ſauey ſtate the griping broker fits, 

And laughs at hyneffy and trudging wits... 
For yan, O honeſt. men, theſe ulseful lays 
The Muſe prepares; I ſeek no other praiſe. 120 
When ſleep is firſt diftard'd by morning cries ; 


| From fare ſticks learn to know the ſkies, | 
Leſt you of rheums and conghs at night complain; 


Surpris'd in dreary fogs, or driving rain. 
. chrralate-hanſe in Sr. Jamer'oeftrect. 


— th. 


6 


| Thenthe proud lady tp @alonpthe town, 105 | 


1 


— +. 


| 


| 


an 


Wich Loves and Graces on his chariot ſides; 77 0 


8 


When ſuſſoeating miſts obſcure. the mary, 128 
Let the worſt wig, long us'd t> fivrm, be worn; 
This knows the powder'd foutman, and wittr care 
Beneath his ffapping hat ſecures his hair. 
Be chou for every ſeaſon juſtly dreſt, 
Nor brave the piercing froſt with open breaſt; 730 
And, when the burfting clouds a deluge pour, 
Lerthy turtout defend the drenching ff wer. 

The changing weather certain ſigns reveal. ' 
 Erewinter ſheds her ſnow, or froſtꝭ l, 
You'll ſee the coals in brighter flame aſpire, 135: 


And ſulphur tinge with blue the riſing tire ; 


Your tender ſhim the ſcorching heat decline, 

| And at the dearth of coals the poor repine; 

| Before her kitcken hearth, the nodding dame, 

In flannel mantte wrapt, enjoys the flame; 

Hovering, upon her Lebte nees fhe bende, 

rang all atound the gratetul warmth aſcend... 
Nor do leis certain ſigns the tou n adviſe 

Of milder weather and lerener ſkies. 


With various dyes, and —.— the tunny morn : 
The wanton fawns with fri 
And chiirging ſparrows greet thewelcome change; 


Not that their. minds with greater Kill are 


frave ht, 


{| Endued by inſtinct, or by reaſon taught: 780 
9 | | 
j 


When on his box the nodiſing coachman ſnores, 


The ſeaſons operate on everv breaſt; 5 
"Tis hence the fawns ate brilk, and ladies dreſt. 


And dreams of faney'd fares ; when tavern doors 
The chairmen idfy crowd; then ne er refuſe 155 
70 truſtthy buſy ſteps in-thinner ſhioe. _q 
But when the ſwinging figns your ears offend 
Wich erealing noile, then rainy foods impend ; 


Soon ſhall the kennels ſwell with rapid ſtreams, 
| And ruf in mud:[y torrents to the Thames, 160. i 


The bookſeller, whole ffiop's an open ſquare, 
Foreſees the tempeſt, and with early care 

Ot learning trips the rails; the rowing crew, 
To rempt a fore, clothe all their tilts in blue; 


Flag with the ſlaekenꝰ d gale from fide to fide ; 
Chuzeh-monumentrs foretel the changing air, 
Then Niobe diſſol ves ito a tear, | 


| Arai rweats «ith ſacred grief; you'll. hear the 


ſuu nds 

bounds ; | 
And dropping vaults d iſtil unwholtſome dews, 
Ere the tiles rattle witi the ſmoaking friower, 
And ſpours cn heedte's men their torrents pour. 


Let credulous boys and yrattling nurſes tell, 


_ I How, if the feſtivil of Paul be clear, ps 
| | Plenty from liberal horn ſhall frrew the year; 


| When: the dark Kies diſſolve in ſnow or ran, 


| The labourin2 hind {Malt yoke ta ſteer in vain 80 


But, if the threatenin: winds in t2mpeſts 7027, 


* % Mul ezidem credo, quia fit Muiritur illi 


4 


| 


BE Irgenium, aut rerum facto 'ruCentic mujer. 


252 


The ladies, grily deli d. the Malt adorm 148. 
King pleafure range, 


On hofier's poles depending ſtockings ty'd 165. 
Of whiftling winds, ere kennels break their 


All ſuperſtition from thy breaſt repel; 7 


| Then war ſha!) bathe her vaſt" Word in gore. 


336 


How, if on Swithin's feaſt the welkin lours, 

And every penthouſe ſtreams with haſty ſhowers, 

Twige twenty days ſhall clouds their fleeces 
_ drain, q 185 

And waſh the pavements with inceſſant rain. 

Let not ſuch vulgar tales deba e thy mind; 

Nor Paul nor Swithin rule the clouds and wind. 

If you the precepts of the Mule deſpiſe, 
And flight the faithful warning of the ies, 199 
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245 
Think how her eyes dart inexhaufled charms, 
And canſt thou leave her bed for Patty's arms? 
The Lemnian Power forſakes the realms above, 
His b -lom glowing with terreſtrial love: 250 
Far in the lane a lonely hut he found ; | 
No tenant ventur'd on th*' unwholetome ground. 


Ah, Mulciber ! recall ty nuf ial vows, 


| Think on the graces of thy Paphian ſpouſe, 


Others you'll ſee, when all the town's afloat, 
Wrapt in th* embraces of a kerſey coat, 
Or double- bottorn d frieze ; their guarded feet 
Defy the muddy dangers of the ftrect ; 
While you, with hat unloop'd, the fury dread 195 
Of ſpouts high ſtreaming, and with cautious tread 
Shun every daſhing pool, or idly ſtop, 
To ſeek the kind protection of a ſhop. 2 
But bu ſineſs furynons ; now with huſty ſcud 
You joſtle for the wall; the ſpatter'd mud 2co0 
_ Hides all thy boſe behind; in vain you {cower, 
Thy wig, alas! uncurl'd admits the ſhower. 
So fierce Alect 's ſnaky treſſes fell, | 
When * charm'd the rigorous powers of 
hell; 
Or thus hung Glaucus beard, with briny dew 205 
Clotted and ſtrait, when firſt his amorous view 
Surpris'd the bathing fair ; the frighted maid 
Now ſtands a reck, transform'd by Circe's aid. 
Good houſewives all the winter's rage deſpiſe, 
Defended by the riding-huod's diſguiie ; 210 
Or, underneath th umbrella's oily ſhed, 
Safe through the wet on elink ing pattens tread. 
Let Perfian dames th' umbreila's ribs diſplay, 
To guard their beauties from the ſunny ray ; 
Or ſweating flaves ſupport the ſhady load, 


Britain in winter only knows its aid, | 
To guard from chilly ſhowers the walking maid. 
But, O! forget not, Muſe, the patten's praiſe, 
That female implement ſhall grace thy lays ; 220 
Say from what art divine th' snvention came, 
And from its origin deduce its name. 

Where Lincoln wide extends her fenny 1], 
A goodly yeoman liv'd, grown white with toil ; 
One only daughter blefs'd his nuptial bed, 225 
Who from her infant hand the poultry fed: 
_ Martha (her careful mother's name) ſhe bore, 
But now her careful mother was no more. 

Whilſt on her father's knee the damſel play'd, 

Patty he fondly call'd the ſmiling maid; 230 
As years increas'd, her ruddy beauty grew, 

And Patty's fame Oer all the village flew, 
_ 8 grey-ey d morning ſtreaks the 
And in the doubtful day the woodcock flies, 
Her cleanly pail the pretty houſewife bears, 235 
And finging to the diſtant field repairs; 
And, * 2 plains with evening dews are 
read, ro. 
The mille} burthen ſmokes upon her head, 

Deep through a miry lane ſhe pick'd her way, 
Above her ancle roſe the chalky clay. 240 

Vulcan by chance the blowmy maiden ſpies, 
With innocence and beauty in her eyes: | 
He faw, he lov'd; for yet he ne'er had known 


215 
When eaſtern monarchs ſhow their ſtate abroad : | 


E 


Or arrogate with ſolemn 


Here ſmokes his forge, he bares his finewy arm, 
And early ſtrokes the ſounding anvil warm: 
Around his ſhop the ſteely ſparkles flew, 255 
As for the ſteed he ſhap'd the bending ſhoe. 
When blue-ey'd Party near his window came, 
His anvil refts, his forge forgets to flame. 
To hear his ſoothing tales, ſhe feigns delays; 
What woman can reſiſt the force of praiſe? 260 
At firſt ſhe coyly every kiſs withſtood, | 
And ail her cheek was fluſh'd with modeft blood; 
With headleſs nails he now ſurrounds her ſhoes, 
To fave her ſteps from rains and piercing dews. 
She lik'd his ſoothing tales, his preſents wore, 263 
And granted kifld+, but wculd grant no more. 
Vet winter chill'd her feet, with cold ſhe pines, 
And on her check the fading roſe declines ; 
No more her humid eyes their luſtre boaſt, | 
And in hoarle ſounds her melting voice is loſt. 290 
This Vulcan law, anc in his heavenly thought 


, 


1 A new machine mechanic fancy wrought, 


Above the mire her ſhelter'd ſteps to raiſe, 
And bear her ſaſely through the wintery ways. 
Strait the new engine on his anvil glows, 278 
And the pale virgin on the patten roſe. 8 
No more her lungs are fhook with dropping 
„„ | | . 
And on her cheek reviving beauty blooms” 
The God obtain'd his ſuit :.. though flattery fail, 
Preſents with female virtue muſt prevail. 280 
The patten now ſupports each frugal dame, | 
Which from the blue-ey'd Patty takes the name. 


Y 1 4a 


or WALKING THE STREETS BY DAY. 


| PHUS far the Maſe has trac'd in uſeſul lays 


F The proper implements ſor wintery ways; 
Has taught the walker, with judicious eyes, 
To read the various warnings of the ſkies; 
Now venture, Mule, from home to range the 


| tuwn, ER” 
And for the public ſafety riſk thy own. 


For eaſe and for dilpatch, the morning's beit; 
No tides of paſſengers the ſtreets moleſt. 4 
You'll ſe a draggled damſel here and there, 
From Billingſgate her fiſhy traffick bear; 
On doors the fallow milk-maid chalks her gains: | 
Ah! how unlike the milk-maid of the plains: 
Before proud gates attending aſſes bray, 

the way; 


Thele grave phyſicians with their milky chear 18 
The love-fick maid and dwindling beau repait ; 
Here rows of drummers ſtand in martial file, 
And with their vellum thunder ſhake the pile, 


| Sweet innocence and beauty meet in one. 


| To greet the neu- made bride. Areſounds like theſe 


| The proper prelude to a ſtate of peace? = 
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Now induſt iy awakes her buſy ſons ; 


Full-chary'd with news the breathleſs hawker runs: 


_ open, coaches roll, carts ſhake the ground, 
all the ſtreets with cries reſound. 


If eloth d in black you the buſy town, 25 | But do not thou, like that bold thief, confide 


Or if difſtinguiſh'd by the reverend gown, 
Three trades avoid : oft” 4 

The barber's apron ſcils the ſable dreſe; 

Shun the perfumer”s touch with cautious eye, 
Nor let the baker's ſtep advance too nigh. 30 
Ye walkers too, that youthſul celours wear. 
Three ſullying trades avoid with equal care: 

The little chimney-ſweeper ſkulks along, 

+ And marks with ſooty ſtains the heedleſs hong: 
When fmall-coal murmurs in the hoarſer 
2 throat, 3 
From ſmutty dangers guard thy threaten'd coat ; 


The duſtman's cart offends thy clothes and eyes, 


When through the ſtreet a cloud of afhes flies; 

But, whether black or lighter dyes are worn, 

The chandler's baſket, on his ſhoulder borne, 40 

With tallow | 24 thy coat ; reſign the way, 

To ſhun the ſurly butcher's greaſy tray. 
Butchers, whoſe hands are dy'd with blood's 

- Mg foul ſtain, | 

And always foremoſt in the hangman's train. 

Leet due civilicies be ſtrialy paid: 45 

The wall ſurrender to the hooded maid ; 

Nor let thy ſturdy elbow's haſty rage 

Joſtle the feeble ſteps of trembling age : 

And when the porter bends beneath his load, 

And pants for breath, clear thou the crowded 


But, above all, the groping blind diret; 

Aad from the preſſing throng the lame protect. 
Tou'Il ſometimes meet afop. of niceſt tread, 

Whoſe mantling peruke veils his empty head ; 


At every ſtep he dreads the wal? to loſe, 55 


And riſks, to fave a Cuach, his red-heel'd ſhoes ; 
Him, like the miller, paſs wich caution by, 
Left from his ſhoulder clouds of powder fly. 
But when the hully, with aſſuming pace, 
: 3 edg'd round with tarniſh'd 


N 60 
Yield not the way, defy his ſtrutting pride, 
And thruſt him to the muddy — — 4 
He never turns again, nor dares oppole, 
But mutters coward curſes as he goes. 8 
If drawn by buſineſs to a ſtreet unknown, 65 


5 Let the ſwvurn porter point thee through the town; 


Be ſure obſerve the ſigns, for ſigns remain 
Linke faithful landmarks to the walking train. 
Seek not from *prentices to learn the way 
| Thoſe fabling boys will turn thy ſteps aſtray; 70 
Aſk the grave tradeſman to dire& thee right, 


Hs e ne'er deceives---but when he profits by't. | 


An inrail'd column rears its loſty head, 
Here to ſeven ſtreets ſeven dials count the day, 75 
And from each other catch the circling ray. 
Here oft” the peaſant, with inquiring face, 
1der'd, trudges on from place to place; 
He dwells on every ſign with ſtupid gaze 
Enters the narrow alley's duubtful maze, 80 
ries every winding court and ſtreet in vain, 
nd doubles oer his weary ſteps again. 


Where fam'd St. Giles's ancient limits ſpread, 


"I She gaz'd ; 


| Traven'd the rous labyrinth of Crete; 


But ſtil! the i fore d his ſtay, BS 
Till Ariadne's clue N he way. 


Thy ventur-us — a female guide ; 
| She'll lead thee with delufive ſmiles along, - 
Dive in thy fob, and drop thee in the th 

When waggiſh boys the ſtunted beeſom ply, 
To rid the flabby pavement, pals not by 
Ete thou haſt held their hands: ſome heedleſs flirt 
Will overſpread thy calves with ing dirt. 
Where porters hog roll from carts « 
Or brewers down ſteep cellars ftretch the rope, 
Where counted billets are by carmgn toſt, 


5 | Stay thy raſh ſtep, and walk without the poſt. 


What though the gathering mire thy feet be- 

{mear, | | 5 
The voice of induſtry is always near. 1c0 
Hark ! the boy calls thee to his deſtin'd ſtaud, 
And the ſhoe ſhines beneath his oily hand. 
Here let the Muſe, fatigued amid the throng, 
Adorn her precepts with digreſſive ſong; 
Of ſhirtleſs y the ſecret riſe to trace, 105 
} ſhew the parent of the ſable race. 


Of old was wont this nether world to range, 
To ſeek amours ; the vice the monarch lov's 
Soon through the wide ethereal court improv'd : 
And ev'n the proudeſt Goddeſs now and then 
Would lodge a night among the ſons of men; 


50 | To vulgar deities deſcends the faſhion, 


Each, like her betters, had her earthly paſſiorv. = 
Then * Cloacina (Goddeſs of the tide, 118 
W hoſe table ſtreams beneath the city glide) 
| Indulg'd the modiſh flame; the town ſhe ruV d, 
A mortal ſcavenger ſhe ſaw, ſhe lov'd; e 
The muddy ſpots that dry d upon his face, | 
Like female 228 heighten'd every grace: 120 
f e ſigh'd ; (for love can beauties ſpy 
In what ſeen faults to every common eye.) = 
Now had the watchman walk d his ſecond round, 
When Cloacina hears the rumbline ſound | 


| | Of her brown lover's cut (for well ſhe knows 125 


That pleaſing thunder): ſwift the Goddets roſe, 
And through the ſtreets purſu'd the diftant noiſe, 
Her bolom panting with expected joys, "HS 
With the night-uande ring harlat's airs ſhe pa, 
Bruſh d near his fide, and wantun glancescaft: 1:0 
In the black form of cinder-wench ſhe came, 
When love, the hour, the place, had buuiſh's 4 


ſhame ; 


0 | To the dark alley arm in arm they more : 


O may no 11nk-boy interrupt their love! 
| Whenthepalemoor had nine times fil!'d her ace, 
The pregnant Goddeſs {cautious of dif-race) 
| De'cends to earth ; but lou ht no midwife's ail, 
Nor *midit her anguĩſh to Lucina prav'd; 

No cheer ul goſſip wiſh'd the mother jor, _ 
Alone, ber:th a bulk ſte dropr the boy. 145 

* Chaucina was a Gediveſs, æulcſe mae Tot: ws 
(a ling of the Sabines franc! in the conn ſtere; 
an, not krowing what Goddeſs it war, fo culled it 
Claucina. fre: the place in witch it was feurd, ard 
| faid to it divire kartur:. Laftint. 1. 20. Miu uc. 


| Fel. Oct. p. 232, 


To raiſe the dirty foot, and eaſe his toil ; 


Aud view'd below the black canal af mud, 
_ Whoſe torrents ruſh from Hutbomn's fatal ſteep: 


But happier far are thoſe (if ſuch be known): 


Belev'd by uncles, and kind good old annts: 


3 


The ckitd, thro” varĩom vĩſſes in years improv'd, 

At firſt a beggar's brat, compaſſion — : 

Bis infant tangue ſoon learnt the canting art, 

ue all the prayers and whines tu touch the heart. 
Oh. y unown'd youths! your limbs can 

T. i 

The ſcorching dog-ſtar, and the winter's air ; 

While the rich infant nurs'd with care and pain, 

Thixſts with each. bent, and coughs with every 

rain! 


Phe 2 long had mark d the chad's 


0 


GAY'S POEMS. 


Go thrive. At ſome 


; ed eorner · ſtand; 
This bruſh I give thee, graſp it in thy hand, 
Temper the foot within this vale of oil, 


And let the little tripod aid thy toi] : 
On thĩs methinks | lee the walking crew, 


145 þ At thy requeſt, ſupport the miry ſhoe ; 


r tha: was with dirt im- 
| wn'd,, | 

And in thy pocket gingli ſound, 210 
The Godde — negro toc, 
And daſhes all around her ſhowers of mud : 
The youth ſtrait chole his p-Rt.: the labour ply'+ 


ſtreſs, 
And long had ſought his ſaſferings to redreſs. 160 
She prays the Gods to take the ſondling's part, 
To teach his hands ſorae beneficial arr 
Pra&is'd in ſtreets: the Gods her fuit allow d, 
And made him uſeful to the walking crowd ; 


To cleanſe the miry feet, and o'er the ſhoe 155 


With nimble fill the gloſly black renew. 
power contributes to rehievs. the poor: 

With the ſtrong briſtles of the. mighty boar, 

Diana forms his bruſh ; the Gd of Day 

A tripod gives, amid the crowded way 


Kind N fills bis vaſe with ſetid oil. 
Preft from th enormous whale ; the Gad of. Fire, 
From whoſe dominions ſmoky clouds aſpire, 
Among theſe generous 
And aids with hot the new japanning art. 
 Pleas'd ſhe receives the gifts; ſhe downwardglides, 
ights in Pleet-diteh, and ſhoots beneath the tides. 
5 dawns the morn, the ſturdy lad awakes, 
Teaps from his ſtall, his tangled hair he ſhakes; 170 
Then leaning o'er the rails, he muſing ſtood, 


Where common ſhores a lkultinz murmur keep, 


Nenſive throuvh idleneſs, tears flow'd.apace, 175 
Which eas d his baded heart, and waſh'd his face! 
length be ſighing cry'd, That boy was blefh, | 
| Wholceintant lips have drein d a mother's breaſt ; 


Whom both a father and a mother own: 2180 
But I, alas! hard fortune's urmoſ ſcorn, 

— Who ne er knew parent, was an orphan bern! 
Some boys are rich by birth beyand all wants, 


When — round, a Chriſtmas-hox they 
| | k 5 185 
Had one day makes them rich for all the year. 
Mad I the p of a father learn'd, | 
Perhaps E then. the evachman's fare had earn'd, 
For leffer boys can diive ; I thirſty ſand, 
And ſee the duuble flazgon charge their hand, 290 
See them puff off the froth, and gulp amain, 
While with dry tongue I lick my kps in vain. 
| _ While thus he fervent prays, the heaving tide, 
In wider'd circles, bears on either de: 


The Geddeſs roſe amid the inmaſt round, t95. | 


With wither'd turnip-tops her temp'es crown'd © 
Tow reach'd her drippiag trefles, lank, and black 
As the ſmooth jet, or gloſſy raven's back; 
Around her waiſt a circling eel was twin'd, 
Which bound her robe that hung in rags behind 200 


Where branching ſtreet» from Charing di- 


vide; 
His treble voice teſounds along the Meuſe, 215 
ec ſhoes ** 
Like che ſweet ballad, this amuſing lay 
Too long detains the walker on his way ; 


Wyle be attends, new dangers round him throng ; 


The buſy city aſlæs inſtructive ſang, 220 
Where, elevated ver the gaping crowd, 
Clafp'd in the board the per;ur 
Betimes retreat; here, thick as hailſtones pour, 
"Turnips and half-harch d eggs (a mingled ſhov. er) 
. Among the rabble rain : ſome random throw 225. 


Though expedition bids, yet never ſtray 

| no rang'd defend the rugged. way. 
Here laden carts with thundering waggons: meet, 
Wheels _ with wheels, and. bar tbe. narro's 
reet ;. | 
The laſhing whip refunds, the horſes ad : 
And blood.in anguiſh burſts the (welling veir. 
O barbarous men! your cruel breaſts aſluage;, 
Why vent ye on the generous ſeed your rage 


ä 


Does got his ſervice earn your daily bread? 235 
Your wives, your children, 


bis labour: fed 
N. as the Samian taught, the revives, 

And, ſhifting ſeats, in other bodies RV ese ] ́ð„ 
Severe fhall:be, the brutal caachman's change. 


 Doom'd in a haakney horſe the town to range; 0. 


Carmen, tranturm'd,thegr: aniag load ſhall draw, 


_ | Whem other tyrants with the laſh ſhall awe. 


Who would of Watling-ſtreet the dangers ſhare,,- 
When the broad pavement of Chaapfde is ner? 
Or who that ru ſtreet ® would traverſe er. 245 


That ftretches, O Fleer-ditch, from thy black ſnure 
Tothe Tower's moated walls? Here ſteame a'cend 
That, in mix'd fumes, the wrinkled noſe affen. 


Where chandlers' cau! drons boil; whare fiſh; prey 


| Hide the wet ſtall, lung abſent from the en: 253- 


And where the cleaver chuyz the heifer's-ipoil, 
And where huge hogſfhe ids ſereat with trainy vil, 
Thy breathing n«ffril h 1:1 ; but how: (Baill 


| Paſs, where in piles Carnavian + cheeſes ie, 
' Cheeſe, that the table elukag ries. denies, 253 


And bids me with th' unwilling chapkin rite?- 
O bear me to the pachs of fair Pall-m:'l! ! 

Safe are thy pavements, grateful is thy ſmeli! 
At diftince rolls albng the gilded coach, 
Nor ſturdy carmen on thy watks encroach ; 260 
Nu lets would bar thy ways were chairs deny'd, 
The ſoit ſupporrs of lazineſs and pride: 


Now beckoning to the hoy, ſhe thus begun: | 
Thy Bray are. zun ; Weep nu More my. lun; 


*Flune rect. + Chefrive, arciz-tly Ie culled. 


205 


And Whitehall echoes Clean your Henour's 


d head is bow'd, | 


May with the trickling yolk thy check oer flu. 
preſeats joins his part, 165-þ , 


1 


* | Far from the ſtraining teeds feeuray 
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Shop. breathe perſurnes, through ſaſhes ribbons 
low, 
The mumal arms of ladies and the bens. f 
Vet ſtill ev in here, when tains: be paſſage hide, 268 
Okt che looſe ſtune ſpirts up a muddy tide 
Beneath thy carelets foot; and from o high, 
Wucre maſons muurt the ladder, fragments fly, 
Riortar and crumbled lime in ſhowers deſcend, 
And o'erthy head deftruRive tiles impemt. 270 
But ſil metimeꝰ let me leave the nouly roads, 
And ſilent wander in dhe clue abi des, 
Whhere Wheels ne'er fake the ground ; there 
penſive ftray, 
In ſtudious thought, the long uncrowded way. 
Here I remark each walker's Uifferent face, 275 
And in their look their vatious Þufaneſs trace. 
The broker here his beaver wears, 
Cpon his brow fit jealouſies and cares ; 
Bent on ſame mortgage (to avoid repreach) 


He iceks by-ſtreets, and tives. —"—— 
| "qvacd. 280 | Mmhalf-whipt muſlin nerdles uſcleſs tie, 
ET. | 
Fs 4 


Soft, at low doors, old ne tag 
For fair recluie, h travels * 
ere raums uncumb'd the laviſh rake, to hun 

His Fleet-ſtreet draper's evetlaſting dun. 
| + Careful obſervers, ſtutious of the 2 285 

Shun the retisfortanes that grace c e clown; 
Untemptell, they eurtemmn tire 
Pie by the Meuſe, nor try the'® thimble's ebeałs. 
 WhenUrays bounthigh, they never croſs behind, 
W here bubblins yeſt is Hoorn by guſts of wind : :290 | 


And when up Ludgate-hiti huge carts move Oo.]. 


Whole daſhing hovfs behind them fling the tnite, 


And mark with muddy blots the gazing "ſquire. ] The 
The Tarchian thus his Javelin. backward 


trews, 
And as he mes infeſts fires | 
The thuughtleſs wits — frequent forfeits pay, 


. ind the fentry 's Yox diſcharge their tra. 
Do thou tome court or ſevet corner ſeek, a 


Ni. fluſhwith ſname the paſſi 
Vet let me not deſcend to trivial ſong, 


Noi vulgar cieumſtance my verſe pro — 
— pour, 1 Fenfive rechne 71 uſeleſs vat ; 


Vhs ſhould I teach the maid, when torrents 
| Her head to ſhelter from the ſudden thower ? 
Natuie will beft her ready hand inforrm, 305 
With her ſpread petficoat to fence the ſtorm. 
Due- not each walker know the warning ſign, w 
When wiſps of ſtraw depend upon the twine 
Croſe the cloſe ſtieet; that then the paver's art 
Kene es the ways, deny d to coach and cart? 3 0 
Who knows not that the cuachrran laſhing by 
Otr' with his flonriſh cuts the herdleſs eye; 
| Ard when he tak es his ſtand, to wait a fare, 


His horſes foreheads ſhun the Winter's air? 1 


Nor wil! 4 roam where ſurnmer”s ſultry rays 313 
Fach the 4—— gent, and ſpread with an 


With whirling 4 the rapid atoms riſe, 

Smoke v'er the pavement, and involve the ſkies. 
Winter my theme confines ; whoſe nirry wind 

S'.a!] eruſt the Nabby mire, and kennels bind; 320 


A cheat commonly fratFiſed in the Areeti t 
tte. cl imble; und a lite 4 Bal. 


ing virgin scheek. 300 


* 


{ 


She bids the ſnow defend in flaky ſheets, 
And in her hoary mantle clothe the ſtreets, 

Let not the virgin tread theſe ſlippery roatls, 
The gathering fleece the hollow patten loads; 
ut, if thy footitep flide with elattei froſt, 323 
Strike off the breaking balls againſt the pot, 
On filent wheel the coaches roll ; 

Oſt' look behind, and ward the 

In harden'd-orbs the (choet-boy moulds the ſnow, 


throw. 33S 
Why do ye, boys, the kennel's ſurface 
To ternpt with faith leſs pals the mitron's tread? 
How can yo laugh tu tee the tpurn, 
Sink in your fa, . Yer grew fockiag 
mourn. : 


|| ArWhite'sthetharneſs'd chairman idly ſtands, 335 


—— (wings around his waiſt his tingling hands 3 


The Belgia ſtove beneath her footftool 


> 


And fhuttle-cocks acroſs the Cuunter fly, 


Deluded Gade, de une of Mee“ 
Where — — famous 
That boaſts the work of Jones”: ammortal hands; 
Columns wich plain | 
And graceful porches lead akiny the ſquare: 
Here oft, my — I berid ; when 104 hom tar 
| ipy the faries of the football wer: 


| The 'prenrice quits his hop, to join the &ew, 
Thus, as you roll the ball o'er ſnowy ground, 
gatherthe globe angments with every 


But —— ſhall I run? the throng — 4 nie hy 


295 | The ball now ſkime the ſtreet, now ſoars on hich 2 


The dextrous glazier ſtrong returns the bound, 115 55 
And gingling ſaſhes on the pent-houſe ſou 

O, roving Muſe! recal that wondrous — 
When hoary Thames, with froſted ozterscrown'd, 
The wmerman, fottorn, along the hore, 


See harneſs'd fi defert the ſtony town, - 
And wander toads unſtable, not their own ; 


| * o'er the Harden'd waters "WY 


glide, 


. And raſe wich vhiten- d tracks the Mppery tide; 


Here the fat cook piles hich the blazing fire, 
And fcarce the ſpit can turn the ſteer entire; 


'| Booths ſudden hide the Tharnes, tony ftreer: ap- 


| And murder gare: proclaim the wes. 
237 


85 when ** . bids the martial train 8 
pr eir eneampment o er the ſpacious 
'F Thick riſing tents a canvaſs city build, and 


And the louti dice reſaund through all the ſie dq. 


Tas here the matron found a doleful ſate: 
Let elegiac lay the woe relate, | 
doſt as the breath of diſt ant flutes, at 3 
When Fflent evening cloſe up the flowers; 


| Lulhne as falling water's hollow noile ; 


Ind:!_iag grief, Ike Philomelz“ voice. 38 


To mark the evachman with 2 1 


fem $ ſpeeck to Change with red-tiptnoſe, 


3 
These ſports warm harmleſs 3 why then will * 


temple ſtands, 


| Irereaſing trowds the flying game purſue. - 3 | 
W 


When wintet reigntd in bleak Britannia's air; 


Was three long moon in icy fetters bound. 360 


' 
t 
i 
[ 


That head, alas: ſhall baſket bear no more. 


— with quivering voice he mourn'd, 


But now the weſtern gale the flood unbinde, 


The wooden tmn its frail foundation leaves, 
From — — ſtreams the fleeting ſnow, 
And with diffolving froſt the pavements flow. 


Led by the noſtril walks the muzzled: bear; 
Behind him moves, majeſtically dull, 
| The pride of Hockley-bole, the ſurly bull. 


Mondays and Thyridays are the days of game. 
Wen fiſhy ſtalls with double ſtore are laid; 


And luſcious ſeal 


. — ©, 21 1 | 
Day when our fires were doom'd to abſtinence. 


And eleanſe the ſpatter d aſh, and ſerub the ſtairs 5; 


|  - Succelfive cies che leaſom chan re, 4 
And mark the monthly progre!s of the year. 


 Toſellthe bounteous product of the ſpring: . , 


Sweegz-ſmelling flowers, and elders? early bud, 
With — he. ſhoots, to cleanſe the, 


To truſt their 


GAY'S 


Doll every day bad walk d theſe tre cherous roads, 
Her neck grew warpt beneath autumnal loads 
Of various fruit ; ſhe now a baſket bore; 


Each booth — , in queſt of gain, 385 
Aad boys with pleaſure —— ſtrain. | 
Ah, Doll! all mortals muſt reſign their breath, 
The cracking erytl Feld; he finks, the 4 
cracking i 2 » II les, 
Her head, chopt off, from her loſt ſhoulders flies ; 
Pippens ſhe ery d; but death her voice confound-”, 
And pip- prp= pip along the ice reſounds. 
So, when the Thracian furies Orpheus tore, 
And left his bleeding trunk deform d with gore, 
His ſever d head floats down the filver tide, 395 
His yet warm tongue for his loſt confort ery d; 


Heber's banks Eurydice return'd. 


POEMS. 
Now, heaven-born Charity : thy bleſſings ſhed ; 


Bid meagre Wart uprear her fickly head ; 


Bid ſhivering limbs be warm; let Plenty'sbowl445 _ 


In humble roofs r ; ke glad the the needy foul! 
See, ſee the heaven-born maid her bleffings ſhed; 
Lo! m Want uprears her fickly head; 
Cloth'd are the naked, and the needy glad, 
While ſelfiſh Avarice alone is ſad. 

Proud coaches paſs, regardleſs of the moan 

Of infant orpham, and the widow's groan ; 
While Charity ſtill moves the walker's mind, 
His liberal purſe relieves the lame and blind. 
Judicioufly thy halfpence are beſtow d 455 
Where the laborious beggar ſweeps the road. 
Whate'r you give, give ever at demand, 

Nor let old age long ſtretch his palſy hard. 

| Thoſe who give late are importun'd each day. 
And ſtill are teas d becauſe they ſtill delay. 450 
If e*er the milerx, durſt. his farthings ſpare, 
Hethinly ſpread them through the public ſquare, 
Where, all beſide the rail, rang*d begoars lie, 


And from each other catch the doleful cry ; 


And Thames full urn rolls down his plenteous 


Waves; 


Experiene d men, inur d to city ways, 40 
leed not tha calendar to count their days. 
en through:the town with flow and ſolemn air, 


4 
Learn henes the-periods of the week to name, 


With * two-pence, Cheaply wipes þ » 


Fa ore, . 
Lift* up his eyes, and haſtes to-begear more. 
Where the braſs ak nocker, wrapt in flannel band, 
Forbids the chunder of the footman*s hand; 


The upholder; rueful harbinger of death, 


Waits with imparience for the dving breath: 450 


As vultures ver a camp, with hovering flight. 
I Snuff up the future carnage of the fight 


Here canſt thou paſs, unmindful of a prayer, 


The golden-belly'd carp, the broad-finn'd maid, 


Ned ſpechled trout, the falmon's filver jowl, 415 


The j-inted lobſter, and unſcaly foal, = 
to allure the taſtes 
Of rigid zealots to delicious faſts; 

ane Fridays you'll obſerve from 


When dirty waters from. balconies drop, 
And dext'rous damſels twirl the ſprinkling mop, 


Saturday's concluſive morn appears. 


lare, 425 
Hark! hoy the fireets with treble voices ring, 


blood ; 


| ml 
And, when June's thunder cools the ſultry ſkies, 


E'en Sundays are profan'd by mackrel cries. 
- Walnuts the fruiterer's hand in autumn ſtain, 
Blue plumbs and juicy pears augment his gain ; 
Next o the longing boys entice, 435 
r fortunes to the dice. | 
| When roſemary, and bays, the poet's crown, 

Are bawPd, in frequent cries through all the town 
Then judge the feſtival of Chriſtmas near, 
Chriſtmas, the joyous period of the year. 440 
Now with bright holly all your temples ſtrow, 
Wich laurel green, and faced tni ſietbe. 


For Burlingtows belov'd by every Muſe. 


Come let us leave the Temple's ſilent walls, 
Me bufineſs to my diſtant lodging calls; 
Through the long Strand together let us ſtray ; 
With thee converſing, I forget the way. 480 
Behold that narrow ſtreet which ſteep deſcends, 
W hoſe building to the ſlimy ſhore extends ; 


| Here Arundel's fam'd ſtructure rear'd its flame, 


The ſtreet. alone retains the empty name. 
Where Titian's glowing paintthe canvaſs warm: d, 


The coloured prints of Oyerton appear. 


A 6>— Mil. 1; . 
A wooden ' or lonely watch-houſe, tand. 
There Eſſex? ſtately pile adornd the ſhore, | 


Vet Burlington. fair palace [till remains; 
Beauty within, without proportion reigns. 
Beneath his eye declining art revives, 


| The wall with animated picture live:; 
There Handel ſtrikes the itrings, the melting ſidin 
Tranſports the ſoul, and thrillsthrough every dein: 


There oft* I enter (but with cleaner ſhoe*), | 


O ye aſſociate walkers, O my friends, 
1 * your itate what happineſs attends ! 
hat 


Nor lazy jaundice dulls your faffron exe; 


That Heaven inmercy may thy brother ſpare? 
1 Come, Forteſcue, ſincere, experiened friend, 475 = | 
Thy briefs, thy deeds, and ey?n.thy fees ſuſpend ; 


And Raphael's fair defign, with judgment, charm'd | 
Now hangs the bellman's ſong, and paited here 


Where ſtatues breath*d the works of Phidias* 


though no coach to frequent viſit rolle, . 
Nor for your ſhilling chairmen fling their pole? : 
| Yet ſtill your nerves Rheumatic pains defy, 505 


There Cecil's, Bedford*s, Villiers“ now no more. 4 
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| la gilded chariot loll; he with diſdain 


- | His ſickly band is Itor'd with friendly bills: 
| From hence he learns the ſeventh born dotor's 


Support thy family, and clothe thy wile. 


| £ ; | And various lcience thr-s the lcarned eye 8 2 
| The bending thelves wath pouderous ichulialts 


= | And deep divines, to modern ſhops unknown: 


1 Here, like the bee, that on in duſtrious wiag 555 
| Calle&s the various ddours of the ſpring, 2 
Walkers, at leiſure, learning's flowers may ſpoil, 


1 


| 


TRIVIA, 
No waiting cough diſcharges ſounds of death, 


Nor wheezing aſthma heaves in vain bor breath; 
Nor from your reſtleſs couch is heard the groan 
Of burning gont, or ſedentary ſtone. 

Let others in the joiting coach conſide, 

Or in the leaky boat the Thames divide; 

Or, box'd within the chair, contemn the fireet, 
And truſt th:-ir fafety to another's fret; 


Still let me walk; for ofc' the ſuuden gale 517 


Ruffles the ride, ard ſhifts the dangerous tail ; 
Then ſhall the paſſenger too late depiore 

The whelming billow, and the faictlets dar; 

The drunken chairman in the kenuel ſpurns, 

The glaſſes hattets, and his charge v'erturns. 320 
Who can reccuat the coach's verions arms, 


The legs digjc.nted, and the broken arms 


I've ſeen à beau, in ſome ill-fated hour, _ 
When o'er the flones choak d kenngzls Sw bl the 
ſhower, 


Views ſpatter d paſſengers all drench'd in rain. 
With mud fill'd high, the rumbling cart draws 
| near; 8 | | 

Now rule thy prancing ſteeds, lac'd charioceer : 
The duſtman laſhes on with ſpiteful rage, 

His ponderous ſpokes thy painted wheel engage; 


And mud enwraps the honours of his face. 


Scar'd with dark thunder, to the nether world, 


The headitrong courſers tore the ſilver rcius, 
And the ſun's beamy ruin gilds che plains. 


If the pale walker pant with weakening ill, 
542 
—_—_— | ; | 
From hence he learn- the cheapeſt taylor's name. 
Shall the large mut ton ſmoak upon your boards? 


| Suck Newgate's copious market beſt aff.;rds. | : . | 
| Would't thou with mighty beef augment thy Or with her cloudy veſt inwraps the air. 10 


meal? 5 


Seek Leaden- hall; St. James's ſends thee veal; xt : 
Thames-ſtreet gives chceles ; Covent-garden fruits; Now Jabnurers home return, and join their ſtrength 


ſuits. "4 ; 
Hence mayſt thou well ſupply the wants of life, 
| 356 
Volumes on ſhelter'd ſtalls expanded lie, 


groan, | 


Nor watch the waſting of the midnight oil; 
May morals ſnatch from Plutarch's tatt.r'd page, 

A mildew'4 Bacon, or Stagyra's ſage: 560 
Here ſauntering 'prentices o'cr Orway weep, 


O'er Congre vi Imile, or over M'Urfey fiecp; 


Ficas'd ſempſtreſſes the Lock 's fam'd Rape unfold; 
Aud e Squ'xts read Garth, till ens grow ld 


An Apulkecary's bey in © e Diipzulary 


Taz -V KH. 


| Cruſh'd is thy pride, down falls the ſnrieking beau, 
The flabby pavement cryſtal fragments ftrow ; | 
Black floods of mire th* embroider'd coat duigræce, 


I $o, when dread Jove the fon of Phebus huri'd £55 


| 


EOCK II. 
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O Lintot! let my labguts obvious lie, 
Rang'd ou thy ſtall, for every curious eye! 
3o til the poor theſe precepts gratis know, 


o And ty my verſe their future ſafeties owe. 


Want walker ſhall his mean ambition fix 
{ Oirth falle lettre of à coach and ſix ? 
| Let the vain virgin, lur'd by glaring ſhow, 
' Sigh tor the Poerics of th' cmbroider'd beau. 
Sce yr H EH on its braces ſwing, = 
With Flanders mares, aud on an arched ſpring. 

That wrotch, to gain an equipage and place, 575 
B-rray' 4 his ſiſler to a lew:!! embrace. 
| Elias Evech that with the blazon'd ſcutcheen 

| Fl ws, 

Vain of tis unknown race, the coxcomb ſhows. 
Here the brib'd lawyer, funk in velvet, fleeps; 
he tur ving orphan, as he paſſes, weeps ; 

; Thyre flames a tool, begirt with tiuſel ſlaves, 


$70 


——— = 


uso waſtes the wealth of a whole race of knaves; 
$25 That other, with a cluſtering train behind, 


| wes his new honours to a ſordid mind! 
This next in court-fidelity excels, 

| The publick rifles, and his country ſells. 
Niay the proud chariot never be my fate, 
If purchas'd at ſo mean, ſo dear a rate! 

Or rather give me ſweet content on foot, 

Wrept in my virtue, and a good jurtaut: 


585 


5 BOOK lit. ” 
or WALKING THE STREETS BY NIGHT. 


| r 


Aud traverle o'cr the wide ethereal roads; 
Cel. fliak queen! put en thy robes ot light, 
Now Cynthia nam'd, fair regent of the night. 


At ſight of thee, the villain ſheathes his ſword, 5 


Na r ſcales the wall, to ſteal the wealthy hoard. 

O may thy filver lamp from heaven's high bower 
Direct my footſteps in the midnight hour! | 
Wen night firſt bids the twinkling ſtars appear, 


; Then {warms the buſy ſtreet ; with caution tread, 
Where ihe ſhop-windows * falling threat thy head ; 


: | Moor-fields old books; and Monmuuch-ltrect oid | Fo bur the totteriny plank, or ladder's length: EE 


Still tix thy eyes intent upon the throng, 15 


= Aud, as the paſſes open, wind along. 


here the fair columns of St. Clement and, 


aud, ſtrung in twines, cumbs dangle in thy face; | 


| Summan at once thy courage, rouze thy care, 
Stand firm, jnok back, be z:folute, beware. 


Forth iſſuing from ſteep laues, the collier's Reeds 25 
Drag cle black load; anuther cart fucceeds ; 
Team foll,v3teara, crowds ncap'd on crowds ap- 
== Dui”, 5 2 19 Te 
And wait impatient till the road grow clear. 
| Now als ine yivement ſounds with irampluy feet, 


Alpeeies If Nie ow now mot torgorrin N. 


3 * | 
| A 
* 
* 


* c 
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on... 


| Whote ſtraiten'd bounds eneruach upon the Strand; 

| Where the low penthouſe bows the walker's head, 

Aud rhe rough pavement wounds the yielding 
tread ; „„ Red 20 

[here nut a poſt protects the narrow ſpace, 


Aad che mia tomy barricades che fret. 30 
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Entangled here, the waggon's lengthen'd team 
Cracks the tough harneſs; here a ponderous beam 
Lies over turn'd athwart ; for ſlaughter fed, 

Here Jowing bullocks raiſe their horned head. 
Now oaths grow loud, with coaches coaches jar, 35 
And the ſmart blow provokes the ſturdy war; 
From: the high bx they whirl tic thong around, 
And with the twining laſh their ſhins reſound: 
Their rage ferments, more dangerous wounds they 


try, 

And the blood guſnes down their painful exe. 4c 
And now on foot the ftrowning warriors light, 
And with their ponderous ſiſts renew the fight; 
Blow anſwers blow, their checks are ſmeat d with 

blood, | | 
Till down they fall, and grappling roll in mud. 
So when two boars, in wild Ytene *® bred, 45 
Or on Weſtphalia's fattening cheſouts fed, 
Gnafh their ſharp tuiks, aud, rouz d with equal fire, 
Difpute the reign of ſome luxurious mire; 
In the black flood they wallow o'er and oer, 


Till their arm'd jaws dittil with foam and gore. 50 


| Where the mob gathers, ſwiftly ſhoot along, 
Nor idly mingle in the noiſy throng : N 
Lur'd by the ſilver hilt, amid the ſwarm, 
The ſubtle artiſt will thy fide diſarm. * 
Nor is the flaxen wig with ſafety worn; F5 
High on the ſhoulder, in a baſket borne, 
Lurks the fly boy, whoſe hand, to rapine bred, 
Picks off the curling*honours of thy head. 
Here dives the ſkullcing thick, with practis'd fleight, 
And unfelr fingers make thy pocket light. 60 
Where's now the watch, with all its trinkets, flown ? 
Ard thy late ſnuff- box ie no more thy own. 
But lo! his boulder thefts fome tradelman tpies, 
Swiſt from his prey the ſcudding lurcher flies; 
| Dext'cvus ne 'fcapes the coach with nimble bounds, 
Whilft every kunert tungue © ſtop thief” reſuunds. 
So ipeeds the wily fox, alarm'd by fear, _ 
Who lately filch'd the turkey's calow care; 
Hounds following hounds grow loudcr as he flies, 
And mjur'd tenants join the hunter's cries. | 
Degathleſs, he tumbling falls. IIl fared boy! 
Why dd not hoticit work thy youth employ? _ 
Seiz d by rough bande, ne's dragy'd amid the rout, 
And itretch'd beneath the pump's inceſſant ſpout : 
Or, piung d in miry ponds, he gaſping lies, 73 
Mu choak+ ty muith,, and plaifters v'er his eyes. 
| It not tie balted-i uscr's ſhrilling train 
Ami the twain thy lfcening car detuin: 
uad well iy poik ty tor hett tyrens {tand 
1% a1 Wh? labeuts oft the diving baud 5 
LLuntedc rote in the Cheat, they draw the throng, 
vnd cainvcick 1.anikerct hf. reward the long, 
But foon as con; h or cart drives rat ling on, 
The rabble part, in ſhoals they backward run. 
So Jove's loud bolts the navgled war divide, 
And Greece and Troy reireat on either fide. 
If che rude throng pour on with furious pace, 
And hap to break ther fromia friend's. embrace, 
„top mort; her irrugyls through the cruwd in 
Ain. | | 222 
B... wiilkcarelul rye the pulling train. 
nes to Lond). if chauce the tide 
Fumiuluous Dear WY part uer ln By fide, 


90 


os 


* New cock in iiemplhice, anuvktly fo called 
| 


70 | 
| erots nut with venturou, itep; there ot” is found 
| Phe latk ing thief, who while the day- light ſhone 


al! 


4 Yet eruit him not along the lonely wall; 


90 


| Che laws have ſet him bounds; his ſervile feet 155 


GAY'S POEMS. 


Impatient venture back, leipiſing harm, 


force my paſſage where the thickeſt ſwarm. 


Thus his loſt bride the Trojan ſouglit in vain 


Through night, and arms, and flames, and hill, 


| of ſlain. - 

Thus Niſus wander'd o'er the pathleſs grove 
To find the brave companion of his love. ; 
he pathlefs grove in vain he wanders o'er ; 
 Euryalus, alas! is now no more. 


ICS 
That walker, who, regardleſs of his pace, 
Turns oft” to pore upon the damſel's face, 
From fide to fide by thruſting elbows toſt, 
Shall ftrike his aching breaſt againſt a poſt ; 
Or water, daſh'd from fiſty ſtalls, ſhall ſtain 10; 


His hapleſs coat with ſpirts of ſcaly rain. 
But, if unwarily he chance to ſtray | 
Where twirling turnſtiles intercept the way, 
The thwarting pafſer:ger ſhall force them round, 
And beat the wretch half breathleis to the ground. 
Let conſtant vigilance thy footfteps guide, | 
And wary circumſpection guard thy fide ; 
Then ſhalt thou walk unharm'd the dangerous night, 
Nor need th' officious linkboy's ſmoaky light, 
Thou never wiit attempt to croſs the road, 113 
Where ale-houſe benches reſt the porter's load, 
Grievous to heedleſs ſhins; no barrow's wheel, 
That bruiſes oft” the truant ſchool-boy's heel, 
Behind thee rolling, with infidious pace, 
Shall mark thy ſtocking with a miry trace. 
Let not thy venturous it:ps approach too nigh, 
Where, gaping wide, low fteepy ceilars lie. 


And overturn the ſcolding huxtcr's ſtall ; 
he ſcolding huckſter thali not der thee moan, 125 


| But pence exact for nuts and pears o'erthrown. 
Though you through cleanſier allies wind by day, 


To thun the hurries of tne public way, 

Vet ne'er to thoſe dark paths by n. ght retire; 
Mind only fatcty, and contemu the mire. 
Then no impervious courts thy haſte detain, 
Nur ineering alevives bid thee ture again. 
Where Lincoln's-inn, wide ſpace, is rail'd arounc, 


r 30 


Made the walis scho with his begging tone: 
That crutch, which late compalton mov'd, 
FT > 8 
Thy bleeding head, zud fell rhee h the graund. f 
| Fhovgh thou art tempted by the link - man's call, 


lu the mid way he l quench the flaming brand, 
And ſhare the bounty with the piltering band. 
Itill keep the public tirzers, where oily rays, 


Shot trom the cryſtal lamp, o'erſprrad the ways. 


Happy Augulta! law defcaded town! 145 


| Here no dark lauterns thade the villain's frown; 


No Sparyfh jc2loutics thy lands I iſeſt, 7 
Ner Roman venycance itabs th' unwary breaſt; 
Hee tyranny ner lifts her purple hand, 
But liberty and juſtic guard the land; 
No bra vos here proticts the bloody trade, 
Nor is the church the murderer's reſuge made. 
Let nat the chairman, with aſſuming ſtride, 
Preis near the wall, and rudely thruſt thy fide : 


_— 260 


3hould ne'er eucroach where poſts defend the ſtreets 
Yet who che footman's arrogance can quell, 


' Whoſc flambcau gilds the ſaſhes of Pall-mall, 


120 


140 


Should thy ſhoe wrench atide, down, dowa rou fall, 


— 


TRIVIA, Boox III. 343 


When in long rank a train of torches flame, | Hence wert thou doom'd in endleſs night to ſtray 
To light the midnight viſits of the dame? 160 } Through Theban ſtreets, and cheerleſs grope thy 
; Others, perhape, by happier guidance led, way. 
5 May where the chairman reſts with ſafety tread; | Contemplate, mortal, on thy fleeting years; 225 
Whene'er | paſs, their poles (unſeen below) | See, with black train the funeral pomp appears! 
Make my knee tremble with 2 jarring blow. Whethcr ſome heir attends in fable ſtate, 
Make my knee tremble with a jarring blow. And mourns with outward grief a parent's fate; 
If wheels ber up the road, where ſtreets are | Or the fair virgin, nipt in beauty's bloom, 
1 croſt, IA crowd olf lovers follow to her tomb: 230 
With gentle words the coachman's ear accoſt : Why is the hearſe with ſcutcheons blazon'd ronnd, 
He ne'er the threat or harſh c:mmands obe ys, And with the nodding plume of oſtrich crown'd ? 
But with contempt the ſpatter'd ſhoe ſurveys. _ No: the dead know it not, nor profit gain; 
Now man with utmoſt fortitude thy foul, It only ſerves to _—_ the living vain. | 
To croſs the way where carts and coaches roll; 170 How ſhort is life! how frail is human truſt! 235 
et do not in thy hardy {kill conſide, Is all this pomp for laying duſt to duſt? 
| Nor ſraſhly riſque the kennel's ſpacious ſtride; Where the nail'd hoop deſcuds the painted ſtall, 
Stay till afar the diſtant wheel you hear, | Bruſh not thy ſweeping ſkirt too near the wall : 
Like dying thunder i in the breaking air; 2 | Thy heedleſs lee ve will drink the co lour'd oil, 
1 Thy foot will ſlide upon the miry tone, 175 And [pot indelible thy packet ſoil. 240 
And paſſing coaches cruſh thy tortur'd bone, | Has not wiſc nature ſtrung the legs and feet 
Or wheels inclule the road; on eitt:er hand Wich firmeſt ner ves, deſign'd to walk the ſtreet ? 
„ | Pent round with perils, in the midſt you ſtand, Hos ſhe not given us hangs to grope 9 
1 And call for aid in vain; the caachman ſwears, | Amidlt the frequent dengers of the night? 
3 And carmen drive, unmindſul of thy prayers. 180 Ind think'ſt thou not the double noſtril meant, 245 
| Where wilt thou turn? ah! whither wilt thou fiy ? | Fo warn from oily woes by previous ſcent ? 
On every ſide the preſſing ſpokes are nigh. Who can the various city frauds “ recite, 
$9 ſailors, while Charybdis gulph they inn, With ail the petty rapincs of the night? 
Ama d, on Scylla's craggy dangers run. I Who now the guinea dropper's bait regards, 
5 Be ſure obſerve where: brown Oftrea ſtands, 185 Trick'd by the ſharper” 5 dice, or jugglea's cards? ? 
ol Wha boaſts her ſhelly ware from Wallflect ſands; | Why ihouid I warn thee ne'er to join the fray, 
I There may'ſt thou paſs with ſafe unmiry feet, Where the ſham quarrel interrupts the way? 
KEE Where the rais'd pavement leads at wart the ſtreet. ho Lives there in the ſe our days fo ſoſt a clown, 
it where Fleet-djtch with muddy current flows, ] Zrav d by the bully 'soarhs, or threatening frown ? 
5 | : H Fau chance to roam; where * — 49 in rows 190 1 nerd not ſtrict enjoin the pocket' 5 Care, 25 5 
1 Are rang'd beſide the polls; there tay thy haſte, When from the crowded play thon lead ſt the fair; | 
7 | And with the ſavoury tith indul;z2 thy taſte: | Who has nut here or watch or inuff- box left, 
The damlei's knife the gaping mel commands, J Or handkerchiefs that India's ſnuttle boaſt ? 
= While rhe {alt liquor ſtreams bet wert her bauds. O! may thy virtue guart thee through the roads 
3 The man had ſure a palate cover'd o'er 195 | Of Drury's mazy courts, and dark abodes! 260 
| With braſs or ſteel, that on the rocky ſhore The harlots' guileful paths, vin nizhtly ſtand | 
Z | Firſt broke the onzy oyſter”, pearls cout, Where Ca therine-itreet def.-nis it the St rand! 
A =. on riſqu'd the hving more own Th throat, Say, vazrant Mule, their wilcs and ſubtle arts, 
IE | What will was luzury taſte ? Earth, fea, and air, | To iure the ſtrangers unſutpccting hearts: 
Are daily ran{zck'd for the bill of fare! zeo ] So ſnall our Tant n on heal ful * tread, 2653 
: 1 Blood Hufl'd in ffrins is Britiſh chriſtian's food; | And ciry cheeks grow warm with rural red. 
3 And France rob: marſhes of the croaking vrooi! ] Lis the who v:gacly rolle with aur ering pace, 2 
| 1 Spungy morcis an uren g Lapis arc found, | | 150 Qtnbhorn if iv ter v telling ſhape embracs ; 
And iu the ſoup the ſitny (1:54 15 Grown 4. : beneath the Jawy ner terry ribbons gluze, 
| When from hi: H ſpouts ci. dathiug torrents fall, uo Lie new. (cours 01:trau, and the fizttern eir: 270 
9 || Reer be watchſul ro maintain the wall: Aich-draggled p. tticuats her tru vel uw, 
e ouls? it theu quit thy ground, che rihing Andhetbhw ces with arttul biuthes wow ; 
g throng With fette riug funds ſac foths the credulous car, 
All pre lo to gain thoſe bonovrs thou haft 1; EE 3, ily ob le capt in charmer! love! wy dear! 
And rudcly ſhuve ther far without the poſt. 210 lu ficiugu hood near tavern counts fl: hes, | 275 5 
BH Then to retrieve the ſhed vou irie 2 in va 'N, =. | Ur mui pinuers hive her leid oy co. 2755 
| Draggled all o'er, and ſoak d in Ne of rain, Wich ,onpgey org : ſte delights to range, 
Vet Tather bear the Chower, 2 t . &f mu 5 | © 2d ien a din eee from the Change; 
Than in the doubrful giuarryl r: % blond. z Nav, a z will * 85 (Quaruyr's od profanc, 
| 2 O think en Oed: pus der: Ren * ty 2! 5 na ways demare the r unds of Deury- -Ine. 280 
133 Ard by ts woes be wa nd te Lan te te. | | She G tarts tro! » [arteat embuſn wWily ers, . 
| Who 2 three rvads To 2444 K A ny rick! 2 7 Lre Un- LW APC 5 thy ſl eve, QT with lawiliar airs _ 
known ; [Her fan will var thy cheek; thefe ſncers di ilelain, 
(Unhappy fire, but mare unbarry fur, ! Nor g:izr behind thee, when ſhe turns 28ain. 
Each claim'd the way, th: Mord the ow - „idr, Ikicway. mugs who, tor thir{} of gain, 255 
5 | The nary monarch fh, ie TK an d. 20 O47: 22 2201 Fo tilt TCL city 01 drove, fron: Ve" 7013 pl un, | 
rt.  AHerce fpruyg the fatal plague that tian 4 hr: Lois a 15 "ae us lowing herd; his herd he luld, 
— | Tent), a | = anc Ks :} 287 10 e ww nb, AT 
Tur. eu: iu cet] and 1 children A. u: 3 i Moth » ful oy 1 1% Ace 5 
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Thy ruin'd noſe falls level with thy face! 


Should chance to wander with the ſcowering crew ; | 
Though fortune yield thee captive, ne'er deſpair, 


5 Kindlers of riot, ent mies of Acep. 


5 *. = 5 


Were tumbled furious thence; the rolli ng tomb 
| Ofer the ſtones thunders, bounds from fide to ide : 


80 Regulus to fave his country dy'd. 
_ Ofer the mid pavement, heapy rubbiſh grows; 


Or arched vaults their gaping jaws extend, 
Or the dark caves to common ſtores deſcend 


In the wide gulph the ſhatter'd coach o'erthrown 


And who would chooſe the cation wh 


Unwindſul of his home, and diſtant bride, 


And wholeſome neighbours from thy mug refrain. 


He will reverſe the watchman's harſh decree, 
Mov'd by the rhetorick of a filyer fee. 


Thus would you gain ſome tavourite courtier 's word, | 
Fee not the petty clerks, but bribe my lord. 


Was there a watchman took his hourly rounds, 
Safe from their blows, or new invented wounds: 


And the high turret in the whirlwiud borne ; 


GAY'S 


Drawn by a fraudful nymph, he ga2'd, he ſigh'd: 
290 
She leads the willing victim to his doom, , 
Through winding alleys to her cobwe': room. 
Thence through the ſtreet he reels from poſt to poſt, 
Valiant with wine, nor knows his treaſure loft. 
The vagrant wretch th' aſſembled watchmen ſpie s, 
He waves his hanger, and their poles defi:s; 
Deep in the round-houſc pent, all night he f nores, 
And the next morn in vain his fate deplores. 

Ah, hapleſs ſwain! unus'd to pains and ills! 
Canſt thou forego roaſt beef for nauſeous pills? 
How wilt thou lift to Heaven thy eyes and hands, 
When the long ſcroll the ſurgeon's fees demands! 
Or clſe (ye Gods avert that werſt diſgrace !) 


Then ſhall thy wife thy loathſome kiſs diſdain, 305 


Yet there are watchmen, who with friendly light 
Will teach thy reeling ſteps to tread aright; 
For ſixpence will ſupport thy helpleſs arm, 
And heme conduct thee, ſafe from nightly harm. 
Eut, if they ſhake their lanterns, ſrom afar 
To call their brethren to confederate war, 
When rakes reſiſt their power; if hapleſs you | 


But ſerk the conſtal les conſiderate ear; 


Now is the time that rakes their rcvels keep; 4 


His ſcatter'd pence the flying Nicker * flings, 
And witn the copper ſhower the caſement rings. 
Who nas not heard the Scowerer's midnight fame ? 
Who has not trembled at the Mohock's name ? 


T paſs their deſperate deeds, and miſchiefs done, 
Where from Snow hill black ſtrepy torrents run; 
How matrons, hoop'd within the hogſhead's won, 


Where a dim gleam the paly lonthorn throws | 


Oit' by the winds extinct the ſignal lies, > IG 
Or ſmother'd in the glimmering eket dies, 340 
Ere night has half roll'd round her ebon throne; 


Sinks with the ſnorting ſeeds; the reins are broke, 
And from the crackling axle flies th: ſpoke. 


So, when fam'd Eddyitone's far-thooting ray, 345] 


That led the ſailor through the ſtormy way, 
Was from its rocky roots by billows torn, 


Fleets bulg'd their fides againſt the craggy land, 
And pitchy ruins blacken'd all the ſtrand. 350 


Whe then thre' night wonld hire the harnefs'd 
ſtecd? 


310 


POEMS, 


| But hark! diſtreſs with fereaming voice draws 


nigher, 
And wakes the ſſumbering ſtreet with cries of fire. 

At firſt a glowing red inwraps the ſkies, 355 
And borne by winds the ſcattering ſparks ariſe, 
From beam to beam the fierce contagion ſpreads, 
The fpiry flames now lift aloft their heads; 
Through the burſt ſaſh a blazing di luge pours, | 
And ſplitting g tiles deſcend in rattling ſhowers. 360 
Nom with thick crowds th' en! ghten'd pavement 
| farms, 

The fireman feats beneath hiscrooked arms; 

A leathern caſque his venturous head defends, 
Boldly he climbs vinere thickeſt ſmoke aſcends; 
Mov'd by the mother's ſtreaming eyes and Prayers 
The helpleſs infant through the flame he bea 
With no leſs virtue, than through hoitile fire 
The Dardan hero bore his aged fire. | 

dee forceful engines ſpout their Igvel'd 8 

To quench the blaze that runs along the beams; 
The grappling hook plucks raſters from the walls, 

And heaps on "hezps the ſmoaky ruin falls; | 
Blown by ſtrong winds, the fiery tempeſt roars, 
Bears down new walls, and pours along the floors; 
The heavens are all a-blaze, the face of night 375 
Is cover'd with a ſanguine dreadful light. 

*F was ſuch a light involv'd thy towers, © Rome! 
The dire preiage of mizhty Cæſar's doom, 
When the ſui: veil'd in ruſt his mournirg head, 
And frigbttul prodigies the ſkies o erſpre ad. 3% 


Behold * the ready match is tipt with fire, 


* he nu rous ſtare is laid, the ſmutty train 
With running blaze wakes the barrel'd grain; 
Flames ſudden wrap the walls; with ſullen ſound 


The ;hatter'd pile finks on the ſmoaky ground. 

| So, when the years ſhall have revolv'd the date, 
Th' inevitable hour of Naples' ſate, 

Her fapp'd foundations ſhall with thunder: ſhake, 


Earth's womb at once the fiery flood ſhall rend, 


| and in th' 3 her plunging towers deſcend. 


Coniider, reader, what fatigues l' ve known; 


The toils, the perils, of the wintry town; 


What r1ots ſren, what. buſtling crowds | bore, 395 


How cſt' I creed where carts and coackes roar : 


Yet ſhall I blieſe my labouss, if mankind 


| Their tucure ſafety ſrom my dangers find. 


Thus the bold traveller (inui d to toil, 


| Whoſe ſters have printed Aſia's deſert foil, 400 


he barbarows * rubs haunt , ur ſuivering crult 

ark Greenland's mountains of eternal troſt ; 
Whom Provicience 1a length of years rettorcs | 
To the with' harbour of his native ſnor:'s) 
Sets forth his journals to the public view, 404 
Fo caution, iy his was, the wandering eveD> 


nd now Cc: mplete Ry raus — le, | 
Fir: ith d, and ripe tor immortality. 


Death ſa.all entomb in duſt this mou'der::; oh ame. 
But never reach th' cternal port, wry lan 419 
When W— ard , mighty — are dead; 


Or but at Chelſea under cuftards read; 
When critics crazy Daudbenge repair, 
8 8. turn” rackets, bounce in air; 


»el far La Hig hrs dt on Tg ftroct Potts, confi. to ſame, 
»» Gerr]-1- u who dehghted Ito break windows) Uhis work tt i e. and wwlh rs bf m name: 
| with * j Ward arr (ERA 3 


Hark ! the drum thunders! far, ye crowds, retire. $- 


And hezve and toſs upon the ſulphurous lake; 290 
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Nor laviſh verſe, to pairt a female toy : 
But ſing the glorics of the Britiſh court. 


I call'd th' unwilling Muſes to my aid: 
Reſolv'd to write, the noble theme I choſe, 


To waft her gently cer the watery way.” _ 


To rein the wirds, and guard the Royal Fair; 


Long open panegyric drags at beſt, © 
And praiſe is only praiſe when well addrefs'd. 

This new perſormance to a friend I ſhow's : 
Id rather ballads write, and Grub fircer lavs, 
Than pilloge Caſar for my narrun's praile : 


One com mon Fate all imitators ſhare, 


: — . 
: Vex'd at the charge, | to tlie Taacs commit. 
Rhymes, ſimilics, Lords' rence, and ends cf wit * 


Fach day my pl-afing l4bour larger grew, 


© 
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EPISTLES % Benevolence her converſation guides, 
— « Smiles on her cheek, and in her eye teſides. 
SEVERAL OCCASIONS e Such harmony upon her tongue is found, 
K. 4 : . 


„As foftens Engliſh to Italian ſound : 

—— * Yet in thoſe founds ſuch ſentiments appear, 
4 % As charm the judgment, while they ſooth the ear. 
ELSE HS % © Rsligion's cheerful flame her boſom warms, 


TO A LADY. © Calms all ker hours, and brightens all her charms. 
OCCASIONED BY I Henceforth, ye Fair, at chapel mind your prayers, 
THE ARRIVAL OF KER ROYAL HIGHNE<3 | © Nor catch your lover s eyes with arttul airs ; 


| % Rofirnin your looks, kneel more, aud whiſper leſs, 

F WE WALES „Nor moſt deveutly criticiſ: on dreſs. oF 
TADAM, to all your cenſurez I ſubmit, From her form all your characters of life, 

And frankly own 1 mould long ſince have | © The tender mother, and the faithful wife. 
| writ. « Oft' have l ſeen her little infant - train, 
You told me, ſilence would be thought a crime, „ ne lovely promiſe of a future reign; 
And kindly ſtrove to teaze me into rhyme : „ Obſerw'd with pl aſure every dawning grace, 
No more let trifling themes your Muſe empiov, And all the mother opening in their face. 

DE „The ſon ſhall add new honours to the line, 

„ Aud early with paternal virtues ſhine : 
« When he the tale of Oud«nard repeats, 
By your commands and inclination ſway'd, « His little heart with emulation beats; | 
| + With conqueſis yet to come his boſom glows, 

« fle dreams of trinmphs, and of vanquiſh'd foes; 
And to the Prince ſs thus the poem roſe. „Each year with arts ſhall ſtore his ripening brain, 
„Aid me, bright Phecbus ! aid, ye ſacred Nine! | « And from his grandfire he thall tear:: to reign. 

« Exalt my genius, and my verſe reñne. . "Thus far Pd gone: Propitious riſing gales 
e My ftrains with Carolina's name I grace, Nu bid the ſailor hailt the ſwelling fails. 
* The lovely parent of cur royal race. | Pair Carolina lands; the cannons roar; 


No more on plains with rural damſels ſport ; 


_ © Breathe ſolt, ye winds ! ye waves, in ſilence ſleep! White Albion's cliffs reſouud ſrem ſhore to ſhore- 


« Let proſperous breczes wanton o'er the decp, | Behold the bright original appear, | 
Swe tlie vehite fails, and with the ſtreamers play, All praiſe is faint when Carolina's near. 
| '' Thus to the nation's jeg, but poct's coſt, 
The princeſs came, and my new plan was loſt. 
Since all my ſchemes were baik'd (my laſt reſort), 
Ev] the blue Tritons ſound their twiſted ſhells, 1 Jeſt the Muſes, ro ſrequent the Court: | 
Aud call the Nereids from their pearly cells. | Priuſtve each night from room to room I walk'd, 
Thus wy warm zeal had drawn the Muſe along. Jo one I bow'd, and with another ralk'd ; 
Yet knew no method to conduct her ſong : luquir'd what news, or ſuch a lady's name, 
I then refolv'd ſome model to parſue, And did the next day, and the next, the ſame. 
Ferus d French criticks, and began ancw. Places, I found, were daily given away, 
And jet no ſrier iy Gazette mention'd Gay. 
kaik' Ja friend what method to purſur; 
He cry d, 1 wint a place as well as you 
Another ane me, why l had not writ; 
A pert cvs s fortune to his wit. | 
Straigbi ir: d. With whar a cour ly grace 
Flows taly veric ferm him that has a place! 


Here I to Neptune form'd a pumpous prayer, 


Straight Horace for ſome lucky ode | fought : 
And all along l trac'd him thought by thought. 


For ſhame! ſays he; what, imitatc an oe 


tiad Virgil ner at court improv'd his itraine, 
Fe 1:1} had ſung of flocks aud hamely ſwains ; 
And, vi not Horace feet preſerment found, 
Ine Roman ier, hal never learnt to ſound. 
Gn Lagws fir in homely quite I ſung, 
And win their names wild woods and mountains 
| | eng. ] . 
O reach nu now to ſtrike a ſoſter ſtrain! 
And writ a letter in familiar wav : Ie Court 7 Þiies the language of the plain. 
For, Till impatient tül the prince ut came. Leu muſt, cries one, the Miniſtry rehearſe, 
Yuu from defcription wiſh'd to know the dam Aud with each Patriet's name prolong your vet! 
Ent ſure this truth to Poets ſhould be known 
Ahe praiſing all alike, is vraifing none. 
Arether told me, if I wiſh'd ſucceſs, 
To om dittingunilt's Lord I mutt addreſs; 
92 | 7 30 On whoſe higi. virtues ſpeak his noble bloc d. 
2 charms are emanations © the . 94d; One Always zcalous ior his country's good 4 
The foul. rranſpr-ec ing through the {hin eo frame, Vikhre vuicur and lirong eloquence unite, 


© FF | . \ . » — 
Forms all the gracesof the Frincely Dune: Ln 0419): £31044, reſolute in fight 


To fave mince pies, aud cap the grocer's ware. 


In blotted fanzas ſcraps of eds rxpire, 
nd ſuſlian wounts in pyranicts of fire. 
Ladies! to you I next ip ſcrib'd my ly, 


For ſtill new graces, opon'4 ro my view. 

Twelve lines ran on to intreduce the thieme 7 

And th:cn | thus purſued the growing tcheme : 
* Pravty and wit were ſure by nature join'd, 


- 


Three duſty miks reach Breutſord's tedious town, 
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. Whoſe generous temper prompts him to defend, 
And ize the man that wants a friend. 
You have, 'tis true, the noble patron ſhown ; 
But I, alas! am to Argyll unknown. 
Still every one I met in this agreed, 
That writing was my method to ſucceed ; 
But now preferments ſo poſſeſs d my brain, 
That ſcarce [could produce a ſingle ftrain : 
Indeed I fometimes hammer d out a line, 
Without connection, as without deſign. 
One morn upon the Princeſs this I writ, 
An Epigram that boaſts more truth than wit. 
© The pomp of titles eaſy faith might ſhake, 
© She ſcorn'd an empire for religion's ſake : 
4 For this on earth the Britiſh crown was given, 
„ And an immortal crown decreed in heaven.“ 
Again, while George's virtues rats d my thought, 
The following lines prophetic fancy wrought. 
_« Methinks 1 ſec ſome Bard, whoſe heavenly 


rage 

* Shall riſe in ſong, and warm a futnre age: 

* Look back through time, and, wrapt in w 

_ | h 
© The glorious ſeries of the Brunſwick race. | 
From the firſt George theſe godlike kings deſ - 

h cend, 

A line which only with the world ſhall end. 

* The next a generous Prince renown'd in arms, 

* And bleſs'd, long bleſs'd, in Carolina's charms; 

From theſe the reſt. * Tis thus, ſecuse in peace, 

We plough the fields, and reap the year's increaſe : 

* Now Commerce, wealthy Goddeſs, rears her head, 

And bids Britannia's fleets their canvaſs ſpread ; 
VUnnumber' d ſhips the peopled ocean hide, 

And wealth returns with each revolving tide.” 

Here paus'd the ſullen Muſe ; in haſte I dreſs'd, 

And through the crowd of needy courtiers preſs'd , 
Though uuſucceſsful, happy whilſt Il free 

 'Thole eyes, that glad a nation, ſhine on me. 


onder. 


| 


+C?SIFS$S 
' TO TRE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE 
_ EARL or BURLINGTON. 
2 A JOURNEY TO ExXErER. 1716. 
YT] HILE you, my Lord, bid ſtarely piles aſcend, 
| * Or in your Chiſwick bowers enjoy your 
. friend; _ =; | 
Vbere Pope unloads the boughs within his reach, 
he purple vive, blue plum, and bluſhing peach; 
I journey far.—You knew fat Bards might tire, 
And, mounted, ſent me forth your truſty Squire. 
was on the day when city-dames repair _ 
To take their werkly d. ſe of Hyde-pork air; 
When forth we trot : no carts th road infect, 
For ſtill on Sundays country horſcs reſt. 
Thy gardens, K-nfingion, we leave unſcen ; 
Through Hammerſmith joy on to Turnham-green. 
That Turnham-green, which daipty pigeons fed, 
But feeds no more: ſor * Solomon is dead. 


For dirty ſtreete and white-legg'd chickens known: 
Thence, o'cr wide ſnrubby he aths and furrow'd lanes, 


POEMS. 


' | We ferry'd o'er : for late the winter's flood 
Shook her frail bridge, and tore her piles of wood, 


Prepar'd for war, now Bagſhot heath we croſs, 
Where broken gameſters oft repair their loſs. 
At Hartley-row the foaming bit we preſt, 
While the fat landlord welcom d every gueſt, 
Supper was ended, healths the glaſſes crown'd, 
Our hoſt extoll'd his wine at every round 


| Relates the juſtices late meeting there, 


How many bottles drank, and what their cheer; 
What lords had been his gueſts in days of 
And prais'd their wiſdom much, their 8 
a more. 
Let travellers the morning vigils keep: 
The morning roſe, but we lay faſt aſleep. 
Twelve tevious miles wr! bore the ſultry ſun, 
And Popham-lane was ſcaree in fight by one: 
The ftraygling village harbour'd thieves of old, 
Las here the ſtage-coach'd laſo refign'd her gold; 
That gold which had in London purchas'd gowns, 


yore, 


Aud ſent her home a beile to country towns, Ml 
But robbers hannt no more the nei hbouring wood; | 


| Here unown'd infants ſind their daily ford; 
For, ſhould the maiden mother nurſe her for, 


| gone. 

Our jolly hoſteſs nineteen children bore, 

Nur fail'd her breaſt to ſuckle nincteen more. 
Be ;uſt, ye prudes, wipe off the long arrear: 
Ze virgins ſtill in town, but mothers here. 
Sutton we pals, and leave her ſpacious down, 


Ober our parch'd tongue the rich metheglin glides, 
And the red dainty trout our knife divid: s. 

Sad melancholy every viſage wears; 

What! no election come in ſeven long vears ! 

Of all our race of mayors, ſhall 3now = alone 

Be by Sir Richard's dedication known ? 

Our ſtreets no more with tides of ale ſhall float, 


| Nor covlers feaſt three years upon one vote. — 
Next morn, twelve miles led o'cr th' unboundec = 


plain, | 


| | Where the cloak'd ſhepherd guides his fleecy train. 
No lea | 
Nor from the chilly dews at night defend : 


fy bowers a noon-day ſhelter lend, 


With wondrous art, he counts the ſtraggling flock, | 
And by the fun informs you what's o'clock. 


No Amaryllis chaunts alternate lays! _ 


From her no liftening echoes learn to ſing, | | 


Nor with his reed the jocund valleys ring. 


ge Sarum's ſteeple o'er yon hill aſcend; 
Our hovſcs faintly trot beneath the heat, 


And our keen ſtomachs know the hour to eat. 


Who can ſorſake thy walls, and not admire 
The proud cathedral, and the loſty ſpire ? 4. 
What ſempſtreſs has not prov'd thy ſciſſar good ? 
From hence firſt came th' intriguing riding hood. 


} * Sir Richard Steele member for Stack bridge, 
| wrote a treatiſe called“ The Importanc- of Dun- 


kirk conſidered,” 


and d-dicatcd it to Mr. Jo%0 
Snow, Bailiff of Stockbridge, Gav.--Dr. unt 


We come where Themes divides the meads of 
— Sainte. AA dai — 5 | 


* 4 no ene: ſamous for ſeeding pigeons. 


wrote 3 humorous treatiſ- in anſwer to it, called 
„he Importance cf the Gvirian cop ſid t red, in A 
e ſe ond Letter to the Eanuf of Srockbrity”s 
« 1-13” N. 


"Twoutd ſpoil her match when her good name is 


And witk the ſetting ſun reach Stockbridge town. "2 


How are our ſhepherds ſall'n from ancient days! 15 


Here ſheep the paſture nide, there harveſts bend, | 


ing 


d; 
* 


n. 


The morning roſe ; the funper rekoning ea % 


15 And, as we mount, our half-p-ncc lud 


_ Grzvius would kneel, and kiis the ſacred ground. | 


And the prou 
And with the a ſcutcheon hung his hall. 
And ſtrip the lobſter of his ſcarlet mail. 


And Axminiter affords a kind rcpoic. 


We riſe, our heards demand che barber's art; 
A female enters, and per ſor uis the part. 
The weighty golden chain adorns her neck, 


Soſt as when Venus ſtroak“ H the brard of Jove. 

| Now from the ſteep, midſt Acer d farms and 
Oar eye through IIoniton's fair vality rovcs. 
Where ſiusſt lace induſtrious laſſes weave 


Stream'd down vur hats, and Imoak d m_ the 


For fure a civil hoſt the Lu: fe Cmmain!s, 


E PIS T 


Amid & three boarding-i{ctiools well ſtock d with | 
mulls 
Shall thre: knight- errants ſtarve fur want ef kiſſes ? 
O'er the green turf the miles flide fviitt away, 
And Blandior d ends the labuurs of the day, 


And our due fees diſcharg'd to mai an 4 103 | 
The ready oftler near the ifirmyp Ran! Js, i 
tis bands. 
Now the ſteep hill fair Decckeſter de 28 luoks, 
Border d by meads, and waſt'd by flv: s how bs, 
Here fleep my two companions cytes ſuppreſt, | 
And propt in elhaw chairs the v tar colt 2 
| weary lit, and with my pe uc Lace 
Their painful poſtures, and their cycichs face; 
Then dedicate each glaſs to ſome fair name, | 
And on the ſaſh the diamond ſcrawis my flame. 
Now o'cr true Roman way our hortcs ſound, 


On either ſade low fertile vall.ys lic, 

The diſtant proſpe&ts tire the travelling eye. 

Through Bridport's ſtony lanes our route we take, 
i ſteep deſcend to Morcombe's lake. 

As hearſes paſs'd, our landlord robb'd the pull, 


Ou unadulterate wine we here regale. 
We climb'd the hills, when ſtarry night aroſe, 


The maid, ſubducd by fies, her trunk unlocks, 
And gives the el. anly aid of dowlaſs-ſmocks. 
Mean time our ſhirts her buſy ſi;ger>rub, 

While the ſoap lathers o'er rhef. ming tub. 
It women's geer ſuch pleaſiug dreams incite, 
Lend us your ſmecks, ye Camfels, every night! 


And three gold rings ber {Kilful Land bedeck | 
Smooth o'er our chin ber eaſy fin. r> move, 


groves, 


—_—__—_—_— 


Beaind us ſoon the buſy town we leave, 
Now ſwelling clouds roll'd ou; the rainy load 


LE, 
When (O bleſt acht 52 lriend n ſign we 155 d, 
Our fours are flackea'd ficm the hurles Ude; 


Upon whoſe ſiæn this courtceus mutio Hands. 
I. is i is the ancicht hand, and cke the pen: 

* Here is for horſes hay, au 105 0 ker en 
Huw ;hyme would flouriſh, di. each ſun oi tame 
Know his own genius, and direct his flame! 
Then h. 3 that could Nut F.pic fl: 831.65 relizat ie 
Might ſweetly mourn in Elegiac veric. 

But, were his Muſ: for Fl-gy uuſit, 

Perhaps a diſtich micht not ſtrain his wit; 

If Epigram oit nd, his harmleſs lines 

Mignt in gold letters ſwing on alt houſe ſigns, 
Then Hobbinol might pre Pageats his vays, 


LE II. 3 


Where chymes like theſe might lure the aurtas 
eyes, 

Vile gaping infants ſqua wol for farthing pies: 

* Feat here, ye Hephberds blithe, your Duel feet, 
0 For (44> and che. ſecake are ſor damſcls meet. 


* 
— 


ee Maurus in bis proper ſphere might ſhine, 


Ant ihelz proud numbers grace great W 
vgn: : 

This is the man, this the Naſſovian, whom 

nan d the brave deliverer to com 


WIllam'e 


| But now ihe driving gales ſuſpend<he rain, 


Ve mount our ſtgeds, and Devon's city gain. 
il, happy native land i- but l forbear 
WI. at other counties mult with envy hear. 


EPI T LE II. 
TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

WILLIAM PULTENEY, Eo. 1727. | 

UL TENEY, methinks you blame my breach of 
word; 

What! cannot Paris one poor page afford? 
Yes, I can ſagely, when the times ate paſt, 
Laugh at thoſe follies which 1 ſtrove to taſte, 


And each amuſement, which we ſhar'd, review, 


Vleas'd with mere talking, ſince I talk to you. 
But how ſhall I deſcribe in humble proſe 
Their —— operas, and beaux? 

[n proſe? you cry : oh no, the Muſe mult aid, 
Aud leave Parnaſſus for the 'Thuilleries' ſhade : 


1 Shall he (who late Britannia's city trod, 
And led the draggled Mule, with patterns Tod, 


Through dirty lanes, and allcys' doubilul ways) 


Refuſe ro write, when Paris aſles his lays! 


Well then, I'll try. Deſcend, ye bezutzous Nine * 


14 7 all the colours of the rainbow Hine, 


t ſparkling ſtars your neck and ear adorn, 
| = on the bluſhes of the crimſon morn ; 
So may ye balls and gay affemblics grace, 


And at the opera claim the foremolt place. 


Travellers ſhould ever fit expreſſion chooſe, 

Nor with low phraſe the lofty theme abuſe. 

hen they detcribe the ſtate of eaſteru lords, 
Pomp and maguiticence ſhould (well their words; 
And, when they paint the ſerpent's ſcaly pride, 
1 "rs lines ſhuuld hifs, their numbers ſmoothly fide; 
But they, unmindtul of poetic rules, | 
Deſcribe alike Mockaws and Great Moguls. 
Dampier would thus, without ill-meaning ſatire, | 
D:ets forth in ſimple ſtyle the Petit-maitre : | 


| ** In Paris, there's a race of animals 


ve feen them at their operas and balls): 


135 3 1 hey ſtand erect, they dance whene'cr they walk, | 


Monkeys in action, perroquets in talk ; 
© They're crowu'd with feathers, like the cockat oo, 
And, like camelions, daily change their hue: 
From patches juſtly plac'd they borrow graces, 
and with vermilion lacquer o'er their faces. 


{© This cuſtom, as we viſibly diſcern, 


« They, by frequenting ladics' toilettes, learn. 
Thus might the traveller eaſy truth impart, 
Into the ſubject let me nobly Art, 

\ How happy lives the man, how ſure to charm, 


| Whote knot cnibroider'd flutters down his arm | 


| Ou him the ladies caſt the yiclding glance, 


And PFuttle fields recurd belimpl. I1ys; | 
Ther arc. tliret 20ar ding: {chovls in hi town, 


| Gar, 


j Sigh in his ſongs, and languiſh in lus Colic ; 


* Bla-kmore's Prince Art ne Bo k V 


He dreſſes, fences. 


348 


While wretched is the wit, conte, forlorn, 
Whoſe gummy hat no ſcar ict plemes adorn ; 
No broider'd flowers his worſted ankle grace, 
Nor cane emboſs'd with gold directs his pace; 
No lady's favour on his ſword is hung ; 

What though Apollo diQtate from his tongue, 
His wit is {piritl-fs and void of grace, 

Who wants th' afſurance of brocade and face. 
While the gay fop genteciy talks of weather, 
The fair in raptures doat upon his feather ; 
Like a court lady though he write and ſpell, 
His minuct-itcp was Faſhion d by Marcell“; 
What avails to know? 

Vor women choole their men, like ſilks, for ſnow. 
is this the thing. you cry, that Paris boaſts ? 

Is this the thing renown'd among our toaſts ? 


For ſuch a fluttering fight we need not roam; 


Qur own aſlemblics ſhine with theſe at home. 
Loet us into the field of beauty ſtart ; 
Beauty s 2 theme that ever warm'd my heart. 
Think nor, ye ſair, that I the ſex accuſe: 
How ſhall I ſpare you, prompted by the Muſe ? 


(The Muſes all are prudes . ) She rails, ſhe frets, 


Amidſt this fprightly nation of coquetres : 
Yet let not us their looſe coquetry blame ; 
Women of every nation are the ſame. 

You aſk me, if Paritan dames, like ours, 
With rattling dice profane the Sunday's hours ; 
If they the gametter's pale-cy d vigils keep, 
And itake their honour while their luſbard: fleep ? 


Tes, Sir; like Engliſh toalls, the Games of Yrance 
Will riſque their income on a fingic chance. 


Nannette laſt night atricking ębaraan play d, 
The cards the Taillier's ſliding hand obey'd: 
To-day her neck no brilliant circle wears, 


| Northe ray-darting pendant loads her ears. 


Why docs od Chloris an aſſembly hold? 


_— 


| She pawns her perſon for the ſharper's loan. 


This red's too pale, nor gives a diſtant grace; 
Madame to-day puts on her opera face; 
From this we ſcarce extract the milk-maid's bloom: 
Bring the deep dye that warms acroſs the room: 
Now flames her check, fo ſtrong her charms pre- 


Chlor is each night divideg the ſharper's gold. 
Corinna's cheek with frequent loſſes burns, 
And no bold Trente le va her fortune turns. 
Ah, too raſh virgin! where's thy virtue flown ? 


Yet who with juſtice can the fair upbraid, 


| Whoſe debts of honour are fo duly paid ? 


But let me not forget the tcilerte's cares, 
Where art each morn the languid cheek repairs : 


vail, 


That on her gown the filken roſe looks pale ! 


Not but that France ſome native beauty boaſts, 


Clermont and Charolois might grace our toaſts. 
When the ſweet-breathing ſpring unfolds the buds, 
Love flies the duſty town for ſhady woods. 


Then Tottenham fields with roving beauty ſwarm, | 
And Hampſtead balls the city virgin warm? 


Then Chelſea's meads o'echear perfidious vows, | 


And thepreſt graſs defrauds the grazing cows. 


Lis here the ſame ; but in a higher ſphere, 
For ev'n court- ladies fin in open air. 
A famous dancing-maſter. 
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What cit with « gallant would truſt his ſpouſe 
Zeneath the tempting ſhade of Greenwich boughs? 
What peer of France would let his dutcheſs rove, 
Where Boulogne's cloſeſt woads invite to love? 
Rut here no wife can blaſt her buſhand”s fame, 
Cuckold is grown an honourable name. 


DD 


On Chice's lap her Damon laid along, 
Meits with the languiſh of her amorous ſong; 
There iris flies Palæmon through the glade, 


| Nor trips by chance—till in the thicket ſhade ; 


Here Cclimene defendsher lips and breaſt, 

| For kiffes are by ſtruggling cloſer preſt: 

Alexis there with cager flame grows bold. 

Nor can the nymph his wanton fingers hold: 

Be: wiſe, Alexis ; what, ſo near the road! 

Hark, a coach rolle, and huſbands are abroad! 
Such were our pleaſures i in the days of yore, 
When amorous Charles Eritanuia's ſceptre bore ; 
The nightly ſcene of joy the P:rk was made, 
And Love in couples peopled every ſhade. 

But, ſince at court the rural taſte is loſt, 


What mighty ſums have velvet nnches caſt! 


-- Sometimes the Tvilleries' gavdy walk I love, 


_ | Where I through crowds of ruſtling mantuas rove- 


As here from ſide to fide my eyes l caſt, | 
And gaz d on all the glittering train that paſt, 
Sudden a fop ſteps forth before the reſt; 
knew the bold embroidery of his nl. 

} He thus accoſts me with familiar air, 

* Parbleu? on a fait c.t habit en Angleterre ! 


| Quelle manche] ce galon eſt groſſiere ment range; 
|© Vceila quelque choſe de fort beau et degagek 
| on his red heel he turns, and then 


I This faid ; 
Hum a foft minuet, and proceeds again: 


own 
« Your boaſted Lawdew ſeems a country town. 
Has chriſtiauity yet reach'd your nation? 


* Are churches built ? Are maſquerades in faſhion ? 1 
Do daily ſoups your dinners introduce? 


« Are muſic, ſnuff, and coaches, yet in uſe?” 
Pardon me, Sir; we know the Paris niode, 
And gather polit-ſ: from courts abroad. 
{Like you, our courtiers keep a numerous train 


To load their coach, and tradeſmen dun in vain. 
| Nor has religion left us iu the lurch; 


And, as in France, our vulgar crowd the church: 
Our ladies too ſupport the maſquerade ; 

he ſex by nature love th* intriguing trade. 
Straight the vain fop in ignorant raptures crics, 
„Paris the barbarous world will civilize!” 925 
Pray, Sir, point out among the paſſing band 
The preſent beauties who the town command. 


j © See vonder dame; ſtrict virtue chills her breaſt, . 


« Mark in her eye demure the prude profeſt; 
„That frozen boſom native fire muſt want, 
Which boaſts of conſtancy to one gallant! 
© This next the ſpoils of fifty lover: wears, 
Rich Dandin's brilliant favours grace her ears; 
I he necklace Fluriv's generous flame beſtow d, 
Chitandet's ſparkliug gems her * load ; 


Scretch'd on the grafs, the ſhepherd ſighs his painz 
| and on the graſs what ſhepherd fighs in vain? 


Well; now you've Paris leen, you't frankly | 


The hero ſtruts, and the wicie audience fins. 


Il wiſn to hear your Roland's ii ſtrain, 


Che maltiug warble thrills through cvery a 


Some tcraping fiddler of their ball he quotes; 
; Talk of the ſpirit Rapnacl's pencil pives, 
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„ But now her charms grow cheap by conſtant | 


uſe, 

e She ſins for ſcarfs, clock'd-ftockings, knots, 
and fl. ves 

« This next, with ſoher gait and ſerious leer, 

« Wearics her knees with morn and eveuing 
prayer; 

« She {corus th' ignoble love of feeble pages, 

„ Put with three abbots ia one night engages 

« his with the cardiaal her nights empioys, 

„% here holy ſinzws conſecrate her j joys. 

„% Why or promis d taings beyoud my pow- 
er! 

Five aſſignations wait me at this hour 

„Ihe ſprightly counteſo ſirſt my viſit claims, 

* To-morruw ſhall indulge inferior dames. 

« Pardon me, Sir, that t. us I take my leave; 


Gay Florimella flity teitch'd my flecve“ 


Adieu, Monſieur !—The opera Hour draws 
ncar. 


Not ſce the opera all the world is there; 5 


Where on the flage tl“ embroider'd youth of France 
In bright array attract the female glance : 

This lauguiſhes, this ſtruts to thow his mien, 
And not a gold-cl:ck'd ſtocking moves unicen. 
But hark! the full orcheſtra flrike the ftrin;zs; 


My ie ear harſh grat in murmurs vw: — 
Hoarle and contus'd, like Babel's mingled found, 
Hard chance had plac'd me near a noiſy rhroat, 


That in rough * beliow'd every note. 


Pray, Sir, ſays l, ſulpend a white your ſong; 


The cper2's drown d; your lungs are woudrous 
ſtrong; 


While he with rooted foreſts ſtrows the * 


Sudden he thrugs ſurprite, and aulwers quick, 


« Monficur apparemeut n aime pas la musique! 


Then turning round, he join d th“ uugrate: ul 


noiſe 3 
And the loud chorus thunder'd with his Voice. 


O booth me with ſome ſoft Italian air, 
Let harmony compule my tortur'd ear! 
When Anaſtaſia's voice commands the ftrain, 


Thought ſtands luſpeuſe, any filence b cas d ar- 
teads, | 


While in ler notes the ber choir deſc:nds. 


But you'll 3 imagine I'm 2 Frenchman grown, 
Pleas'd and contert with nothing but my on, 
So 5 with this picjudice poſla |; 

He thinks French mulic and vrrench painting belt. 
Mention the force of icern'd Corclli's nutcs, 


Yet warm with life whoſe ſp eaking picture lives; 
Yes, Sir, toys he, in colbur and Cellyn, 


Rigaut and Raphacl are extremely inc 


'Tis true his country” s love traniports his breaſt | | 
With warmer zcal than yuur old Greeks proleſt. 


_ Ulyiſes lov'd his Ithaca of yore, 
Vet that ſage traveller ir! dis native ſhore. 


W bat firom: zer virtue in the Frenchmaun ſulngs! 
He to dear Paris all is i t ounting. 
VL. VII. 


— 
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Pm not ſo fond. There ar: I mnſt confeſs, 

Fh:n,s which might make me love my country 
leſs. 

I tonl4 ot think my Britain had ſuch charms, 

I loſt to learning. if enſlav'd by arms. 

France has her Richliens and her Colberts known ; 

And then, | grant it, France in ſcience ſhone. 

We too, t own, without fuch aids may chance 

In ignorance and pride to rival France. 

But let me not forget Corncille, Racine, 

Builcau's ſtrong ſenie, and — s humorous 
ſcene. 

Let Cambray's name be ſung above the reſt, 

| Whoſe maxins, Pulteny, warm thy patriot breaſt, 


In Mentor's precepts wifdom ſtrong and clear 


Didkates ſublime, and diſtant nations hear. 
Hear, all ye princes, who the world control, 


| What cares, what terrors, haunt the Tyram's 
1 foul; 


His conſtant train are, Anger, Fear, Diſtruſt. 
To be a king. is to be good aud uit; 
His people he protects, their rights he ſaves, 
| and ſcorus to rule a writched race of flavcs. | 
Happy, thrice happy {hai the monarch reign, 
Where guardian laws deipotic power reſtrain! 


There ſhall the piouyhſlare break the {tudborn 


Jand, 
And bending harveſt tire the peaſant's hand: 
There Libcr Ly her fettled m uſion boaſts, 
There Conunerce plenty brings from foreign coaſts, 
0 Britain guard thy laws, thy rights de fend: 
| So mall theic ble! ings to thy ſons deſcend! 
Tou thiuk tis time lome other theme to 
clivo E, 


| And not with beaux and fops fativue the Muſe ; 


Should! let ſatire looſe on Englita ground, 
Th. cc fools of various character abuund ; 
But here my verſe is to gue race conin'd, 
All Frenchmen are . kind. - 


— 


EPISTLE IV. 


1 ro TUE RIGHT HONOURABLE. 


PAUL METIHUEN,* ES 


ö T* AT "tis —— makes ſcience 
| i 


* 
| Is rarely practis' „. though 'tis often ſaid. 


} + hen lea uing grooms ati fickens in the land, 


| What patrone f. ſCHund, to lend a £: zviug hind? 
Trust gen rous ſp'ri:s Preſperous vice deteſt, 
Ind iove to chern vai „hen diftreit: 
But, ere our mighty! as th is ſchemes purine, 
| Our u.. Zuty Lords wait : hi.: K ard act ILK. you. 


| | Why muſt we clun 5 ch ue Alpine nicuntam's 


| des 3 

To find the ſeat en harmony reſides? 

WIV touch we not fo font che filver lute | 

The checrtul hautboy, ad the nella Awe? 

is rot th Italian clune improves the wund; 

But there the patruus of ker for:s re ound. 
Way flouriin'd veric in gent Auguitus! zr rig. ? | 

H. and cus lov'd the Mules train. 

But non that Wight in hovarty BL mourn 

Who Wis (O crucl Rare, a Pod Lern. 
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Vet there are wars for authors to be great; 
Write rancorous libels to reform the ſtate: 

Or, if ou chooſe more ſure and ready ways, 
Sparter a miniſter with fulſome praiſe: 

Launch out with freedom, flatter him enough; 
Fear not—all men are dedication proof. 

Be bolder yet, you muſt go farther ſtill, 

Dip deep in gall thy mercenary quill. 

He, who his pen in party-quarrels draws, 

Litts an hir'd bravo to ſupport the cauſe ; 

Ale muſt indulge his parron's hate and ſ pleen, 


And ſtab the fame of thoſe he nc'er had ſeen. 


Why then ſhould authors mourn their deſperate | 
caſe ? 
Ne brave, do this, and then demand a place. 
Why art thou poor ? Exert the gifts to riſe, 
And baniſh timorous virtue from thy eyes. 
All this ſeems modern — where we re 
told 
That wit is prais'd, but hungry lives and ads: 
Againſt th' ungrateſul age theſe authors roar, 
And tancy learning ſtarves becauſe they're poor. 
Yet why t ould learning hope ſucceſs at court? 
hy ſhould our patriots virtae's cauſe ſupport ? 
Why to true merit ſhould they Fave regard? 
'T hey know that virtue is its own reward. 
Yet iet not me of gr evances complain, 
Who (though the meaneſt of the Mules tra! in) 
Can boaſt ſubſcriptions to my humble lays, 
And mingle profit with my little oraiſr. 
Aſte painting, why ſhe loves Heſ perian air ? 
| Go view, ſhe cries, my wlorious labours there ; 3 
gere in rich palaces I reign in ſtate, 
And on the temples lofty domes create. — 
The nobles view my works with knowing eyes, 
They love the [cienc?, and the painter prize. 
Why didſt thou, Kent, forego thy pati. e land, 
To em ate in pifture Rarhael s hand ? | 
Think 'ſt thor for this to raiſe thy name at home? 
Go ha.k, adorn the palaces of Rome; 
There on the walls Jet thy juſt labours ſuine, 
And Raphae. live again in thy deſign 
Tet [tay awhile; call all thy genius forth. 
For Burlington unbiaſs'd knows thy . 
His judgment; in thy maſter- ſirekes can trace 
Titian's ſtrong fire, and Guido's fofter grace. 
Nut, ch, conſider, ere thy works appear, 
Cuanit thou unhurt the tongue of Envy hear? 
Denſure wili blame; her breath was ever ſpent 
Io blaſt the laurels «f the minent. | 
While Burlington's propor:ion'd columns riſe, 
Does not he ſtand the gaze of envious eyes? 
Dcors, windows, are condemn'd by pafling fools, 
_ Who know not that they damm Palladio's rules. | 
Ik Chandos with a liberal hand beſtow, 
Cenſurs imputes it all to pomp and ſhow 3 
Wien. if the motive right were underſtood, 
His duly pleaſure is in doing good. 
Had Ine with groveling pumbers all d his 
page, 
Dennis ha never kindled into rage. | 
* [is the lublime that hurts the critic's eaſe; 
Write nonſenſe, and he reads and fl-eps in peace. 
Were Pi ior, Congreve, Swift, and Pope, un- 
known 


Poor Landcr felling Curll would be undore. 


| © And no bicd ſoars epon a 


| Yes. 


| 


| 


— * 
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He, who would ſree from malice paſs kis Cays, 
Muſt live obſcure, and never merit praiſe. 
But let this tale to valiant virtue tell 
The daily perils of deſerving well. 

A crow was ftrutting o'er the ſtubbled plain, 
Juſt as a lark deſcending clos'd his ſtrain. 
The crow beſpoke him thus, with ſolemn 
Thou molt —Y of the feather d race f 
„What force of lungs! how clear ! how tweet 

you {ing | 

wing. on 
The lark, who fcorn'd ſoft fattery, thus replies: 
« True, 1 Gag ſweet, and on ſtrong pinion riſe ; 
Vet let me : paſs my life from envy free, 
For what advantage are theſe gifts to me * 
My ſong confines me to the wiry cage, 
„My flight provokes the faicon's fatal rage. 
„ But, as you paſs, I hear the fowlers ſay, 


114 10 ſhoot at crows 15 powder flung away. » | 


Il 


EPISTLE V. 
1 10 . Grace. HENRIETTA, DUTCHESS of 
: MARLBOROUGH. 27:2. 


XC me, madam, if amidf your tears 
A Mute intrudes, a Muſs who feels your 
cares 3 _ 

Numbers, like mufie, can ev'n grief controul, 
And lulls to peace the tumults of the ſoul. | 

If partners in our woes the mind relieve, 
Conſid er for your loſs tea thouſands grie ve; 

n' afMiiftion burthens not your heart alone ; 
When Marlborough died, a nation gave a groan 
Cauld | recite the dangerous toils he choſe, 
Jo bleſs his country with a fixt repoſe; 
Could I recount the labours he o'ercame, 
| To riſe his country to the pitch of fame $ © 


| His councils, fizges, his victorious fights, 


To fave his country's laws and native rights; 
Nu father (every generous heart muſt ow.1) 


| Has Aronger for.dneſs to his darling ſhown. 
| Britann'a's ſighs a double loſs deplore, _ 


Her father and her hero is na more. 

Does Britain only pay ber debt of tears? 
Hollend ſighs, and for her freedom fears. 
When Gallia's monarch pour'd his waſteful bands, 
Like a wide deluge, o'cr her level lands, | 


She ſaw her ſronticr towers in ruin lie, 


Ev'n Liberty had prun'd her wings to fly: 
| Then "larlborough came defeated Gallia fled ; 
And ſhatter'd Belgia raid her languid head; 


4 ln him ſecure, as in her ſtrongeſt mound 


' That keeps the raging ſea within its bound. 
O Germany; remember Hockflet's plain, 
Where proſtrate Gallia bled at every vein 


1 hink on the re'cue of th* imperial throne, 
| Then think of — death without 2 
oan |! 
Apollo kindly whiſpers me: © Be wiſe : 
„How to his glory ſha'l thy numbers riſe ? 
The force of verſe another theme might raiſe, 


Put here the merit mull . the Han 


Raiſe Homer, call up Virgil from the dead. 
But he requires not the ſtrong glare of verſe : 


An human power is lim! ted by fare. 


I wake your ſorrow, and again offend. 
Vet jure your goodneſs rault for ive a crime, 
Which will be (pread :; 11: 2ugh every age and ciime ; | 
Though in your li'c ten thouſand fummers roll, 
And though you compals earth from pole to pole, 


0 ——————— 
- 


| great mind ſuffers. Virtue virtue loves. | 
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* Haſt thou, prefumptuous bard! chat godlike 


„Which with the ſun ſhall laſt, and Marlbo- 
rough's fame ? 
* mi the man. But who can boaſt this 
e ? 
« Reſign the taſk, and ſilently admire.” 
Yet ſhall he not in worthy lays be read F 


Let punctual hiſtory his deeds rehearſe ; 
Let truth in native purity appear, 
You'll find Achilles and ZEneas there. 
Is this the comfort which the Muſz beſtows 25 
I but indulge and aggravate your woes. 


A prudent friend, who ſeeks to give relief, 
Ne er touches on the ſpring that mov'd the grief. 


Is it net harbarous, to the ſighing maid 
To mention broken vows and nymphe betray d? 
Would you the ruin'd merchant's foul appeaſe, 


With talk of ſands, and rocks, and ſtormy ſeas ? 
_ Ev'n while 1 ſtrive on Maclvoroug 's fame, to 


riſe, 


I call up ane | in a daughter's eyes. 


Think on t e laurels that his temples ſhade, 
Laurcls that. (ſpite of rime} Hall never fade. 


Iminortal honour has enreli'd his name: 


NetraQion's dumb, and Envy put to ſaame. 


Say, who can ſoar 'bexon- { his eagle flight; 

_ Has he rot reacb'd to glory”: « utmoſt hee ne: 
| What could he more, had He .v'u Jouluag's G his * 
: 1 Come hk. friends! bare ſhall ge dine aud lie, 
| And here l breakſact, 
n wp aud l. alfaſt c 2 if pr mp F + 


date ? 


Forbeir. * Tis cru: i further to commend ; 


Where'er men talk „f war aud mart:a! fume, 


_ They'll mention Martyorough's and Cæſar's name. 


But vai: are all the dan is of the Mule, 
A ſoul like yours could not a tear refuſe : 
Could you your birth and filial loye forego, 


Still ſighs muſt rife, and generous forrow flow ; . : 
For, when ſrom earth ſuch matchleſs worth re- 


moves, 


EPISTLE VI. 
| | TO MR. POPR. | 
on E15 HAVING FIBISIKED 11s TRANSL ATION or 
HOMER' 3 IL1AD. 


A WEL.COME FROM GRE ECE. 


ONG bait thou, friend, been abſent from my 


ſoil, 
Like patient Ithacus at ſiege of Troy; 
1 have been witneſs of thy üx years toil, 
Thy daily labours, and thy nights annoy, 


Loſt to thy rative land with great turmail, 


On the wide ſca, oft” threatening to deſtroy i 
Methinks with thee I've trod Sigæan ground, 
Aud heard the Hoxes of Flelleſpant reſound. 


1 


+ Fir? of I Methycy 
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II. 


Did 1 not ſee thee when thou firſt ſett'ſt ſail 

To ſeck adventures fair in Homer's land ? 

Did I not ſee thy ſinking ſpirits fail. 

| And wiſh thy bart: had never left the firand ? 
Ev u in mid ocean often didit thou quait, 

And ot” lift up thy holy eye and haud, 

Praying the Virgin dear, and faintly choir, 


| Back to the port to bring thy bark cncir. 


III. | 
Chear up, my friend! thy dingers now are oer z 
| Methinks —-nay, ſure the riting coaſts appear; 
Hark! how the guns ſalute from either ſhore, 
As thy trim vellel cuts the 'i hames le fer: 
Shouts auſwerin; ſhouts from Kent and Effex ruar, 
And bells break loud through every gult of air: 
Bonſires do blaze, and bones and clcavers ring, 
| As at the coming of ſome gy king. 


IV. 


Now paſs we Graveſend with a friendly wink: 
And Tilhary's white fort, and long Blacks : 
wail; 
Greenwich, where dwells the triend uL human 
n | 
More viſited than or her park or = 
Withers the good, aud Weith him ever ;join'd) 
Facetious Diſacy, greet thee firſt ail: 
I fee his chimney ſtavke, and hear him tay, 
| Duke ! that's the room for. "_ and that for 
Gay. | 
v. 


ond he: »y2 d inc a gain; 5 


For Ewe fil june dozeis ut cii.npaign ; ; 
His voice }ti;1 leſſens as the flup iti by; | 
Ele wires his hand co bring us back in vin; 
For now 1 tec, 11. 'E pra. nz Landon” > ſpires; 
| Greenwich, ; is lod, and HDeptior d-dock retires. 


Th, - 


= Oh, what 2 con: oma ſwarms on yonder . : 
| Tie: ky re-echoes with new out- of; Joy 3 


By ail this ſhow, tween, tis Lord Mayor's day; 
I hzar the voice of trumpet and havthboy _ 
No, now! we them near —Oh, theſs ae they 


| Vho come in crewds to welcome thee from * 


Tro 


Ty 1 
Hail to tlie bard, whom long as loſt we mourn d: 


4 From. ſiege, from ym, and from ſtorm, returi di 


F om 


| of goodly daraes#and courteous deans; 1 vier 
ne ken petticoat ard broider'd veſt; 


0 | Yea pcers, and mighty dukes, with ribyiunds blue , 


FF (True blue, fair embicen of unſtained breaſt, , 
Orh-rs 1 1:e, as noble, and more true, 

N, no cuurt-badyge diflinguiſh'd frum the reſt 
of ſincereſt mind. 
As Arthur yrave, as ſoſt as woman- Kind. 


Ju Ext lady's: that, to whom he 82 Iy bends? = 
Who knows got her? ab! thei are Wortley's 


eyes: | 
J. 3D2. How 


22 9 


How art thou honcur'd, number'd with her 
friends! 
For ſhe diſtinguiſhes the good and wiſe. 
The ſweet-tongu'd Murray near her fide attends; 
Now to my heart the glance of Howard flies; 
Now Harvey, fair of face, I mark full well, 
With 2 youth's youngeſt daughter, ſweet Le- 


| * IX. 
l ſee two lovely ſiſters, hand in hand, 
Te fair-hair d Martha, and Tereſa brown ; 
 Madye Bellenden, the talleſt of the land, 
And ſmiling Mary, ſoft and fair as down. 
Vonder I fee the cheerful dutch. ſs ſtand. 

For friendſhip, zeal, Nas blithſome — 

known: 

Whence that loud . in ſuch a hearty ſtrain? 
*. all the Hamilton's are in n her train. 


See next the decent Scudamore a 
With Winchelſea. ſtill meditating ſong : 
With her perhaps Miſs Howe came there by chance, 
Nor knows with whom, or why ſhe coges 
* along. | 

| Far off from cheſe ſee Santlow, fam'd for dance; 

And frolick Bicknell, and her Siſter young; 

With other names, by me not to be nam'd, 
Much lov'd in private, not in public fam'd! 
But now behold the female hand retire, 
And the ſhrill muſic of their voice is nil'd ! 
Methinks 1 fee fam'd Zuckingham admire, 
That in Troy's ruin thou ha:Ift not beun kill'd ; 
Sheſſi Id who knowsto ſtrike the living !yrs 
Wich hand judicious, like thy Homer Wild, | 
_. Bathurſt impetuous haſtens to the coaſt, 
Whom you and | ſtrive who ſaall love the moſt. 


XII. 


see generous Burlington,. wi eh goodly Bruce 
(But Bruce comes waited in a ſoft ſedan); 


Dan Prior next, belov'd by every Muſe; 


And friendly Congreve. unreproachſ ul man! 
(Oxford by Cunningham hath ſent excuſe ;) 

Sce hearty Watkins comes with cup aud can; 

And Lewis, who has never ſricnd foriaken ; 

5 And Jang ton . * town ta- 

: Halt bs 

' XIII. 


Tork Warwick comes, of us and "RNs IR : 

Bold, generous Craggs, whoſe heart was ne er 
| diigui . 

Ah why, ſweet St. John, cannot I thee find 2 
St, John, for every ſocial virtue priz'd— 
las] to foreign climates he's conſin'd, 

Or elſe ro ſer thee here | well ſurmis d: 

Thou too my Swift. doſt breathe Bœotian air; 
hen hee PF bring back wit and humour 

e 


XIv. 

Wenne I ſee, for eloquence reno d, 
The month af zuſtic-, oracle of law 1 
Another Simon is beſide him found, 

Ara] hee Simion, like as draw to Ara. S 


1 


i 


POEMS. 


How Lanſdown finiles, with laſling Ianre! 
crown'd ! 

What mitred prelate there commands our awe ? 
See Rocheſter approving nods his head, 
And ranks our modern with the mighty dead. 

xy. 
Carleton and Chandos thy arrival grace; 
Harley, whoſ* goodneſs opens in his face, 

And ſhews his heart the ſcat where virtue ſlays. 
8 Blount advances next, with buſy pace, 
| haſte, but ſauntering, hearty in his ways: 
1 fed the friendiy Carylls come by dozens. 


| couſins 
XVI. 


| Arbathact there ſee, in phyſic's art, 
As Galen learn'd, or ſam'd Hippoerate ; : 
| Whoſe company drives forrow from the heart, 
As all diicaſe his medicines diſſipate ; 

Tneller amid the triumph bears his part, 

Who could (were mankind loſt; anew create; ; 

What can th' extent of his vaſt ſoul confine? 
A painter, critick, engineer, divine ! 


XVII. 
Thee Jervas hails, robuſt and debonaiz, 
| Now have [we] conquer d Homer. friends, he 


q- cries : 
| Darteuenf, grave joker, joyous Ford is there, 


And wondering Maine, fo fat with laughing 
„ 
| bor, , Maine, and Cheney, boon companions 
dear 
Gay fat, Maine fatter, Chency huge of ſize) 
Yea P-nnis, Gildun (hearing thou haſt riches), 


hair, 
And viſage from thy ſhelves wich duſt beſprent; 
« Forſooth quoth he) from placing Homer 
there 
* ancients to compyle i is myne entente: 
Of ancients only hath Lord Harley care; 


* Bui book ** beſt pleſyth "ow Ws dame.” 
RE, XIX. | 


| 1 l fe, among th' acdc crowd, 


Evans with langh jocoſe, and tragic — $ 
High-buſkin'd Booth, grave 7 Mawbert, wander- 


| | ing Frowde, 


And Titcomb's belly waddics flow along. 


| See Digby faints at Southern talking loud. 


Yea Steele and Tickle mingle in the throng: 


Tickell, whoſe ſkil (in partnerſhip they ſay) 


| Set forth for Greece, but founder d in the way. 
XX. 


10 che two n in Berkſhire 3 ! 
Loe Bickford, F —— of Devon land ! 


| Lo Locker, Echerſhall, Sykes. Rawlinſon! 


Ste Learty Morley takes thee by the hand ! 


1 — — Ar. 


Hannicr, whole cioquence th” unhiaſs'd ſways ; 


„ 


Their wives, their uncies, daughters, ſons, and 


| And honelf, hatieſs Cromwell, with red breeches, 


| XVIII. | 
0 Wanley, whence com'ſt chou with ſhorten” 4 


Hut hither me hath my mecke lady ſent: ay 
F**-bm manulcript of Greeke rede we thilke fame, 


SAY'S por us. 


Ayrs, Graham, Buckridge, joy thy voyage done; 
But who can count the 12 the ſtars, the 
ſand ? | 
Lo Stonor, Fenton, Caldwell, Ward, and Broome 
Lo thouſands more ; but _— rhyme and room 
| XXI. 
How lov'd ! how honoum d thou ! yet be not 
rs = | 
And ſure thou art not, for | hear thee ſay, 
All this, my friends, I owe to Homer's ſtrain, 
On whoſ- ſtrong pinions I exait my lay. 
What from contending cities did he gain? 
And vyhat rewards his grateſul country pay? 
None, none were paid—why then all this for me 
Theſe honours, Homer, had been juſt to thee. 


EPISTLE VII. 
| 5 10 „ 
Ma. THOMAS 5NOW, Gor.pourT a, 
NEAR TEMPLE-BAR, 


| A PANEGYRIC, occaſioned by his 3 and 
ſelling of the third Sonth-Sea Subſcriptions. 
taken in by the — at a Thoufend per 
Cent. 


| „ 

Stick thy black pen awhile behind thy ear: 
Whether thy compter mine with ſums works, 

And thy wide- graſping hand grow black with 
= goid ; 

Whether thy mien erect, and ſable locks, 
In crowyds of brokers over-awe the ſtocks; 
Suſpend the worldly buſineſs of the day, 
And, to enrich thy mind, attend my lay. 

O though, whoſe penetrative wiſdom tounl 
The South-Sea rocks and — where thouſ.wa:ls 
; __Crown'd! 

When credit funk, and commeree giſping lay, 
Thou ſtood'ſt; nor ſent'? one bill unn. 1 
Wben not a gr inea chink'd on Mortin's hade, 
And Atweil's ſel? was Crain's of all hi: haards 
Then $60dN (an Indian king in ſize and hve), 
1 hy unerhauſted fhop was our Peru. 

Why did Change- Alley waſ.c hy precious hours 
Among the fouls who gap'd for coke n ſhowers : ? 


No wonder they were caught by Gouth-Sea | 
No wonder they their third fubſcriptivas sold, 
Strange reaſons, that a thing is ill the ſome, „ 
But you (who judgment * poetic flights) 

Wbe'ꝗ ruin thouſands for a fingle groat. 


No wonder if we found ſome pnets there, 
Who live on fancy, and can feed on ait; 
ſchemes, 7 5 
Who ne'er enjoy d a guinen but in r 5 
Tor millious of imaginary gold; 
No wonder, that their fancies will can frame 
Though chang'd throughout in dul Klance and { 
in name. 
With contracts ſurumſh boys for paper kites. 
Let Voltue Hopkins ſtretch his ruſty throat, 
know thou ſpurn'ſt his mean, his ſordid mind; 
Nur with ideal debts would'i Flague ranking. 


F 


1 


ISDAIN not, Snow, my hunible verſe to 


— — * 


ö 
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Why ftrive his greedy hands to graſp at more ?— 
The wretch was born to want, whoſe foul is poor, 
Maimen alone their empty dreams purſue, 
And fill believe the fleeting viſton true; 
Ihecy ſell the treaſure which their flumbers get, 
Then wake, and fancy all the world in debt. 
[f to inſ ruct thee all my reafons fail, 
Yet be diverted by this moral tale. 
Thraagh fam'd Moorfields extends a ſpacious 


leat, 


5 Where mortals of exa! ited wit retreat ; 
{ 


Where, wrapp'd in contemplation and in firaw, | 
The wiſer few krem the mad world withdraw. 
There, in ſull opulence, a banker dwe't, 


Who all the joys and pangs of riches felt : 


His ſide-Hoard ylicer's with imagin'd plate 3 
And his proud tancy held a vaſt etlate. | 
As on a time he paſs d the vacant hours, 


th raiſing piles of ſtraw and twiſted bowersz 


A paet enter'd, of the neighbouring coll, 

And with. ſixd eyes obſerv d the ſiructure well; 
\ ſharpen'd ſkewer crois his bare ſhoulders bound 

A tatter'd rug. which dragg'd upon the ground. 
The banker cr7'd © Behold my calkle-walls, 

My ftatucs, gurden“. fou tains, aud canals; 

| © With land of twenty thouſan acres round! 

| „All theſe I ſell thee for ten thouſand pound.“ 

Tie bard with wonder the cheap purchaſe faw, 

So lign'd the contract as or ins the law). 

| 1 he banker's brain was cool d, the nail: yew 
.... - ear; 

The viſionery ſcene was « joſſ in air. 

He now the vaniſt'd prucpert underſtood, : 


| And fcar'd the fancied hargain was not good : 


Let, loath the ſum entire noni be deftroy'c, 

Give me a penny, ard thy cantract's void.” 

The ttar led bard with © 72 indignant frowu'd- 
* Stail I, ye Gods {hs crics), my debts com- 

pound ** 

Go ſayinn, fie un RIS Teig the ſcewer he takes, 

:\n 3 on thc { 2h T3 k. ten Ci al nt che i zakes; 35 

With juſ. ret atirent ſſiug it oy the ground; 


Ka There, „tike mg tally of ter: thouſand pouud !' 


| 5 pi T IE VI. 


MANY GULLIVER ro Capran LEMUEL | 
| GULLIVER. 195 | 


APGUMENT, 


The Captain, Fae time alter his retnrn, b | 
retired to Mr mz on's in the country; Ars, 
 Grlliver, apprehending ſoine eũr rangement of 
lis affections, writes him the fullowing exp 
tuſating foothing, and t:nderly-complaiving 
Epiltie. | 
| V 7 ELCOME, thrice welcome, 20 ty native 
place! ! 
— What, t. 0 me rot ? What, ſhun 2 wic 
embrace? | 
Have] ſor this thy tedious abſence Horne, 
And wak'd and wilt'd whole nights tor.thy re- 
tura ? 


| I ftretch 


354 GAY'S POEMS, 


In five long years l took no ſecond ſpouſe ; 

What Redriff wife fo long hath kept her vows ? 

Your eyes, your noſe, inconſtancy betray ; 

Your noſe you ſtop, your eyes you turn away 

Tis faid that thou ſhould'fſt cleave unte thy wiſe ; 

Once thou didſt cleave, and I could cl-ave tor life. 

Hear, and relent! hark, hew thy children moan : 

Be kind at leaſt to theſe—they are thy own ! 

Be bold, and count them all; ſecure to find 

"Che honeſt number that you leſt vehind. 

See how they pat thee with their pretty paws ; 

Why N are they ſnakes? or have they 
claws? 

Thy Chrittian ſeed, one mutual fleſh and bone: 

Be kind at leaſt to theſe—they are thy own! 


* Biddel, like thee, might fartheſt Invia rove; | 


He chang'd his country, but retains his love : 
There's Captain * Pannel, abſent half his life, 
Comes back, and is the kinder to his wife; 
Yet Pannel's wife is brown, compar'd to me, 
And Miſtreſs Biddel ſure is ; fiſty-three! 
Not touch me! never neighbour call'd me flat : 
Was Flimnap's dame more ſweet in Lilliput ? 
I've no red hair, to breathe an odious fume; 
At leaſt thy conſort's cleaner than thy groom. - 
Why then that dirty ſtable-boy thy care? 
What mean thoſe viſits to the ſorrel mare ? 
Sasy, by what withcraft, or what dzmon led, 
Preierr' ſt thou litter to che marriage - bed 
Some fay the devil himſelf is ia that mare: 
I fo, our Dean ſhall drive him forth by prayer 
= Some think you mad; ſome think you are poſſeſt; 
That Bedtura and clean ſtraw will ſuit you belt. 
Vain means, alas, this phrenzy to appeaſe ! 
That ſtraw, that ſtraw would heitzhten the dif- 
_ 
| My bed (the ſcene of all our former] joys, 
Witacſs two lovely girls, two lovely boys) 
Alonc | preſs; in dreams I call my ns, .-- 
my hand; no Gulliver is there! 
1 wake, I riſe, and ſhivering with the froſt, 
| Fearch all the houſe : my Gulliver is loſt ! 
Forth in the ſtreets l ruſh with frantic cries ; 
'l he windows open; all the neighbourwriſe : * 
Where fleeps my Gulliver o tell me where! 
The neig -hbours anſwer, © With the ſorrel mare! 
At early morn, I to the market haſte 
(Studious in every thing to pieaſe thy 1 ; 
A curious fowl au *fparagus I choſe 
(For | remember'd you were fond of thofe): 
Three ſhilliuys coſt the firſt, the. laſt ſeven groats; 
Sullen you turn from both, and cali for oats. 


Others bring goods and treaſure to their houſes, | 


Something to deck their pretry babes and ny: 
My only token was a cup like horn, 
That's made of nothing but a lady” s corn, 

Dis not tor that I grieve; no, tis to ſee 

The groom and forrel mare preferr'd to me! 


Tkeic for ſome moments when you deign to | N 


ui: | 
5 Sud! dat dae a2 were) ſweet diſcourſe admit, 
is all my pleature thy paſt toil to know, 
Por pleas d remembrance builds delight on woe. 


* Names of the Sea uns mentianed in the 
Tzvels | 


At every danger pants thy conſort's breaſt, 

And gaping infants ſquall to hear the reſt. 
How did l tremble when, by thouſands bound, 
i ſaw thee ſtretch'd on Lilliputian ground! 
When ſcaling armies climb'd up every part, 
Each ſtep they trod I felt upon my heart 


But, when thy torrent quench'd the dreadful 
blaze, 


King, queen, and nation, ſtaring with amaze, 


| $7 in my view how all my huſband came! 


And what extinguiſh'd theirs, increas'd my flame. 
"Thoſe ſpectacles, ordain'd thine eyes to ſave, 


How did I mourn at Bolgolam's decree! 


When folks might ſce thee all the country round 
For ſix- pence, I'd have given a thouſand pound. 
Lord ! when that giant babe that head of thine 
Got in his mouth, my heart was up in mine ! 
| When in the marrow- bone | ſce thee ramm' 

Or on the houſ=-top by the monkey cramm 2 
The piteous images renew my pain, 

And all thy dangers I weep o'er again. 

But on the maiden's nipple when you rid, 

Pray Heav'n 'twas all a wanton maiden did! 
Glumdalclitch roo !—with thee I mourn her caſe: 
Heaven guard the gentle girl from all 23 
0 may the king hat one neglect forgive, 


And pardon her the fault by which | live! 


Was there no other way to ſet him free ? 


| My life, alas! I fear, prov'd death to thee. 
O teach me, Dear, new words to ſpeak * | 


flame! 

Teach me to woo thee by thy beſt-lov'd name. 
Whether the ſtyle of Gridrix pleaſe thee molt, 
So call'd on Brobdingnag's ſlupendous coaſt, 
When on the monarch's ample hand you late, 
And hallvo'd in his ear iitrigues of ſtate; | 
Or Quinbus Fleſtrin more endearment brings, 


Or G:umblum's humbler title ſooth thy ear; 


_ | Nay, would kind Jove my organs ſo diſpoſe, 
To hyma harmonious 11— through the 


noſe, 


ra call the Houyhnhom, that high-founding; 


name, 


7 Thy chiliren's noſes all ſhould twang the ſame. 
| So might | find my loving ſpouſe of courſe 


W 


EPISTLE IX. = 
BOUNCE To FOP. 
= 
| A DOG AT TWICKENHAM, 
10 
A DOG AT covar. 


O thee, ſweet Fop, theſe lines I ſend, 
W ho. though vo ſpaniel, am a friend» 
Thongh once my tail in wanton play, 


Kats biſking this and then that Way, 


Were once my preſent; ove.. that armour gave, 


For, when he ſign'd thy death, he ſentenc'd me. 


when like a mountain you look'd down on kings; | 
if ducal Nardac, Lilliputian peer, 


GAY'S POEMS 


Chanc d. with a touch of juſt the tip, 
Tv hurt your lady-lap dog-ſhip; 
Yet th:nce to think 1'd bite your head off 
Sure Bounce i is one you never read of. 
Fop | you can dance, and makea leg, 
Can ſetch and carry, cringe and beg; 
And what's the top of all your tricks) 
Can ſtoop to pick up ſtrings and ſticks. 
We country dogs love nobler ſport, 
Aud ſcorn the pranks of dogs at court. 
Fie, naughty Fop! where'er you come 
To fart and piſs about the room, 
To lay your head in every lap, 
And 4 they think not of you 
The worlt that envy, or that ſpite, 
Eier ſaid of me is, | can bite; 
That ſturdy vagrants, rogues in rags, 
Who poke at me, can make no hrags; 
And that to touze ſuch things as flu:ter, 
To honeſt Bounce is bread and butter. 
While you and every courtly ap 
Fawn on tne devil for a chop; 
I've the humanity to hate 
A butcher, though he brings me meat: 
And, let me tell you, have a noſe 
_ (Whatever ſtinking fops ſuppoſe) 
That, under cloth of gold or tiſſue, 
Can ſmell a plaſter, or an iſſue 
Your pilfering lord, with ſimple pride, 
May wear a pick-lock at his ſide: 
My maſter wants nc key of ſtate, 
For Bounce can kerp his kouſe and gate. 
W hen all ſuch dogs have had their days, 
| A L'ams, and fawping Trays: | 
When pamper'd Cupids, beaſtly Ven!” „ 
And motley, ſquinting Harlequini's “, 
Shall lick no more their lady's breech, 
Eut die of Joofenefs, claps, or itch; 
Fair Thames from cither echoing ſhore 
Shall hear and dread my manly roar. 
See Bounce, like Berecynthia crown'd 
With thundering off;pring all around, 
Beneath, beſide me, and at top, 
= hundred ſous! and not cne Fop. 
Before my „hildren ſet your beef, 
Not one through Bounce will be a thief : 
Not one without permiſſion feed | 
(Though ſome of 
But whatſoc'er the father's race, 
From me they ſuck a little grace: 
— While your fine whelps lcarn all to teal, 
Bred up by hand on chick and veal. 
My eldleſt- born r:fides nor far 


| Where ſhines great Straiford's glittering tn; g 


My ſecond (c ild of fortune l/ waits 
At Burlington's Palladian gates; 
A third majeſtically ftalks 
(Happieſt of dogs; in Cobham's walks! 
One uſhers friends to Bathurit's door, 
One fawns at Oxford's on the poor. 
Nobles, whom arms or arts adorn, 

Wait for my infants yet unborn. 
None but a peer of wit and grace 

Can hope a puppy ol my race: 


* Ali legunt Zurveguini 2. 


— breed) 3 3 


— — 
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| vnd, oh! would fate the bliſs decree 
To mine (a bliſs too great tor me), 
hat two my talleſt fone might grace 
\ttending each with ſtately pace 
ülus' fide, as erſt Evander's , 
ro keep off flatterers, ſpies, and panders ; 
Vo let no noble Save come near, 

nd fcare lord Fannies from his ear: 
| Then might a royal youth, and true, 
Enjoy at leaſt a friend —or two ; 


| { A treaſure, which, of royal kind, 


Few but himſelf deſerve to find; 
| Then Bounce ("tis all that Bounce can crave) 


{| Shall wag her tail within the grave. 


And though no doctors, Whig or Tory 2 
Except the ſect of Pythagoreans, 
Have immortality aſſign d 

Lo any bealt but Dryden's hind + : 


I Yer maſter Pope, whom Truth and Senſe 


Shall call their friend ſome ages hence, 
hougli now on loftier themes he fings, 
Than to below a word on kings, 


| Has ſworn ty Styx }, the poet's cath, 


And dread of dogs and poet's both, 
Man and tis works he'll ſoon renounce, 


|| And roar in numbers worthy Bounce. 


 EPISTLE X. 


1 T0 THE 


LE ARNED INGENIOUS AUTHOR 3 
OF 


LICENTIA POET: CA DIS CUSSED, 


| He on, THE 


TRE TEST O POETRY. 


BRITTEN 1N 1709. 


4E W rotion of poctic fixe 1 f 
Is, that laborious Art can ne er aſſ ire. 5 


| | Nor 8 ſtudies the bright bays acquire; 


And chat high flights the unborn Bard receives, 


I Aud only Nature the due laurels gives: 
But you, with inaate ſhining flames endow'd, 


To wide Caſtalian ſprings point cut the God; 


Through yon perſpectivè we can plainly ee 


Ihe neu- diſcover'd road of portry; 
To ſteep Parnaſſus you direct the way 


I So ſmooth, that venturous travellers cannot n 
| Put with unerring ſteps rough ways diſdain, 


nd, by you led, "the beauteuus ſummit gain, : 


nour d uanics. 


1 ving. Zn. viii. 
' 4 A milk white hind, immortal and un- 
chang' d.“ Hind and Panther, ver. 1. 


+ Orig. S/; Purpolely miſ- pelt, to Make 1: 
et e dread of dogs.“ 


| Where pv'iſh'd lays ſhall raiſe their glowing fames, 
I And with ther tuneful ge. enrol ther bo- 


" EPISTLE © 


$ Dr. William Coward, 3 Payer of fom: | 
| | CNURENCE, . 


1 


— — — 


> 
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EPISTLE XI. 


TO MY INGENIOUS AND WORTUY FRIEND 


WILLIAM LOWNDS, Esg. 


AUTHOR OF THAT CELEBRATED TREATISE 1IN 


F0L:30, CALLED TIL LAND=FAX 3177. 


bling crew 


Can meagre poetry fuch fame daſer ve? 

Can poetry, that only writes to ſtarve? 
And ſhall no laurel deck that famous head, 
In which the Senate's annnal law is bred ? 


That hoary head, whicia greater glory eres, 
By nobler 20. rys aad means true fame acq. Aires. 


O had Virgi!'s fercz, to ſing the man, 


V. hoſe learn'd lines can millions railc per ann. 
Great {,vwnds's — mould ſweil the trump of 


fame, 


And r por and wapentak s recound his name! 
if the bind poet gain'd a long renown 
By ſinging every Grevian cliief and town; 
Sure Lownds's proſe much greater fame r. quires,” 
Which fweetiv counts five thoutand 3 


and ſquires, | 


T heir ſeats, their cities, pariſhes, and ſhices 
Thy copious preamhle ſo ſmoothly runs, 
Taxes no more apprar like legal duns: 


| Lords, Knights, and Squire, ch' Aſſeſſurꝰs N 


We read with pleaſure, though with pain we pay. | 


obey 3 ; 


h! why did Coningſoy thy works defmse ! 


That author's long harangue betrays his name. 

After his ſpeeches can lis pen ſuccced? 

Though forc'd to hear, we're not obhlig'd to read 
Undez what ſcience fall thy works be read? 


Al! know theta wert not poet born and bred. 
Or dof thou boaſt th* Rilturian's lating pen. 


W hol. 
No. 


Nakes the rich miter tremble o'er his caſh, 


e annals are the acts of worthy men? 
Satire is thy talent; and each laſh 


What on the Dcunkard can be more ſevere, 
Than diretul taxes oa his ale and beer? 
Ev'n Buttou's wits are nought, compar 'd to 


Who nc'er were known. or prais'd but o'er his 


| thee, 


White thou FS Wy Eritaiu' 3 4 iſle Malt 


ſorcad, 


In every "bu hd and HED read. 5 


C'riticks in claſſes oft? in: erpolate, | 
Lut every word 


Some works come forth at morn, but die at night, | 


d of thine is hx'd as 56 


Ta blaziug friuges round a tallowsli; ke. 
Some may perhaps to a whole week cxtend, 
I. ile Steele (when uuaſſiſted by a friend) : 


But thou ſhalt live à year, in ſpite of Fate; 


Ard where's your author boaſts a longer date ? 


4 


| © Lamprey 's a moſt immodleſt diet: 


Loets of old have ſuch a wangrous power, 


That with their verſes they cou:d raiſe a tower 


But in thy prole a greater force i» found : 
What poet ever rais'd ten thouſand puund? 

Cad mus, by lowing dragous' reeth, we read, 
Ras d 4 4 1 army trat 2. onus lect. 


FHEN poets print their works, the ſcrib- x 
Stick the bard o'er with bays, Hike Changes pes, | 


* 


| 


| 


| 1 frat you What 1 Well a 1285 2 


GA 's POEMS, 


Thy latonrs, Lownds, can greater wonders do ; 


Thau raiſeſi armies, and canit pay them too. 


Soldiers are perſect devils in their way; 


E. 


EPISTLE XII. 
1 


yYyYoUunc LADY. 


wien sou LAMPRETS. 


1 * "7 ITH' lovers 'twas of od the bomb ion | 


By preſonts to convey their pa ion; 
No matter what the gift they ſunt, 


The lady ſaw that love was meant. 


Fair Atalanta, as a fa vour, 
Took the boar's head her Hero gave her; 
Nor could the briitly thing affront her; 


I as a fit prelent from a hunter. 


When ſquir:s ſend woodcocks to the dame, 


lt ſer ves to ſhew their abſent flame, 


Some Þy a ſnip of woven hair, 
in poſied lokers, bribe the fair. 
How many mercenary matches 


Would drain at once 2 poet's pocket; 


He (hou! lend longs that colt him nought, 


Nor ev'n be prodigal of thought. 


| Truce with thy dreaded pen; thy aunals ceaſe; 
| Why nced we armies when the lands in peace ? 


Vhen once they're rais'd, ther' re curſed hard te 


Hare ſprung from diamond- rings and watches ? 
| But hoid—a ring, a watch, a lecket, 


Why then fend Lampreys ? Fye, for ſhame ! 


| rwill let a virgin's blood on flame, 


This to Ziteen © proper ziſt ! 


* | It might lend fixty-five a ift. 


1 know your maiden aunt will feold. 
end think my preſent ſumewhat bold. 
I ſee her lift her hands and eves : 
What! eat it, nice; eat Spanith flies! 


You'l! neither wake nor fcep in quiet. 
Should | tu night cat Sag oecream, 

*. would make me bluſn to tell my cream: 
f I cat lobſter, 'ti- lo warming, 
That every man I fee looks charming, 
Wherefore had not the filthy fellow 
Lai Rocheſter upon your pillow ? 
I vow and ſwear, I think the preſent 
Had been as modeſt and as decent. 
+ Who has her virtue in her power ? 


- 


| Fach day has its unguarded hour ; 
Always in danger of undoing, 


A prawn, a hr; imp, may prove aur ruin! 
'Che ſh-pherdels, who lives on ſallad, 

To cool her youth, contro's her palate, 

Should Dizz's maids turn liquorith livers, 

And of huge lampreys rob the rivers, 

«© Then, all beſide cach glade and viſto, 

„ You'd fee Nymphs lying like Caliilo. 


© The man, who meant to heat your blood, 


Needs not himſelf ſuch vicious ſood 


li: this, { own, your aunt is Clear, 


For, 


I 
. 
J 
? 
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For, when I ſee you (without joking), 
Your eyes, lips, breaſts, are ſo provoking, 
They ſet my heart more cock-a-hoop, 
Than could whole ſeas of craw-fiſh ſoup. 


| EPISTLE XIII. 
TO A LADY, 


ON nen 
| PASSION FOR OLD CHINA. 


AT ecſtaſies her boſom fire 


How bleſt, how happy, ſhould I be, 
Were that fond glance beſtow d on me 
New doubts and fears within me war : 
What rival's near? a china jar. 
China's the paſſion of her ſoul : 
A cup, a plate, a diſh, a bowl, 
Can kindle wiſhes in her breaſt, 
Inflame with joy, or break her reſt. 
Some gems collect, ſome medals prize, 
And view the ruſt with lovers” eyes: | 
Some court the ſtars at midnight hours; 
Some doat on nature's charms in flowers 
But every beauty I can trace Bl os 
In Laura's mind, in Laura's face; 
My ſtars are in this brighter ſphere, 
My lily and my roſe is here. 
| __ Philoſophers, more grave than wiſe, 
_ Hunt ſcience down in butterflies; 
Or, fondly poring on 2 ſpider, 
Stretch human contemplation wider. 
Foſſils give joy to Galen's foul; 
He digs for knowledge, like a 'mole ; 
In ſhells fo learn'd. that all agree 5 
No fiſh that ſwims knows more than he! ! 
In ſuch purſuits if wiſdom lies, 
Who, Laura, ſhall thy taſte deſpite? 
| When I ſome antique jar behold, 


Or white, or blue, or ſpeck'd wich gold; 


+ Veſſels ſo pure, and ſo reſin d, 
Appear the types of woman-kind : 
Are they not valued for their beauty, 


Too fair, too fine, for houſhold duty? 


With flowers and gold and azure dy'd, 
Of every houſe the grace and pride? 
How white, how poliſh d is their ſkin, 


And valued molt when only ſeen! 


She, who before was higheſt pria d, 
1s for a crack or flaw deſpis'd. 


1 grant they're frail; yet they're ſo rare, 5 


The treaſure cannot coſt too dear! 
But man is made of coarſer ſtuff, 
And ſerves convenience well enough ; 
He's a ſtrong earthen veſſel, made 
For drudging, labour, toil, and trade; 
And, when wives loſe their other ſelf, 
With eaſe they bear the loſs of gelf. 
_ Huſbands, more covetous than ſage, 
Dondemn this china-buyi ing rage; 
They count that woman's prudence little, 
M ho ſets her heart on things fo brittle, 
* 07. V u, 


How her eyes languiſh with defire! 


—— 


| 
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| But are thoſe wiſe men's inclinations 

Fix d on more ſtrong, more ſure foundations? 
if all that's frail we muſt deſpiſe, 

No human view or ſcheme is wile. 

Are not Ambition's h as weak? 

They ſwell ke bubbles, ſhine, and break. 
A Courticr's promiſe is fo fight, 

Tis made at noon, and broke at night. 
What pleaſure's ſure? The Miſs you keep 
Breaks both your fortune and your licep.. 
The man who loves a country- life e 
Breaks all the comforts of his wife; 

And, if he quit his farm and plough, 
His wiſe in town may break her vow. | 
Love, Laura, love, while youth is warm, 


| For each new winter breaks a charm ; 


And woman's not like china ſold, 

But cheaper grows in growing old; 
Then quickly chooſe the prudent part, 
Or elſe you break a faithful heart. 


|. EPISELE XIV. 


ON A 


MISCELLANY OF POEMS. 
To BERNARD LINTOTT. 
6 {pſa varietate tentamus efficere ut alia allis, 


© 6 —— i 


Prix. Epiſt. . 


A ſome feiful cook, to pleaſe each 


ſt, 


I Would in one mixture — a feaſt, 


With due proportion and judicious care 


na g, his diſh with different ſorts of fare, 


| Fiſhes and fowls deliciouſly unite. 


| To feaſt at once the taſte, the ſmell and lights 


So, Bernard, muſt a Miſcellany be 


1 compounded of all kinds of poetry ; 


The Muſes' olio, which all ſtates may fit, | 
And treat each reader with his darling wit. 
Would'ſt thou for Miſcellanies raife thy fame, 


| And bravely rival Jacob's mighty name, 


Let all the Muſes in the piece conſpire ; | 
The lyric bard muſt ſtrike th' harmonious lyre; 


op | Heroic ſtrains mult here and there be found, 
_ | And nervous ſenſe be ſung in lofty ſound ; 


Let elegy in moving numbers flow, 
And fill fome pages witi melodious woe; 


I Let not your amorous ſongs too numerous prove, 


Nor glut thy reader with abundant love; 
Satire mult intertere, whoſe pointed rage 


5 May laſh the madneſs of a vicious age; 


Satire! the Muſe that never fails to hit, 


| For if there's ſcandal, to be ſure there's wit. 


Tire not our pati-nce with Pindaric lays, 
| Thoſe ſwell the piece, but very rarcly pleaſe; 


| Let ſhort-breath'd epigram its force confine, 


And ftrike at follies in a ſingle line. 
Tranflations ſhould theoughout the work be THY 


| 3 


And Homer's Cod. Uke Nlule bs made cur own ; 
| Noerace 


V' den noble Sheffield ſtrikes thetrembling firings, 
aud clap their wings; | 
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Horace in uſeſul numbers ſhould be ſung, | 
Aud Virgil's thoughts adorn the Britiſh tongue. 
Let Ovid tell Corinna's har i diſdain, 

And at her door in melting notes complain ; 
His tender accents pitying virgins move, 

And charm the liſtening ear with tales of love. [ 
Let every claſſi: in the volume ſhize 

nd each contribute to thy great deſien; | 
Through various ſubjects let the reader range, 
Aud raife his fancy with a grateful change. 


Variety's the ſource of joy below, 


From whence ſtiil ſreſh revolving pleaſures flow. | ' 


In 9003 and loce, the mind one end purſues, 
And nv change th* expiring flame renews. 
Where Buckin: ham will condeſcend to give, 
'That hanour'd place to diſtant times muſt live; 


The little Loves rejoice, a 
Anacreon lives, they cry, th' harmonious ſwein / 
Retunes the Ivre, and tries his wonted ſtrain, 
"Tis he—our loſt :\nacreon lives again. 5 
_ But when th' illuſtriovs poct ſoacs above 
The ſporriv= reveis of the God of Love, 


FOEMS» 


While neat old F]zevir is reckon'd better | 
Than Pirate Hill's brown ſheets and ſcurvy letter; 
While print-admirers careful A ldus chooſe, 
Before John Morphew, or the weekly news; 

| So Jong 12 live thy praiſe i in books of fame, | 
And Tonſon yield to Lintott's lofty name, 


EPISTLE XV. 
To THE MOST HONOURABLE THE. 
EARL OF OXFORD, 
THE LORD HIGH TREASURER, 


The Epigrammatical Petition of your 
— s moſt 8 Servant, 


JOHN GAY. 


Ie, more to —— with the ſwains, 
But go where fine people reſort : | 
One can | ve without money on plains, 

But never without it at court. 


Like {aros Muſe. he takes a loftier flight, 
And: ers cyend the wondering Cupid's fight. : 


I: thou would'ſt have thy volume ſtand the 


teſt, 


And of all others be reputed beſt, l 
Let Congreve teach the üdening groves to mourn, | 


As when he wept o'er fair Paſtora's urn. 
let Prior's Mule with foftenirg accents move, 
*"cfc as the ſtrains of conſt ant mma love; 


or let bi- fancy chooſe {ome jovial tbem. | 
lous dr ” ene 
jealous dream; Z 


As when he told Hans Carve|': 
Prior th admiring reader entertains 


With Chauccr's humour, and with Spenſer's | 


trains. 
Walter in Granville lives; when Vira ſings, 
With Wallers hand he ſtrikes the ſounding ſtrings. 
With ſpriektly turns his noble genius ſhincs, 
And many ſenſe 2dorns his eaſy lines. 
On Addiwan's ſweet lays attention waits, 
And ſilence guats the place while he repeats; 
Eis Rfuſe alike on every fubje charms, 
Whether ſhe paints the god of love, or arms: 
In him pathetic Ovid ſings again, 
And Homer's Iliad ſhines in h's Campaign. g 
Whenever Garth ſhall raiſc his ſprightly "AY 
Sen ſe flows in eaſy nurabe#$ from his agus 5 ; 
_ Great Phoebus in his learned ſon we lee, 
Alike in phyſic, as in poetry. | 


— 


roves 


Amidſt the plains, the murmwring ſtreams and | 


roves, 
Attentive Echo, pleas'd to hear his ſongs, 
Through the glad ſhade cach warbling note pro- 
longs; 
His . numbers charm our raviſh'd ears, } 
His ſteady judgment far cut-ſhnots his years, 1 
And carly in the youth the god appears. | 
From theſe fucreſsſul bards collect thy ſtrains; 

And praiie with profit ſhail reward thy pains: 
Then, white calvcs-leather-binding bears the ſway, | 


| If when with the ſwains | did gambol, 


I array'd me in flv:r aad blue; 
When abroad and in <curts | ſhall ramble, 
Pray, my lord, how much money will do? 


ECLOGUES. 


B'RTH OF THE SQUIRE. 


IN IMITATION OF Tux POLLIO oF VIRGIL. 


E ſylvan Muſes, ſoſtier ſtrains recite : ; 
Net all in ſhades and humble cots delight. 
Hark ! the bells ring ; along the diſtant grounds 


| The driving gales convey the ſwelling ſounds; 
TH attentive ſwain, forgetful of his work, 


With gaping wonder, leans upon his fork. 

What tudden news alarms the waking morn ? 
To the glad Squire a hopeful heir is born. 
Mourn, mourn, ye ſtags, and all ye beaſts of 

Be ch; 2 
This hour deſtruction brings on all your race: 
See the pleas d tenants duteous offerings bear, 
Turkeys and geeſe, and grocer's ſweereſt ware; 


And old October reddens every noſe. 
Beagles and ſpaniels round his cradle ſtand, 
Kiſs his moilt lip, and gently lick his hand. 
He joys to hear the ſhrill horn's echoing ſounds, 
And learns to liſp the names of all the hounds. 
With frothy ale to make his cup o'erflow, 
Barley ſhall in paternal acres grow; 


To give metheglin for his morning-hours ; 


And his own orchard ſparkle in his bowis. 


_ His Sire's exploits he now with wonder kears, 


206 fhcep-ſkin to its . — _m way; 
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With the new health the ponderous tankard fows, | 
When Pope's harmonious Muſe with pleaſure | 


Ine bee ſhall ſip the ſragrant dew from flowers, 


For him the cluſtering hop ſhall climb the poles, 


The monſtrous tales indulge his greedy ears; 8 


— | 
= 


2 h 


2 
F 


The milk-maid {thoughciels of her future fame}. 2 


dhe dairy, barn, the hay-loft, and the grove, 
| Shall oft” be confcious of their ſtolen love. 


He ſhail ſurvive; and in late years be tent 
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How, when youth ſtrung his nerves and warm'd 
his veins, 

He rode the mig'ty Nimrod of the plains. 

He leads the ſtaring infant through the hall, 

Poin's out the horny ſpoils tha: grace the wall; 

Tells, how wy ſtag through three whole coun- 
ties 


What rivers ſwam, where bay'd, and where he 


bled, 


Now he the wanders of the fox repeats, 


Deſcribes the deſperate chacc, and ail his cheats; 

Ho in one day, beneath his rut ious ſpeed, 

He tir'd ſeven courſers of the fleeteſt breed; 

How h yh the pale he leap'd, how wide the 
ditch, 


When the hound tore the haun ches of the 


witch 
Thoſe ſtories, which deſcend from for to ſon, 
The forward boy ſhall one day make his own. 


Ab, too fond mother, think the time draws 
nigh, 


| That calis the darling from thy tender eye; 
How ſhall his ſoirit wor the rigid rules, 
An the long tyranny of erznumar-ſcho. Is ? 


Let y unger brothers o'er dull authors led, 


Laſnh'd inte Latin by the tingling rod; 
No, let him never feel that ſmart diſgrace ; ; 
Why ſhould he wiſer prove than all his rue? 
U hen ripening youth with down o 'erfuaces his 


chin, 
And every female ez incires to ſin; 


With ſmacking lip fiall raiſe his guy flame; 


But think, Priſcilla, un that dreadfui, ume, 
When pang and watery qualms ſhall own thy 
crime. 


How wi t thou trznible when thy nipyle's preſt, 


To ſce the white drops bathe thy ſ» ciling breaft ? ? 


Nine moons ſhal! publicly d:vuige thy ſame, 
And the young Squire foreſtall a father's name. 
Wen twice twelve times the reaper's frees | 
ing hand 
With leve!'d harveſts has b-ftrown the land; 
On fam'd St. Huhert's feaſt, his winding horn 


Shall chcer the joyſul hound, and wake the 


morn ; 


This memorable day his eager "EY . 
Shall urge with bloody heel the riſing feed. 
O check the ſoamy bit, nor tempt thy ſate, 


Think on the murders ef a five-bar gate! 
Vet, prodigal of life, the leap he tries, | 
Low in the duſt his groveling honour lies, 
Head'ong he falls, and ou the ruyg:d lene | 


Diſtorts his neck, and cracks the cniler home. 
O venturous youth, thy thirſt of game a'lay ; 


May'ft thou 3 the perils of t thb. day 


To inyre away debatcs in parlia ment. 


The time ſhall come, when his more ſolid ſenſe | 
With nod important ſh+ll the laws diſpente ; 


A juſtice with grave Jultices {hl fit; 


Te 9888 their wildoa, they re his wit. 
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No greyhound ſhall attend the tenant's pace, 
No ruſty gun :he farmer's chimney grace; 
Salmons ſhail leave their covers vcid of fear, 
Nor dread the thieviſh ne: or triple (pear ; 

| Poackiers ſhail tremble at his awfal name, 


Whom vengeance now v'ertakes for murtler'd 


game. 

| SCRE rods, and 6 nts rea 

To fing his ſri-:;ciihips and his midnight hours 
Why doſt thou glory in thy &r. .gih of beer, 

Firm-cork'd and metlow's till the twentieth year; 

Brew'd or when Phœbus warms the ſizec:; * on, 

Or when his languid rays in Scorpio ſhine ? 


ſprung ' 

lt arms with curſes dire the wrathful toague ; 
Foul ſcancal to the lying lip afforcis, | 
| Aud prompts the memory with injurions words. | 
O where is wiſdom when by this o'erpower'd |! 

The ſtate is cenſur d, and the mail deflower'd ! 
And wilt thou A:!“ 
Hcar then th. dictates of prophetic ſong. 
Miethinles I fee him in his tall appear, 
Where the long table floats in cl. unmy beer, AD) 
'Midit mags aud glaſſes ſhatter'd o'er the floor, 


Dead drunk, his ſervile crew ſupinely nor; 


| Triumphant, o'er the profirate bhrutes he ſtands, 
The mighty bumper trembles ur lus hals; 
Boldly he inks, and, like his glormons lies, 

In copious gulph of potent ale cxpircs. 


8 TOWN ECLOGUE. 
| LY DIA. 


| O we twenty ſprings had cloth'd the part. 
with green, 

Sioce L,yilia knew the u Cum of fiſtzen ; 

No lovers now her mont ag hours m. . 

And catch her at her toil. tte haiſ-unir. it ; 


o urs, no coaches, crowd her lilrat Goor; 

| — miduights oncz at "cards and hazard fled, 

Which now, alas! fe dreams away in bed. 

| Around her wait Shocks, monkeys, and mc aws, 
Vo Bi the place of flops and ; :ritr'd beau; 

In tixf- ſhe views tic mimckry of man, | 


| -ind files when grinning Pug ba ante ker fan; 


Wen Poll repeats, the taunds Give her car 


| : | (For ſounds like his once tvid ker Damon's care); 


With theſe lone her tevious mortunzs puls; 
Or, at the dumb devocton of her nals, 


| She imnvuths her brow. aud frizzles forth her hairz, 
And fancies youthful drcls gives vouthiur airs ; 


With crimion wool ſhe Zxis every Ire | 
That not a bluſh can ditcyrpole her la 


| Recin's upon her arm, ſhe peu ve "gg 
| | And cu Su th? mcoultancy of youth cou late. 


O Youth! Olprin of life! for ever loſt! 
No more my name mall reign the favourite toaſ-; 
| In glas no morethe di mound grave ry name, 
Aug rh mes Wiſe pelt record a lovers Haine: 


Think on the miſchiefs which from thence ha ve N 


2 Squire, brew ale fo ſrony © 4 | 


T he thandering knoc%cr wakes the ſtunt nu more, 


* 32 2 | For 
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Nor ſhall ſide-boxes watch my reſtleſs eyes, 
And, as they catch the glance, in rows ariſe 


Wich humble hows; nor white-lov'd beaux en- 


- croach 
In crowds behind, to 
Ah, hapleſs nymph ! 
For Chloe's now what Lydia was before 


2 


I own, her taper ſhape is form'd to pleaſe, 
Yet if you ſaw her — 2 5 

She doubly to fifteen may make pretence ; 

Alike we read it in her face and ſenſe. 
Her tion! but that never yet 

Conld check the freedoms of a young coquette. 


Why will ye then, vain fops, her eyes believe? 


uch conqueſts are no more; 
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| But Chloe's air is unconfio'd and gay, 
And can perhaps an injur'd bed repay ; 
Perhaps her patient temper can behold 
The rival of her love adorn'd with 


ain free from thought and 


A huſband”; fullen humours ſhe can bear. 

Why ENS OS? and why theſe ſtreaming 
es! 

| Is love the cauſe? No, I the ſex deſpiſe; 

1 hate, I load his baſe 'perfidious name. 

| Yet if he ſhould but Tain a rival flame? 

But Chloe boaſts and triumphs in my pains; 

To her he's faithful, tis to me he feigns. 

Abus love-fick Lydia rav'd. Her maid appears 

A band-box in her ſteady hand ſhe bears. 

How well this ribband's gloſs becomes your face ! 


Her eyes can, like y our perjur'd tongues, deceive. , She cries, in raptures; then, ſo ſweet a lace ! 


What ſhall 1 do! J how ſpend the hateful day? 
At chapel ſhall I wear the morn away? 
| Who there frequents at theſe unmodiſh hours, 
But ancient matrons with their frizzled towers, 
And grey religious maids? My preſence there 
Amis that ſober train would own deſpair ; 
Nor am [| yet ſo old; nor is my glance 

As yet fixt wholly to devotion's trance. 


Straight then 111 dreſs, and take my — 


ange 
n cvary Inifes ſhop through all Fa 
| Change; 


Where the tall jar erects his coſtly pride, 


With antick ſhapes in china's azure dy d; 
A here careleſs lies the rich brocade unroll d: 3 
Here ſhines a cabinet with burniſh'd gold: 
But then remembrance will my grief renew, 
*Twas there the raffling dice falfe Damon threw ; | 
The raffling dice to him decide the prize; = 
_ *Twas there he firſt convers'd with Chloe's eyes. 
Hence ſprung th' ill-fated cauſe of all my ſmart ; 
| To me the toy he gave, to her his heart. 

But ſoon thy perjury in the giſt was found, 
The ſhiver d china dropt upon the ground; 
Sure omen that thy vows would faith le ſs * - 
Frail was thy preſent, frailer was thy love. 


— happy Poll, in wiry priſon pent; 

Thau ne er haſt known what love or rivals meant, 

And Pug with pleaſure can his fetters bear, 
Who ne er believ'd the vows that lovers fwear! 

How am I curſt (unhappy and forlorn) | 
Wiel perjury, with love, and rival's ſcorn ! 
Falſe are the looſe coquette's inveigling airs, 
 Falfe is the pompous grief of youthful heirs, 
Falſe is the cringing courtiers plighted word, 


Fialſe are the dice when gameſters ſtamp the board, 5 


Falſc is the ſprighthy widow's public tear; 
| Yet theſe to Damou's oaths are all ſincere. 
Fly from pcrfidious man, the ſex diſdain ; 
Let ſervile Chloe wear the nuptial chain. 
Damon is practis d in the modi ſh life, 

Can hate, and yet be civil to a wife. 


He games; he ſwears; he drinks, he fights; de 


roves; 
Yet Chloe can believe he fondly loves. 

_ Miſtreſs and wife can well ſupply his need; 
A mils ſor pleaſure, and à wite for breed. 


1 


| 


How charmingly you look! ſo bright! ſo fair! 
"Tis to your eyes the head-dreſs owes its air. | 
Straight Lydia-ſmil'd ; the comb adjuſts her locks, 
| And at the play-houſe Harry keeps her box. 


THE TEA-TABLE. 
A A TOWN ECLOGUE. 


Donis and MrErtanTae. 


8.5 — bell for prayers had 
toll | 


I | And coaches to the patron's levee roll'd. as 
When Doris roſe. And now through all the room 

From flowery Tea exhales a fragrant fume. 

| Cup after cup they fipt, and talk'd by fits, 


For Doris here, and there Melanthe fits. 
Doris was young, a laughter-Joving dame, 
Nice of her own alike and others fame: 2 
Melanthe's tongue could well a tale advance, 
And ſoener gave than funk a circumitance; ; 
Lock'd in her memory, ſecrets never dy d- 

| Doris — Melanthe thus reply d, 


Donis. 
sylvia the vain fantaſtic Fop admires: 


| Laura takes fire, and kindles into rage; 


| The Rake's looſe gallantry her boſom fires; 


Sylvia like that is vain, like this ſhe roves; 
uu liking them, ſhe but herſelf approves. 


ML AN Tu RE. 


Laura Wien at men, the ſcr- reviles, 7 
heir vice condemns, or at their folly adden 3 
| Why ſhould her tangue in juſt reſentment tail, 


EFF 
„ 


Laſt Maſquerade was Sylvia n wow. | 
| Her hand a crook ſuſtain'd, her dreſs was green; 
An amorous ſhepherd led her through the crowd, | 
The nymph was innocent, the ſhepherd vow'd ; 

But nymphs their innocence with ſhepherds truſt 4 
So both withdzew, as nymph. and ** mult. | 


MeranTus. 
Name but the licence of the modern ſtage, 


The 


_ When yoond Miranda's * Flanders 


GAY'S 


The whining tragic leve the ſcarce can bear, 

But nauſeous cemedy ne'er ſhock'd her ear; 

_ in the gallery mobd'd, ſhe fits ſecure, 
And laughs at jeſts that turn the box demure. 


Dor1s. 


Truſt not, ye Ladies, to your beauty's power 
For beauty withers like a ſhrivel'd +: py 5 
Yet thoſe fair ſlowers, that Sylvia's ternples bind, 
Fadę not with ſudden blights, or winter's wind; 
Like thoſe, ker face defies the rolling years; 
For art her roſes and her charms repairs. 
MxLAxrux. 

Laura def every outward grace, 
The = dns eye, the blooming face; 
The beauties of the ſoul are all her pride, 
For other beauties Nature has deny'd : 
lt affeQation ſhews a be auteous mind, 

Lives there a man to Laura's merits blind? 


Donis. 


Sylvia be fure defies the town's reproach, 

Whoſe diſhabille is ſoil'd in hackney coach; : 

What —_ the ſaſh was clos d. muſt we con- 
ude, 


NE es when her fop was rude ? 
MELANTHE. 

Laura learnt caution at too dear a coſt. | 

What fair c- uld e'er retrieve her honour loſt ? 

Secret ſhe loves; and who the nymph can blame, 

| Who durſt not own = footman's vulgar flame ? 

| Donis. 

| Though Lonn? s homely taſte deſcends * t 3 

| Thaw ſootman well may vie with Sylvia 5 beau. 


MrLAx Tur. 
vet whe ſhould Laura think it a diſgrace, 


1 


lace? 

Donis. 
What though for male Cynthio tvs ear ? 
Robin perhaps can hum au Opera air. 

_ Cyathio can bow, takes ſuuff, and dances wt 
Robin talks common ſenſe, can write and ſpell. 
Sylvia's vain fancy dreſs and ſhow admires; 
But 'tis the man alone whom Laura fires. 0 


Merintar. 


Sh dns 
Aud this no doubt muſt be Platonic love 
Her ſoul to generous acts was ſtill inclin'd. . 
; V hat 3 than an bumble mind ? 
7 Donis 


What meh. young sylvia love the park's 8 cool 


| ſha 
And wan ler in the duſk the fecret glade ? 
 Maſqu'd and alone by chance) ſhe met her 
ſpark ; 
That i innocence is weak which ſhuns the dark. 
 MeLaANnTUE. 
But 1 for * flame has no vretence; . 
Her footman is a footman too in ſenſe; 
| Al prudes hate; and thoſe are rightly curſt 


| 


| | 
Love is a trivial 

| May | be bleſt with friendſhip's ſtricter ties 

To ſuch a breaſt all ſecrets we commena : 


; At marriage. 


2 
|] Vith thundering raps the brezen *. ck 


= 


| 
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Donis. 


And what if Cynthio Sylvia's garter ty'd ? 

Who ſuch a foot and ſuch a leg would hide; 
When crook-knee'd Phyllis can expoſe to view 
Her gold-clock'd ſtocking, and her tawdry ſhoe 2 


MreranTHeE. 


if pure devotion center in the face, 

If cenſuring others ſhew intrinſic grace, 

If guilt to public freedoms be confin'd, 

Prudes (all muſt own) are of the holy kind l 
Doris. 

Sylvia diſdains reſerve, and flies conſtraint ; 

* nor would be thought, a Saint. 


MeranTue. 


| 


| 


paſſion, Layra cries : 


Sure the whole Drawing-room is Laure” 
Donis. 


Sylvia rails? who men v. 
Vet huſbands' jealouſies are fone. 
Her favours Sylvia ſhares among mepk. 
Such generous love ſhould nevc: c 4 4 : 


. 
4 | 


i as 


As thus alternate chat cmplo) 1 ef. 4 dongne, 


rang 
Laura and Sylvia came; the ny pls =; 


This unexpected viſit Dorw ies, 


„12 doubly kind! Mclanthe Laure, Id: 


* 


Since 1 was laſt ſo bleſt, my dear, hc. 


| *< Sure 'tis an age!“ Chey late, the hour was 


ſet; 


| Andall again that nigh = Odor mes. 


TH E FUN E Ar 
A TOWN ECLOGUE. 


Sarina. Lucy. 


CE had the moon perſorm” a her earth 
1 | 
Since ſirſt the veil o'ercaſt Sabina's face. | 

i hen died the tender partner of her bed. 

And lives Sabina when Fidelio's dead? 

Fidelio's dead, and yet Sabina lives. 


But ſee the tribute of her tears ſhe gives: 
| Their abten: Lord her rooms in ſable mourn, - | 


| And all the day the glimmering tapers buru; 
Stretch d on the couch of ſtate the penſive lick, 
| While oft' the ſnowy cambric wipes her cyes. 
Now enter'd Lucy : truſty Lucy knew = 

To roll a fleeve, or bear a billet doux; 

Her ready tongue, in ſecret ſervice try'd, 
With equal fluency ſpoke truth or ly'd ; 

She well cou'd fluth or humble a gallint, 

And ſerve at once «us maid and couttdant ! 

A letter lrom her faitlilul ſtays ſhe took: 
Sebina inatch'd it with zn angry look, 

And unis in haſty words her grief conſeſt; 
While Lucy ſtreve to feocke ker rreubled breaf:. 


Wink ſeanda?! $ . load, who cenſur: ficit, 


SAUINA. 
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Sana. | 
What, ſtill Myrrillo's hand! his flame I ſeorn ; 
Give back his paſſion with the ſeal untorn. 
To break our ſoſt repoſe has man a right? 


No friend, no lover, is to Leſbia dead; 
or Leſbia long had known a feparare bed. 


Guſh forth, ye tears ; waſte, waltc, ye ſighs, my 
breaſt; 


And are we doom'd to read whate'er they write? My days, my nights, were by Fidelio bleſt 1 


Not all the ſex my firm refolves ſhall move; 

My life's a life of forrow, not of love. 

May Lydia's wrinkles all my forchead trace, 

And Celia's paleneſs ficken o'er my face; 

May fops of mine, as Flavia's favours, boaſt, 

And coquettes triumph in my honour loſt; 3 

May cards employ my nights, aad never more 

May theſe curſt eyes behold a matadore; 

Break China, periſh Shock, die Parroquet ; 

When I Fidelio's dearer love ſorget 

Fidelio s judgment ſcorn'd the foppiſn train; 

His air was eaſy, and his dreſs was plain; : 
His words ſince re, reſpect his preſence drew, | 

Ang on his lips ſweer converſation. grew. 

| Where's mw where's beauty, where is virtue 
ed 


Alas! they re now no more; Fidelio's dead ? 


 Lvey, 


vet, when he liv'd, he wanted c very grace; : 
That eaſy air wasthen an awkward pace . 
Have not your ſighs in whiſpers often ſaid. 
His dreſs was flovenly, his ſpeech i!i-bred ? 
Have not I heard you, with a ſecret tear, 
Call that ſweet converſe ſullen and ſevere ? 
Think not | come to take Myrtillo's part; 
Let  hloe, Daphne, Doris, ſhare his heart; 
Let Chloe's love in every eat expreſs 
His graceful perſon and yenteei addreſs. 
Al well may judge what ſhaft has Daphne hit, 
Who ſuffers ſiieace, to admire his wit. 
His equipage and liveries Doris move 3 
But Chloe, Daphne, Doris, fondly love. 
Sooner ſhall cits in faſhions guide the court, 
And beaux upon the buſy Change reſort; 
Sooner the nation ſhall from ſnuff be freed, 
And fops' apartments ſmoke with In. lia's weed; 


Sooner I'd wiſh and figb through nunnery grates; 


Than cecummend the ©. —— hates. Is 


SABINA., | 
| Recauſe ſome widaws are in haſte ſubdued ; 3 


Shall every fop upon our tears intrude ? 


Can I forget my lov'd Fidelio's mn, 

Soft as the warbling of Italian ſong ? | 

Did not his roſy lips breathe forth 833 Je 
— as ſtcams from tea's — dloom * 


Luer. 


vet once you thought that tongue a greater curſe 
Than ſqualls of chi dren ſer an abſcrt nurſe. 
Have you not ſancy' d, in his frequent kiſs, 


Th' 3 leavings cf a futhy miſs? 
SABINA. 


Love, I thy power defy; no ſecond flame 
Shall ever raze my dear Fidelio's name. 
Fannia without a tear might loſe her Lord, 
Who ne'er enjoy'd his preſence but at board. 
And why ſhould ſorrow fit on Leſbia's face ? 
Arg tire ſuch cemfor :s in a ſot's embrace? 


Luer. 


You cannot ſure forget how oft” you. ſaid, 
His teazing fondneſs jea'ouſy betray'd ! 


When at the play the ne:ghbouring A he 


'You thought you read ſuſpicion in his look, 
When cards and counters fle around the Rand, 
Have you not wiſh'd the abſence of your Lord ?. 
His company was then a poor pretence, 

hog — the freedoms of a wite's expence. 


SABINA. 


Bus why ſhould 1 Myrtillo's paſlion blame, 


Since Love's a fierce, da ? 


| Lvcy. | 
Could he the allies of his heart withfand, 


| Why ſhouid he not to Chloe give his hand? 
For Chloe's handſome ; yet he flights her flame; 
Laſt night ſhe fainted at Sabina's name 
| Why, . aphne, doſt thou blame Sabina's charms ? 


Sabina keeps no lover from thy arms. 


At crimp Myrtillo play'd ; in kind regards 


Doris threw love, — of the cards; 


Doris was touch'd with ſpleen : her fan he . 


Flev from the table and to tears gave vent. 
' Why, Doris, doſt thou curſe 3.hina's eyes? 


Iro * 


SABINA 


| ver fay, 110d; how loud would cenfure rail! - 


So ſoon ro quit the duties of the veil! 

No, ſooner Plays and I'd forſwear, 
Aud change theſe China jars for Tunbridge warez 
Or truſt my m ther as a confidant, 

Or fix a frienuſhip with my maiden-aunt; 

Than till—to. morrow throw my weeds away. 


| 13 enn. 


== 
' ESPOUSAL. | 
; 3 SOBER ECLOGUE. 
BETWEEN TWO Of THE PEOPLE CALLED. 
ET QUAKERS. 
| Caten. FAM AA. 


Brus: 4TH the ſhadow of a beaver hat, 
Meek Caleb at « ſilent meeting lat; 


| His eye-balls oft forgot the holy trance, 


While Tabitha demure return d the glance. 
"Che meeting ended, Caleb ſilence broke, 


And Tabitha her inward yearnings ſpoke. 


CAL EZB 
Beloved, ſee how all thin-s 18 he; ; 


vet fongled lamus their inuocence ſecure, 
And none can call that turtle s bill impure. 
0 taireſt of your ſiſters let me be 

Ihe billing dove aud N lamb to thee. 


Lamb fondleth lamb, and deve diſports with dove | 


TATRA. 


66—— WENEES WTI AS? 


Jofiah led thee through be garden's walk, 
And mingled — kiſſes with his talk? 


I own, Joſiah gave the golden toy, 


Red as the cherry ſrom the 
| When ecſtaſy had arm'd thy look fo meck, 
| Gacdens of roſes bluſhed on thy cheek! 


cay's 


TABITHA. 


But, Caleb, know that birds of gentle mind 
Ale& a mate among the ſober kind; 
Not the Mocka vs, all deck'd in ſcarlet 
Entice their miid and modeſt hearts afide : 
But thou, vin man] beguil'd by Popiſh ſhows, 
De ateſt on ribbands flounces, furbelows. 
If thy falſe heart be fond of tawdry dyes, 
Go. wed the painted arch in ſummer-ſkies; 
Such love will like the rainbow's hue decay, 


strong at the firſt, but paſſeth ſoon away. 
CLR 
Name not the frailties of my y 


days, 
When vice mifled me through the harlot's ways; 


When I with wanton look the ſex beheld. 

And Nature with each wanton look rebell'd ; 
Then party-colour'd pride my heart might move 
With lace, the net to catch nnhallow'd love. 


All ſuch-like love is fading as the flower, 


Springs in a day, and withereth in an hour : 


But now I feel the ſpoulal love within, 


2 ſiſter holds a fin. 
TaBTHaA. 


I know thou longeſt for the flaunting wa 


Thy falſchood own, and ſay | am r 1 
The tongue of man is bliſter d o' er with lies, 
But truth is ever read in woman's eyes. | 


O that my lip obey d a tongue like thine ! 


Carts. 


1 How bitter are - thy words! forbear to a" Y 
I too might blame—but love delights to pleaſe. 
Why ſhould [ tell thee, that, when laſt the ſun 


Painted the downy peach of Newington, 


Ah, Jealouſy ! turn, turn thine eyes aſide: 


: — can I fee that watch adorn thy ſide? 
For verily no gift the ſiſters take 
2 For luſt * but ſor the giver 'sſake. 


TABITHA. 


Which did the righteous hand of Quare employ. 
When Caleb hath aſſign'd ſome happy day, 


I look on this, and chide the hours delay: 
And, when Joſiah would his love purſue, 


On this I look and ſhun his wanton view. 
Man but in vain with trinkets tries to move: 


„ ors love demands is love. 


| | Cares. | 


5 - Ah, „ Tabitha to hear theſe word: of * 8 
| My pulſe beats high, as if inflam'd with wine! 1 


When to the brethren ſirſt with fer vent zeal 

The ſpirit mov'd the ycarnings to reveal, 

How did I joy thy 1 to ſee 
entiſh tree 


| | © folace me with kifſes pure like thine ! 


POEMS. 363 
With 2 2m tranſport didſt thou roll thine 


How ad 2 words the hrethren's ſighs ! 
ords that With holy ſighs migh: others move, 
But, Tabitha, my fighs were ſighs of love. 
Tamrz4. 


Is Tabitha beyond her wiſhes bleſt? | 
Does no protd worldly dame divide thy breaſt 2 
Then hear me, Caleb, witneſs what I ſpeak, 
This ſolemn promiſe death alone can break : 
Sooner I would bedeck my brow with lace, 
And with immodeſt favourites ſhade my face, 
Sooner like B. bylon's lewd whore be dreſt 

in flaming diamonds aud a ſcarlet veſt, 

Or make 2 curtſie in Cathedral pew, 

Than * inconſtant, while my Caleb's true. 
CALEB. 


| When prove falſe, and Tabitha forſake, 
Teachers ſhall dance a jig at country-wake ; 

| Brethren unbeaver d then ſhall bow their head, 
And with prophane mince-pies our — be fed. 
TazTHa. 


Tf that Joſiah were with paſſion fir'd, 

Warm as the zeal of youth when firſt : 3 
In ſtcady love though he might perſevere, 

| Unchanying as the decent garb we wear, 

And thou wert fickle as the wind that blows, 
Light as the feather on the head of beaux; 


| Yet | for thee would all thy ſex reſign . 
"I Liſters, take all the reſt—be Caleb mine. 


Cares. 


Though I had all that ſinful love affords, 
And all the concubines of all the lords, 


_ | Whoſe couches creak with wharedom's dull 


ſhame, 


7 j Whoſe velvet chairs are r with adultery lame ; 7 


IEoe'n in the harlot's hall, I would not ſip 
The dew of lewdneſs from her lying lip: 


Id hun her paths, upon thy mouth to dwell, 


| More _ than powder which the merchants 


ö 


Enjoy, ye lords, the wanton cuncubine. | 
| The fpring now calls us forth; come, ler, | 
| r | | | 
Iro ſee the primroſe BY the dai'y bloom. 

| Let ceremony bind the worldly pair; 


1 Siſters eltcem the brethren's words ſincere. | 


= 4 BITHA. 


Efpouſals are but forms. O lead me "ROY 
For ſecret love can never give offcnce. 1 


Then hand in hand the lovivg | mates ih- 


draw: 
Dur e is nature — ain'd by I. 
This tenet all the holy ſe& allows ; 
So Tabitha took carneſt of a — 
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PANTHEA. 
ONG had Panthea felt Love's ſecret 
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So hapleſs love on blooming features preys, 
So hapleſs love deſtroys our peaceful days. 


Come, geetle flcep, relieve theſe weary'd eyes, 


All forrow in thy ſoft embraces dies: 


There, ſpite of all thy perjur'd vows, I find 
Faithleſs Alexis languiſhingly kind : 


Sometimes he leads me by the mazy ſtream, 


And hope and fear alternate rul'd her heart; And pleaſingly deludes me in my dream; 


Conſenting glances had her flame confeſt; 
In woman's eyes her very ſoul's expreſt. 
Perjur'd Alexis ſaw the bluſhing maid, 
| He ſaw, he ſwore, he conquer d, and hetray'd. 
Another love now calls him from her arms, 
His fickle heart another beauty warms; 
Thoſe oaths, oft” whiſper'd in Panthea” s ears, 
He now again to Galatea ſwears. 
- Beneath a beech th' abandon'd virgin laid, 
In grateful folitude enjoys the ſhade; 
There with faint voice ſhe breath d theſe moving 
ſtrains, 
While ſighing Zephyrs ſhar'd her amorous pains. 
Pale ſett ed forrow hangs upon my brow, 
Dead are my charms; Alexis breaks his vow! 
_ 2 dear ſhepherd, on the days you 
| ew, 
When 1 was happy, when my ſwain was true; 
Think how thy looks and tongue are form's to 
move; 
And think yet more that all my fault was love. 
Ah, could you view me in this wretched ſtate, 
| You might not love me, but you could not hate. 
Could you behold me in- this conſcious ſhade, 


W here firſt thy vows, where firſt my love was | 


| paid, 
Worn out with watching, ſullen with defpair, | 
And ſee each eye ſwell with a guſhing tear; 
Could you behold me on this moſſy bed, 
From my pale check the lively crimſon fled, 
Which in my ſofter hours you oft” have ſworn, 
With roſy beauty far outblaſh'd the morn; 
Could you untouch'd this wretched object 'bear, 
And would not lot Panthea claim a tear? 
You could not, fure—tears from your oyes would | 
ea], 
And unawares thy tender foul reveal. 
Ab, no! thy foul with cruelty is fraught, 
No tenderneſs diſturbs thy ſavage thought ; 


Sooner ſhall tigers ſy are the trembling la:nbs, — 


And wolves with pity hear their bleating dams; 

| Sooner ſhall vultures ſrom their quarry fly; 
Then fa'fe Alexis for Panthea figh. 

Thy boſom. ne'er a tender thought confeſt, 5 
Sure ſtubborn flint has arm'd thy cruel breaſt; 
- But hardeſt flints are worn by frequent rains, 
and the ſoft drops diſſolve their ſolid veins; | 
While thy relentieſs heart more hard appears, 
And is not ſoſten'd by a flood of tears. 

Ah, what is love! Panthea's joys are gone, 
Her liberty. her pcace, her rcaſon, flowa ! 
Aad when | view me in the watery glals, 

I find Panthea now, not what ſhe was. 

_ Aswrthern winds the new-born roſes blaſt, 
Aud on the ground their fading ruins caſt; 
As ſudden blights corrupt the ripen'd grain, 
Aud of its verdure ſpoil the mouraful plain; 


Sometimes he guides me to the ſecret * 
Where all our looks, and all our talk is „ love. 
Oh, could 1 thus conſume each tedious day, 

| And i in ſweet ſlumbers dream my life away. 


} Bur ſleep, which now no more relieves theſe eyes, 


| To my fad ſoul the dear deceit denies. 


. Why does the ſun dart forth irs ch erful rays ? 
Why do the woods reſound wi h warbling lays? 


4 Why does the roſe her grateful fragrance yield, 
| And yellow cewſlips paint the ſmiling field? 


Why do the ſtreams with murmuring muſic flow, 


And why do groves their friendly ſhade beſtow ? 2 
Let Fable clouds the cheerful ſun deface, 


| Let mourrful filence ſeize the feather'd race; 
No more, ye roſes, grateful fragrance yield, 


Droop, droop, ye —_ in the blaſted field; 
No more, ye ſtreams, with murmuring muſic 


flow, 
And let not groves a friendly ſhade beſtow : 


With ſympathizing grief let pature mourn, 
And never know the youthful ſpring's return. 


And ſhall I never more Alexis ſee; | 
Then woes | is ſpring, or grove, or fream, to 
me? 
Why . the ſkipping lambs. on vonder 


plain ? 
| Why do the birds their tuneful 2 


Why friſk thoſe heifers in the cooling grove ? 
Their happier life is ignorant of love. 

Oh I lead me to ſome melancholy cave, 
To lui! my ſorrows in a living grave; 


From the dark rock where daſhing waters eu. 


And creeping ivy hangs the craggy wall; 
Where l. ray waſte in tears my hours * 
And never know the ſeaſons or the day 

| Die, die, Panthea—fly this hateful grove; 


Some ia he: hal file a Une 


For what is life without the ſwain 1 love? 


| ARAMINT A. 
AN ELEGY. 


row Phebus roſe, and with his early beams 
Wak'd flumbering Delia from her — N 
dreams; | 

Her wiſhes by her fancy were en 
And in her ſleep the nuptial knot was 4. 


| With ſecret joy ſhe ſaw the morning ray 
Chequer the flour, and through the curtains play ; 5 


The happy morn that ſhall her bliſs complete, 
And all her rivals' envious hopes defeat. 

In haſte ſhe roſe, forgetful of her prayers, 
Flew to the glaſs, and practis d o'er her airs: 
Her new. ſet jewels round her robe are plac 'd, 
Some in a brit: ant buckle hind her waiſt, 
Some round her neck a circling _ dilptty, 


= 


Shall ſwell a thouiand eyes with ſecret tears. 
. Cee, raminta, tis in vain to grieve, | 
Canſt thou from Hymen s bonds the youth re- 


Our mutual paſſion by our looks was known: 
Through the gay crowd my watchful glances flew, 


« For eycs the language of the ſoul explain.“ 


Ho did you praiſe my ſhape and graceful air! 


Diadſt thou not then in rapture ipeak thy flame. 
And in ſoſt ſighs breathe Araminta's name ? 
 Dicft thou not then with oaths thy paſſion prove, 

And wich an awful trembling, fay—l love? 
-” * Ah, A youth | too well you law my 


| P 
« For eyes the l 


| My trembling hand my ſudcen joy confeſs'd. 
My glowing checks a wounded heart oxpreſ,"d 11 
| My looks ſpoke love; while you, with 3 | 


In killing glances made as kind n | 
Think, Daphnis, think what tender thin Peppi A 


| You call'd my graceful preſence Cynthia's air 
And. when | lung, the Syrens charm'd your t: 


The filver knot o'criooks the Mechlin lace, 
And adds becoming beauty to her face; 
Brocad& flowers o'er the gay mantua ſhine, 
And the rich ftays her taper ſhape confine ; 
Thus all her dreſs exerts a gracefui pride, 

And ſporting Loves ſut round th' expecting bride; 
For Dapanis now attends the buſhing ma:d, 
Befo: e the prieſt the ſolemn vows are paid; 
This 6ay. which ends at. once all Deha's cares, 


— 


—— 


4 


trieve ? 

Diſdain his perjuries, and no ſonger mourn: 
Recal my love, and find a ſure return. 

But lil the wretched maid no comfort knows, 
And with reſentment cheriſhe- her woes; 
Alone fre pines, and, in thæſe mournful ſtrains, 
Ot 0G unis“ vows, and her own fate complains : 

5 it forthis l [parklcd at the Play, 

2 loiter din the Ring whole hours away? | 
When if thy chariot in the circle ſhown, | 


Whe:e'cr | paſs, thy grateful eyes purſue. 
Ah, fautlcis youth; too well you faw "oP | 
pain; 


Think, Daphnis, think that ſcarce five So 
fled 


Since (O falſe tongue!) thoſe treacherous things | 


you ſaid; 


And woman thinks all compliments ſincere. 


ain; 
of the ſoul explain. - 
How cou!ld'ſt thou thus, ungrateſul youth, de- 


ceive ? 


| How could [ thus, 9 maid. believe? | - 
Bure thou canſt well recal that fatal night, | 


When ſubtle love firſt enter'd at my fight: 
When in the dance | was thy partner choſe, 
Gods! what a rapture in my bolom role! 


eyes, 
Thing what confuſion all my ſoul — d. 


My flame, blown up by flattery, ſtronger grew ; 
A gaie of love in every whiſper flew. 
Ah, faithlicis youth } too well yo ſaw my | 
pain; 5 
% For eyes the language of the ſoul explain.“ 
hene er dreſs'd, my maid who knew my 
flame, 
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Thy picture in her talk ſo lovely grew, 

That thy dear image roſ before my view; 

She dweit whole hours upon thy ſhape and mien, 

And wounded Delia's fame. to ſooth my ſpleen : 

When ſhe beheld me at the name grow pale, 

Straight to thy charms ſhe chang'd her arcful tale; 

and, when thy matchleſs Harms were quite run 
er., 

bid her tell the pleaſing tale once more. 

Oh, Daphnis from thy Araminta fled! 

Oh, to my love for ever, ever den! 

Like death, his nuptials all my up remove, 


And ever part me from the man .ove. 


| © 4h, faithleſs youth! too well you ſaw my 


pain; 
ic For cyes the language of the ſoul explain.” 
O might | by my cruel fate he thrown, 


| In ane 2 retreat far from this hatefnl men ! 


Vain dreſs and laring -quipage, adieu! 


| Let happier nymphs thate empty ſhows purſue. 


Me let ſome melancholy ſhade ſurround, 
Where not the print of haman ſte is found. 
In te gay dance my feet no more ſhall move, 


But bear me faintly through the lonely grove. 
No more theſe hands ſhail o'er the fpinnet bound, 


And from the ſleeping ſtrings call ſorih the iound: 


Muſic, adicu! farewell, Italian airs! 


The croaking raven now ſhall ſooth my cares. 
On ſome old ruia, Joſt in thought, ret, 
And think how Araminta once was bleſt 6 
There o'er and v'er thy letters I peruſe, 

And all my grief in one kind ſentence loſe: 
Some tender line by chance my woe beguiles, 


| And on my cheek a ſhort-liv'd pleaſure ſmiles. 


Why is this dawn of joy? flow, tears, again! 


— | Vain are theſe 2 oaths, and all theſe vows are vain; 


Daphnis, alas! the Gordian · kot has ty'd; 
Nor force nor cunning can the band divide. 


| © Ah, faithleſs youth | ſince eyes the ſoul ex- 


plain, | 
10 * Why knew l not that artſul [tongue ons 3 


Ax 


ELEOY on « LAP-DOG. 


„ 75 
Ye Muſes, mourn; ye chambermaids, deplore. 
Unhappy Shock | yet more unhappy Fair, 
Poom'd to ſurvive thy joy and only care! 

Thy wretched fingers now no more fil deck, 
And tie the tavourite rivband round his neck ; 


And comb the wavings of his pendant ear. 

Vet ceaſe thy flowing grief, fo: Ken maid; 

All mortal pleaſures in a moment fade; 

Our ſureſt hope is in an hour deſtruy d: 

And love, bett gift of Heaven, not long enjoy d. 
Methinks I ſce her frantic with deſpair, 


Her ſtreaming eyes, wruug hands, and flowing 


hair; 
Her 7Mechlin pinners, rent. the foor — 


Cheriſh'd vy paſſion witch thy lovely name; 1 
Ver. VII | 


Aud her torn fan gives real ſigns of woe. 
32 - Has 


HOCK's fate | mourn; poor Shock is now no | 


_—_ V——— t] ——————— — rs 7 on 77 2 


No more thy hand ſhall (month his gloſſy hair, 5 


— 
— 


— 
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Hence Superſtition, that tormenting gueſt 
the coward 
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No dread events upon this fate attend. 
Stream eyes no more, no more thy treſſes rend. 
I hough certain omens ft? fore warn a ſtate, 
And dying lions ſhow the monarch's fate; 
V hy ſhould ſach fears bid Czlia's ſorrow riſe? 
For. when a lap-doy falls, no lover dies. 

Ceaſe, Cælia, ceaſe ; reſtrain thy flowing tears, 
Some warmer poſſion will diſpel thy cares. 
In man you'll find a more ſubſtantial bliis, 
More grateful toying, and a ſweeter kiſs. 

He's dead. Oh lay him gently in the ground! 
And may hi: tomb be by this verſe renown'd : 
« Here Stock, the pride of all his k nd, is laid: 
V ho fawn'd like man, but ne er like man be- 

21 9 88 


' SONGS AND BALLADS. | 


SWEET WILLIAM'S FAREWELL 
| 10 | | 
' BLACK-EYED SUSAN. 


' LL in the Downs the fleet was a. 
The ffreamers waving in the wind, 
| When black-ey'd Suſan came aleard. 
Oh where ſhall | my true-love find ? 
Tell me, ye Govial failors, teil me true, 
If my ſweet William ſails among the crew. 


William, who high upon the yard 
Rock's with the billow to and fro, 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 

_ He ligh'd, and caſt his eyes below: 


The cord flides fifty through his glowing | 


hands, 


And (quick a> lightning) on the deck he ſtands. 


So the ſweet lark, high pois d in air. 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt 
(If chance his mate's ſhrill call he kear), 
And drops at once into her neſt. 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet 


Might envy William's lip thoſe kiſſes ſweet. 7 0 


O Suſan, Suſan, lovely dear, 
My vows ſhall ever true remain, 
Let me kiſs off that falling tear ; 
We only part to meet again. 


Change, as ye liſt, ye wind-: my heart ſhalt be | 


The faithful compais that ftill points | to thee. 


Believe not what the landmen ſay, 
Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind. 
They'll teil thee, failors, when away, 
In every port a muſtreſs find: 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thce ſo, 
For thou art pre:ent whereloc'er | go. 


of | Twelve months are gone and over, | 


2] Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou cruel Ocean. 


| ] You'll find a richer maiden, 
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I to fair India's coaſt we fail, 
| Thy eyes are ſeen in diamonds bright, 
| Thy breath in Afric's ſpicy gale, 
. Thy ſkin is ivory fo white. | 
Thus every beauteous object that I view, 
Wakes in my foul ſome charm of lovely Sue. 


Though battle call me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn ; 
Though caunons roar, yet ſaſe from harms, 
William ſhall to his Dear return. 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
| Leit precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 
Ihe boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 
The fails their ſwelling boſom ſpread ; 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay aboard: 
They kiſs'd, ſhe "rd 'd, he hung his head. 
Her leſſening boat unwilling rows to land : 
Adieu! the cries ; and wav'd her lily hand. 


; 


A BALLAD, 


ro Tur wur- YE-GALL=IT, 


„was when the ſeas were 
Wich hollow blaſts of nind, 

A damfel lay deploring, 

All on a rock reclin'd. | 
Wide o'er the foaming billows 

She caſt a wiſtful look: 5 
Her head was crown 'd with willows, 
That trembled o'er the brook. 


And nine long tedious days, 
| Why didſt thou, venturo"3 lover, 
Why didſt thou truſt the ſeas ? 


And let my lover reſt ; 
Ah ! what's thy troubled motion. 
To that within my breaſt ? 


Ihe merchant, robb'd of pleaſure, | 
Sces tempeſts in deſpair ; 
| But what's the loſs of treature, 
To loſing of my dear? 
| Should you ſame coaſt be laid 1 
{ Where gold and diamonds grow, 


But non- that loves you ſo. : 


How can they ſay that nature 

| Has nothing made in vain 3 

| Why then beneath the water 
Should hidevus rocks remain? 

No eyes the rocks diſcover, 

| That lurk beneath the deep, 

To wreck the wandering lover, 
And leave the maid to weep. 


All melancholy lying, It 
Thus wail'd ſhe for her dear; 
Repay d each blaſt with fighing, 
Lach bi low with a tear; | 
| When o'er the white wave ſtooping, 
Kis floating corpſe ſhe ſpy d; 
Then, like a lily dcooping, 
E She buw'd her head, and dy'd. 
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" LADY's LAMENTATION. 


A BALLAD. 


HYLLIDA, that lov'd to dream 
lie the grove, or by the itream ; 
Sigh'd on velvet pillow. 

What, alas! ſhould fill her head, 
But a fountain, or a mead, 
Water and a willow ? 


Love in cities never wells, 
He delt ;!.ts in rural cells 

Wrich frreet woodbine covers, 
What are your aſſemblies then? 
There *cis trus we ſee mort men; 

But mich fewer lovers 

Ok ho chany'd the proſpect crows ! 
Flee. ss and Lerds to fops nd beaux, 

C. o. ubs without number : 
Moon and ftarsthat ſhone fn bright, 
To thc te ch and waxen light, 
And whole nights at onibre. 


Ple ant as it is, to hear 
Scanda ic ling in our ear, 
Ev'n of our &wn wothers; 
In the chit chat of the day, 
To us is pay'd, when we're away, 
Wi at we lent to others. 


Though the favourite toaſt 1 reign; 1 
V in-. they ſay, that pronipts the vn, 
Hleighteus defamation. 

Muſt 1 live twixt ſpite and ſcar, 
Every day grow handſomer, 

And loſe my reputation? 


Thus the fair to fighs gave way, 
Her errpty purſe beũde her lay. 
Nymph. ah! ccaſe thy ſorrow, 
Though curſt fortune frown to night, 
This odious town can give delight, 
- you 1 win to-morrow. 


DAMON | Au CUPID. 
A so. 


"HE fon 1 was now withdrawn, : 
The ſhepherds home were ped; ; 
The moon wide o'er the lawn 
Hier fi ver mantle ſpread; 
hen Damon ſtay'd behind, 
And ſaunterd in the grove. 
Will ne'er a nymph be kind, 
And give me love for love? 


Oh! thoſe were golden hours, 
When Love, ccvoid of cares, 
In al! Arcadia's bowers | 
Lody'd ſwains and rymphs by pairs; 


But nov! from wood and plain 

Flies every prightly laſs; 
No joys for me remain, 

In ſhades, or on the graſs. 
The winged boy draws near, ,, 
| And thus the ſwain reproves: 
While Beauty revel'd here, 
My game lay in the groves: 
At court I never fail 


To ſcatter roun.! my arrows; 
Men fall as thick 2+ hail, 


Aud maidens love like ſparrows. 


T hen, ſ.vaiu, if me you need, 
Strai;cht lay your ſheep-hook down ; 


Thee dy your oatcn reed, 


| And haſte away to town, 


So well 'm known at c urt, 


8 
| Nenc aſks where Cupid Sed; 


| But readily reſort 
| To B:lieuden's or Lepell's. 


| Fl 


DAPHNIS any CHLOE. 
AS. 
APHNIS ſtood penfive i in the ſbade, 


Wich arme acroſs. and head reclin'l 3 


Pale looks accus d the cruc! maid. 
| And ſighs re!izv'd his Yove-tick mind: 
His tuveiul pipe all broken lar; 


Locks, ſighs, and actions, ſeem d to fay, 


My Chloe is unkind. 


| Why ring the woods with warbling throat? | 


Ye 'arks, ye lin lets, ccaſe your {trains ; 
TI faintly haar in our fweet notes 

My Chloe's voice that wakes my pains : : 
Yet why {hou vou your long forbear ? 
Your mates delight; your fong to hear 3 

But Chloe mine diſdains. | 


| As thus he melancholy N 


Dejected as the lonely dove, 


T was not the niglitinga e that ſung; 
No. Tis my Cnloe's ſweeter tongue. 
Hark, hark, what ſays my love? 


| How fooliſh is the nymph ' ſhe cries) 


Who trifles with her lover's pain! 


| Nature ſtill ſpeaks in woman's eyes, 


Our artſui lips were mace to icign, 


40 VDaphnis, Daphnis, twas my . A 


Tas nat my heart thy love deny 
Come hack, dear youth, again. 


as other day my hand he ſeiz d. 


My blood with thrilling motion flew ; : 


Sudden I put on looks dilpleas d. 
And haſty from ais hold withdrew. 
Twas fear alone thou umple ſwain; 


| | Then hadſt thou preſt my hand again, 
| 


My heart had yielded woo ! 
5F2 | 
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| Sweet ſounds broke gently thr ough he 885 
} | fe-l che ſound; my heart - rings — | 
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"Tis true, thy tuneful reed I blam'd, 
That ſwell'd thy lip and roſy check; 

Think not thy ſkill in ſong defam'd, 
That lip ſhould other pleaſures ſeek ; 

Much, much thy muſic } approve ; 

Yet break thy pipe, for more ! love, 
Much more to hear thee ſpeak. 


My heart forebodes that m hetray'd, 

Daphnis, [| fear, is ever gone; 

Laſt night with Delia's dog he play' d, 
Love by ſuch trifles firſt comes on. 

Now, now, dear ſhepherd, come away, 

My tonę ue would now my heart obey. 
Ah, Chloe, thou art won ! 


The yorth ſtepp'd forth with hafty pace, 
And found where wiſhing Chloe lay ; 
Shame ſudden lighten'd in her face, 
Confus'd. ſhe knew not what to _ 
At laft, in broken words, ſhe cry'd ; 
To-morrow you in vain had try'd, 
Nut 1 am oſt wares 1 


The COQUETTE MOTHER and 


DAUGHTER. 
| A 0 


5 The cloſe of the —_ 

: A When the bean- flower and hay 
Breath ' d odours in every wind; 
Love enliven d the veins 
Of the damſels and fwains; 
Each glance and each action was s kind. 


| Molly, wanton and free, 
_ Kifs'd, and fat on each knee, 
Fond ecl.aſy ſwam in her eyes. 
| Gee, thy mother is near; | 
Hark ! ſhe calls thee to hear 7 
| What age and experience adviſe. 


Shel thew fron the Miike dove - 


Stretch her neck to her love, I 
Al gloſſy with purple and 
I a kiſs he obtain, = 
She returns it again : 
What follows, ed 
Look ye, mother, the cry'd, 
You inſtruct me in pride, | 
And men by good-manners are won. 
She who trifles with al! 
Is leſs likely to fall 
1 han ſhe who but trifles with one. 
 Pr'ythee, Molly, be wiſe, 
Leſt by ſudden ſurpriſe 
Love ſhould tingle in every vein ; 
Take a ſhepherd for life. 
And when once you're a wiſe, 
You ſafely may trifle Again. 
Molly ſmiling reply'd, 
Ee 'n foon 2 bride : 
Old Roger has gold in his cheſt, 


L 
| Who follows all ladies of pleaſure, 


| 


= 
, 
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put 1 thought a'l you wives 
Choſe a man for your lives 


And trifled no more with the re, 


MOLLY MOG : 
on, TUE 
FAIR MAID OF THE INV. 
A BALLAD. 


8 As my uncle, I pray you diſcover 
What hath been the cauſe of your woes; 


__ | Why, you pine and you whine like a lover! 


l have ſeen Molly Mog of the Roſe. 


O n-phew ! your grief is but folly, 


In town you may find better prog; 


Half a crown there will get you a Molly, 


A Molly much betrer chan Mog. 


| 1 know that ty wits tis recited a 


That women are beſt at a clog; 
But I am not to eaſily frigkted 
From loving of ſweet Molly Mog. 


The ſchool boy's deſire is a play-day; 
The ſchool-maſter's joy is to flog: 


The milk. maid s delight is on may- day; 


But mine is on ſweet Molly Mog 


Will. a- wiſp leads the traveller gadd ing 
Through ditch, and through quagmire, and 


bog 3 
{ But no light can ſet me a-madding 


Like the eyes of my ſweet Molly Mog. 5 


| For guineas in other mens' breechcs 


| 


£ All the ſex cannot 
; . | | fee! Im in love to diſtraction, 


Your gameſters will palm and will cog; 
But [ envy them none of their riches, 
So I may win ſweet Molly Mog. 


The heart when half wounded is changing, 


It here and there leaps like a frog ; 3 
But my heart can never be ranging, 
Tis fo ſix d upon ſweet Molly Mog. 


In pleaſure is thought but a hog; 
give ſo good . 
Of joys, as my tweet Molly Mog. 


My ſenſes all loſt in a ſog; 


| | And nothing can give ſatisfaction 


But thinking of ſweet Molly Mage 


| A letter when | am inditing, 


Comes Cupid and gives me a jog, 


and 1 fill all the paper with writing 


Cf nothing but ſweet Molly Mog. 


8 If I would not give up the three Graces, 


I wiſh | were hang d like a doe, 
And at court all the drawing · loom ſaces, 
For a glance of my ſweet Moliy Mog. 


Thoſe faces want nature and ſpirit, 
And ſeem as cut out of a log: 
Juno, Venus, and Pallas's merit, 


Unite in my ſwerrt Moll _ | 
7 7 ; Thot 


F-: Admir'd her roſe, and ys ſuas farde, 
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Thoſe who toaſt all the Family Royal, 
In bumpers of Hogan and Nog, 
Have hearts not more true or more loyal 
Than mine to my ſweet Molly og. 
Were Virgil alive with his Phyllis, 
And writing another Eclogue ; 
Both his Phyliis and fair Amaryllis 
He'd give up for ſweet Molly Mog. 


When ſhe ſmiles on each gueſt, like her Ion; 
Then jealouty ſets me agop; 


To be ſure ſhe's a bit lor the Vicar, 
Ad fol ſhall loſe Molly Mog. 


BALLAD. 
F all the girls that e'er were ſeen, 
There's none ſo finc as Nelly, 
For charming ſace, and ſhape, and mien, 
ED And what's not fit to tell ye; 
| Oh! the turn'd neck, and ſmooth white rin, 
DO lovely deareſt Nelly ! | 
For many a ſwain it well had been 
_ Had ſhe ne er bcen at Calai- 
For when as Nelly came to France 
Invited by her couſins), 
Acroſs the Tuilleries each glance 
Kill'd Freachmen by whole dozens, 
1 he king, as he at dinner ſat, 
Did becken to his huſſar, 
And bid him bring his tabby cat, 
For charining Nell to buſs her. 


The ladies were with rage provok 4. 
Io fee her ſo reipected: 
The men look'd arch, as Nelly trok' d, 
And puſs her tail erected. 
Dut not a man did look <raploy, 
Except on pretty Nelly 
Ihen laid the Duke de 88 
« Ah! qu'elle eſt bien jolie!“ 


But who's that great Philoſopher, 
That carcfully looks at her? 

By his concern it ſhould appear, 

Ihe fair-one is his daughter. 

| Ja foy ! (quoth then a courtier * 

le on his child does leer too; 

I wiſh he has no mind to try _ 
What ſome papa's will here do. 


The courtiers all, with one accord, | 
Broke out in Nelly's praiſes, 


(Which are your termes Francoifes , 
Then might you ſee a painted ring 

Ol dames that ſtood by Nelly ; 
She like the pride of all te Spring, 
And they, like Fleurs de Palais. 


In Marli's gardens, and St. Clou, 
I faw this charming Nelly, 
Where ſhameleſs Nympts, expos'd to view, 

Staad naked in each alle = 

But Venus had a brazen face 

Both at Verlailles and Mendon, 
Or elſe the had reſign'c her place, 
And lest the Kone thc Rood on. 


Were Nehy's figare mounted there, 
| *T would put down all th' Italian: 
Lord ! how thoſe toreigners would ſtare 

Bur | ſhould turn Pygmalion : 

| For, ſpite of lips, and eyes, and mien, 

Me nothing can delight fo, 

As does thut part that lies between 
Her 2 ns her — 


1 BALLAD, 


ON QUADRILLE. 


| Wan as corruption hence did go, 
nd left the nation free 
| When Ay laid ay, and No ſaid no, 
Without or place or fee ; 
Then Satan, thinking things went ill, 
Sent forth his ſpirit cail'd Quadrille. 


" Quadrilie, Quadrille, &c. 


Kinga, queens, and knaves, made up Eis pack, 


| And four fair ſuits he wore ; 


His troops they were with red and black 
All blotch'd and ſpotted oer; | 


| And every houſe, go where you will, 
Is haunted by this imp Quadrille, dec. 


Sure cards he has for every thing, 
Which well court- cards they name, 


| And, ſtateſmen-like, calls in the king, 


Io help out a bad game; 
Zut. if the partie manage in. 


I Yae king is forc'd to loſe Codille, ** 


| When two and two were met of old, 
Though they ne'er meant to marry, 


2 They were in Cupid's books enroll'd, 


And call d a Partie Quarree; 
| But now, meet when and where you will, 
A Pariie Quarrẽ: is Quadrille, &c. 


The commoner, ang knight, aud * 


| | Men of all ranks ind fame. 
0 Leave to their wires the only care 
Io propogate their name; 


And well that duty they ſulfll. 
ö When the good huſband's at Quadrilie, ke. 


| When patieuts lie in piteous caſe, 
In comes th" Apothecary; 5 
And to the Doctor cries, Alas! 

| Non debes Quadrillare: | 

| The patient dies without a pill : 


| For why ? the Doctor's at Quadrille, Kc. | 


Should France and Spain again grow en, 


The Muſcovite grow louder; 
Britain, to curb her neighbaurs proud, 


Would want both ball and powder; 
Muſt want both ſword and gun to kill: 
For why? the General's at Quadrille, &c. 


The King of late drew forth his ſword 
(Thank God twas not in wrath), 

And made, of many a 'iquire and ford, 
An unwaſh'd Kuight of Bath: 

What are their feats of arms and in? 

They're but nine parties at . drxille, &c. 


L 6 F . A party 
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A party late at Cambray met, 
Which drew all Europe s eyes; 
*T was call'd in Poſt-Boy and Gazette 
The Quadruple Allies ; 
But fomebody took ſomething ill, 
So broke this party at Quadrille, &c. 
And now God fave this noble realm, 
And God ſave eke Hanover; 
And God fave thoſe who hold the helm, 
When as the King goes over; 
But let the King go where he will, 


His ſubje@s muſt phy at 2 


zadrille, Quadrille, &c. 


A NEW SONG 


OF NEW SIMILES. 


Y paſſion is as muſtard fzong; 
M | fir all ſober ſad; 
| Prutk as a piper all day long, 
Or like a March-hare mad. 
Round as a hoop the bumpers flow ; 

1 drink, yet can't forget her: 
For, though as Crunk as David's ſow, 
l love her ſtill the better. 

Pert as a pear-monger 1'd be, 
If Molly were but kind; 
Cool as a cucumber, could fee 

The reſt of womankine. 

Like a ſtuck-pig I gaping ſtare, 

And eye her o'er anc o'er; | 
Lear as a rake with ſighs and care, 

Sleek as a mouſe before | 

Plump as a partridge was l known, 
And ſoſt as filk my ſkin, 

My checks as tat as butter grown; | 
But as a groat how thin! 
1, melancholy as a cat, | 
em kept awake to weep; 
But the, jaſenſible of that, 


8 Scund as a top can ſleep. 


Hard is her heart as flint or ſtone, 
| She laughsto ſee me pale; 

| And merry as a grig is grown, 

And briſk a» bottled-ale. 

The God of Love at her approach 
Is buſy as a bee; 

Hearts, ſound as any bell or roach, 
Are ſmit and ſigh like me. 
| Ay me ! as thick as hops or hail, 

Ihe fine men crowd about her; 

Bur ſoon as dead as a door nail 
Shall I be, if without her. 
Straight as my leg her ſhape appears; 

O were we join'd together ! 
| My heart would be ſcot- free from cares, 
And liglter than a fcather. 


As fine as iive-pence is her mien, 
No drum was zver tighter ; 
Her glan« c is as the razor keen, 
And not the fu! is brighter. 


| Sure as a gun, mne II drop a tear, | 


| As ſoft as pap her kiſſes are, 
Methirks I caſte them yet; 

| Brown as a berry is her hair. 

Her eyes as black as jet: 

As ſmooth as glaſs, as white as curds, 
Her pretty hand invites; | 

{ Sharp as a necd'e are her words; 

| Her wit, like pepper, bites : 

| Briſk as a body-touſe ſne trips, 

Clean as a penny dreſt; 

| Sweet as a toſe her breath and lips, 

{ Round as the globe her breaſt, 
Full as an egg was | with glee; 

And happy as a king. 

Cood Lord! how all men envy'd n me! 
She lov'd like any thing. 


| But, falſc as hell! the, like the wind, 
Chang'd, as her ſex muſt do; 


E Though ſeeming as the tur. le kind, 


And like the goſpel true. 
If I and Molly could agree, 


Let who would take Peru! 


Great as an emperor ſhould 1 be, 


And richer than a Jew. 


Till you grow tender as a chick, 
I'm dull as apy poſt ; 

Let us, like burs, together ſtick, 
And warm as any toaſt. 


= Tenne me treer than © oye, 


And wiſh me becter ſped ; 
Flat as a flounder when 1 le, 
And as a herring dead. 


nd ſigh perhaps, and wiſh, 


When | am -otten as 3 pear, 


| „ fiſh. 


— 


E NEWGATES GARLAND: 


_ BE;NG 5 
4 NEW EALLAD, 
| _ SHEWING 


”_ | How Mr. JonaTRAN WiLp's dont was cut 
| from Car w Ew with a Penkniſe, by Vr. 


Brax, alias BrvesxIN, the Beld Fighway- 


ro che Tune of The Cut-pueſe.” 


1 v. gallants of Newgate, whoſe Singers. are 


nice, 


tm diving in pockets, or cogying of dice; 


Ye ſharpers ſo rich who can buy off the nooſe; 
Le honeſter poor rogues, who die in your ſhoes; 
Attend and draw near, 

| Good news you ſhall hear, | 
How — throa: was cut from ear to 


How Blue-ſkin' s ſharp penkniſe hath ſet you 4 


cale, 
Aud every man round me may rob, if he pleaſe. 
ry When 


man, as he ſtood at his Trial at the Oo Bat 5 


wo 


| Asy t only vercure to ſteal from the altar: 


Love uncotroul'd ! inüpid, poor delight 
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When to the Old- Bailey this Blue - ſæ in was led, 
He hald up his band, his indictment was read, 
Loud rattled his chain near him Jonathan ſtood, 
For full forty pounds was the price of his blood. 

Then, hopeleſs of life, | 

H. drew his peukniſe, 

Aud made a ſad widow of Jonathan's wife. 

Bat forty pounds paid her, her gricf ſhall appeaſe, | 


And every man round me muy rob, if he pleaſe, 
Some ſay there are courtiers of higheſt renown, 


Who ſteal the King's gold, and leave him but a 


| Some 12 there are peers, and ſome parliament- 


Wen, 
Who mæet once a year, to rod courtiers again: 
Let them ali take their ſwing, 
To village the King, 
Aud get a biue cibbon inſtead of : 2 firing: 
Now Bl: e- ſain's ſharp penkuife hath ſet you at 
Cal, 


And every man round me may rob, if he pleaſe. 


Knaves of old, to hide guilt by their cunning in- 


ventions, 


Call'd briberies grants, and plain robberies pen- 


ſions; 
Phyſicians and lawyers (who take their degrees 
To be learned — ca ld their fees: 
Since this happy day, 
Now every man may 


Rob (a ſaſe as in office) upon the highway. 


For Blue-fcin's ſharp penkniſe hath ſet you at 


eaſe, 


5 And every man round me may rob, if he pleaſe. 


Some cheat in the cuſtoms, ſome rob the exciſe, 
But i.e who robs both is eſteemed mot wile. 


Church werdens, too prudent to hazard the hal- 


ter, 


But now to get gold, 

They may be more bold, 

And rob on the highway, ſince Jonathan's 5 
r 


For Blue ſcin's ſharp penkniſe hath ſet you at 


eaſe, 


—— man round me * =, if . 


MISCELLANIES. 
' PROLOGUE, 


DION. 


Tone was a time . were thoſe * re- 


newge !) 


Fre 3 had woman's ; will ſubdued ; 


Then nature rul'd ; and Love devoid of art, 
Spoke the conſenting language of the heart. 


*Tis the reſtraint that whets our appetite. 
Behold the beaſts who range the foreſts free ; 
Beliold the birds who fly from tree to tree; 
In their amours ſee Nature's power appear 


and do they love ! Mes- one month in the year. 


| Were theſe the pleaſures of the golden reign ? 
And did free nature thus inilruct the ſwain ? 
lenvy not, ye nymphs, your atnorous bowers : 
Such harmlels ſwains —l'm e'en coutent with 
| Ours, 

But yet there's Comething in theſe ſylvan ſcenes, 
That tells out fancy what the lover means. 


Is there a heart chat does not beat with love ? 
To- night we treat you With ſuch country-fare : 
| Then 3 your lover's ſake our author ſpare. 


| elowns, 

But the ioft ſhepherds of Arcadia's downs. 
hen Paris on the thre his judgment paſe'd, 

hope, you'll own the ſhepherd ſhew l his taſte ; 


ty, 

N ho made the n Caliſto break her duty: : 

Then was the country-nymph no aukward | 

See what ſtrange revolutions time can bring 
Vet till methinks an author's fate I dread, 

Were it not ſafer beaten paths to tread 

| Of Tragedy; than o'er wide heaths to ſtray, 

And iecking ſtrange adventures loſe his way ? 

No trumpet's claygor makes his heroine ſtart, 

And tears the ſoldicr from her bl:eding heart. 


Without the witneſs of a hundred guards 


| He has 1 no ; battle. no loud drum to wake ve. 


er ſpare him, a he gives you ſomething nw | 


* 0 CONTBMPLATION | oN 


NIGHT. 


| 


P 


(tray, 

or my glad eyes enjoy revolving day, 5 
Still nature's various face informs my ſenſe, 
Of an all-wiſe, all-powerſul Providence. 


| When the gay ſun firſt breaks the ſhades of - 


night, 


7; | And ar ke. the diſtant eaſtern hills with licht, 


Colour returns, the plaiastheir livery wear, 


Ne! I And à bright verdure clothes the ſmilir g year: 
DESIGNED rok Tux PASTORAL TRAGEDY or 


The blooming flowers with opening beauties glow, 
und grazing flocks their milky flceces : M; 
The barren cliffs with cnaiky fronts ariſe, 

And a pure azure arches o'er the ſkies. 

But, when the gioomy reign of Night returns, 
Stript of her fading pride all nature mourns : 
The trees no more their wonted verdure boaſt, 


but weep in dewy tears their beauty loſt : 
| No dittant landſcips draw our curious eyes; 


Wrapt in Night” robe the whole creation lies. 


land, | 
We view the traces of th* Almighty hand ; 
Un | Afi:lions 


Name but the moſſy bank, and moon- light grove, 


He draws no Hemfkirk boors, or — 


And Jove, all know, was a good judge of beau- 


He, fooliſh bard ! nor pomp nor ſhow regards. 
3 yows.—If Dep ſhould take - 


What no «bar ſhilrs ? there's danger in't, tis 


-HETHER amid the gloom of nicht 1 


Vet ſtill, e'en now, while darkneſs clothes the 


31% 


Million: of ſtars in keaven's wide vault appear, 
And with new ylories hanzs the boundleſs ſphere : 
The ſilver moon her weſtern conch forſakes, 
And o'er the fries her nightly circle makes; 
Ker ſolid globe beats back the ſunny rays, 

Aud to the world her borrow'd light repays. 


Wh-thet thoſe ſtars, that twinkiing luſtre ſend, 


Are ſans, and rolling worlds thoſe ſuns attend, 
Man may conjecture, aud new ſchemes declare; 
Yet all his fyſtzms but conjectures are. 

But this we know, that heaven's eternal King, 
Who bade this univerſe from nothing ſpring, 
Can at his word bid numerous worlds appear, 


And riſing worlds th' all-powerful word Ra F 


hear. 


When to the weſtern main the ſun deſcends, 

To other lands a riſing day he lends ; 
Ihe ſpreading dawn another ſnepier1 ſpies, 
The wakefnl flocks from their warm ſolds ariſe ; 
Reſreſh'd, the peaſant ſeeks his cazly toil, 
And bids the plough correct the fallow foil. 
White we in ſleep's embraces waſte the night, 
The climes oppos d enjoy meridian light: | 
And when thoſe lands the buſy ſun forſakes, 
Wich us again the roſy morning wakes ; 
In lazy fleep the night rolls ſwilt away, 

And neither clime laments his abſent ray. 


When the pure ſoul is from the body flown, 


No more ſhall Night's alternate reign be known ; | 


The ſun no more ſhall rolling light beſtow, 


| Than empty, tranſient, fub/unary joy 
The ſtars ſhall drop. the ſun ſhail loſe his france; 
But thou, O GUD, for ever thine the ſame, 


A THOUGHT ON ETERNITY. 


RE the foundations of the world were nid, 
| Ere kindling light th” almighty word obey d, 
Thou wert; and when the ſubterrancous flame 
Shall burſt its priſon, and devour this frame, 

| From angry heaven when the keen lightning flies, 
When fervent heat diſſolves the melting ikies, 
Thou ill ſhalt be; ſtill as thou wert before, 
And — no change, when Time mall be no 


O end — ts ! divine Fternity ! 5 
Th' immortal foul ſhares but a part of thee ; 3 
For thou were preſent when our liſe began, 


When the warm duſt ſhort up in breathing man. | 


Ah! What is life ? with ills encompaſs'd round 
Amidſt our hopes, Fate ſtrikes the ſudden wound: 
Ta day the ſtateſman of new honour dreams, 


| To-morrow Death deſtroys his airy ſchemes; x! 


Ia meuldy treaſure in thy cheſt confin d? 


Think all that treaſure thou muſt leave behind; 


hy heir with ſmiles ſhail view thy blazon'd | 
s hearic, 

And all thy hoards wit laviſh hand di: perſe. 
$lou!d certain ſate th' impending blow delay, 
_ Thy mirch will ficken, and thy bloom decay; 


But from th Almighty ſtreams of glory flvuw. 
Oh, may ſome nobler thought my foul Hs 


m 


—_ 


| 


en * 9 
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Then feeble age will all thy nerves diſarm, 
No more thy blood its narrow channels warm. 
Who then would wiſh to ſtretch this narrow ſpan, 
To ſuffer life beyond the date of man ? 

The virtuous foul purſu.s a vob'er aim, 
And life regards but as a fleetiug dream: 
She longs to wake, and wilhes to get free, 
To launch ſrom earth into eternity 


For, while the boundleſs theme exten Is our 
thought, 


| c 


; | . — 


AN 


EPIGCRAMMAT ICALEX POSTULATION. | 


ROM Mohock and from Hawkubite, 
Good Lord, deliver me; 


Who wander through the ſtreets by night, 


Committing cruelty. 


| They Nath our fons with bloody — 


And on our daughters ſall; 


And if they raviſn not our wives, 


We have good luck withal. 


Coaches and chairs they overturn, 
Nay carts muſt eaſily : 
Therefore from Gor, and eke 
Good Lord, deliver me 


| | EPITAPH or BYE-WORDS. 


ERE lies a round woman, who thought © 
| m.ghty od | 
| Every weed the &'er heard in this church about | 
Gad. 
70 convince her of God, the good Dean did en- 
dearour, 
Bur ſtill in her heart ſhe h-1d Natur: wore clev- r. 
| Though he talk d much of virtac, her head always 
run 
VU pon ſomething or other, ſhe ſound better fun. 
For the dame, by her {kill in affiirs altronomical, 
Imagm'd, to live in the elouds was but comical. 


li this world, the deipis'd every foul ſhe met 


here, 


nd now ſhe's in tt other, the thinks i bare. 


MY OWN EPITAPH. 


IFE is a jeſt, and all things ſhow it; 
I thought ſo once, but now | know it. 


A MOTTO, : 
FOR TUE OPERA OF MUTIUS <CTVOLA, 
V HO here blames words, or verſes, ſongs, or 


ſingers, 
Like Mutius Sc vola will burn his fingers. 


_ WINE. 
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WIN X. 
A POEM, 


% Nulla placere diu. ne vivere carmina poſſunt, 
| n Quz ſcribuntur aquæ potoribus.”” 


© happineſs terreftrial, and the ſource 
Wnence human pleaſures flow, ſiug, hea- 
venly Muſe ; 
Of ſp-rkl.ny juices, of th enliv-ning grape. 
Wh. ſe quickening taſte adds vigour to the ſoul, 
Whole tovirwign power revives decaying Nature. 


And thaws the frozen blood of hoary 75 6 
A kindly warmth diffuling ,—youthful 

Bild his dim ey s, and paint with ruddy ho 

His wrink led viſage, ohaſtly wan before: 

Cordial reſtorative to mottal man. 10 


Vith copious hand by b, unteous gods beſtow d 
Bacchus divine, aid my adveuturous ſong, 

Tbut with no middle flight intends to Joar., 

Infpir'd, ſublime, on Pegaſean wing, | 

= By thee upborne I draw Mittonic air. 


. 
When fumy vapours clog our loaded brows 


With furrow'd trowns; when ſtupid, — | 


3 eyes, 

Th' external ſymptoms of remorſe within, 
Expreſs our vrieſ; or when in ſullen dumps, 
With head i cumbent on expanded palm, 
Mopiag we fit, in ſilent wrrow-drown'd : 
Whether inveigling Hymen has trepann'd 
Th' unwary youth, and tied the Gordian knot 
Of jangling wedlock not to be difloly'd 1 
Worry d all day by loud Xantippe's din, 23 
Who fails not to ex alt him to the ſtars, 
Aud fix him there among the branched crew 
_ (laurus, and / ries, and Capricorn, 

The great: it monſters of the Zodiac) ; | 

Or for the lots of anxious worldly pelf, 1 
Or Cwlia' icoruwul Nights. and cold diſdain, 
Which check'd his amorous flame with * 
8 ulſe; 

The a event» that mortals can hefall: 

By cares di prels'd, in perfive ly piſh mood, 
Wich ſloweſt pace the tedious minutes roll. 26 
Thy charming fight, but much mote charming 
e _ 

New te incites, and warms our r chilly blood. 
Straight with pert looks we Faiſc our drooping 
. ſronts. | 
And pour in «<:yſtal pure, thy pur: r juice ; 3 
With cheerfu. countenance and itcady band av 
_ Raiſe ic lip-h1}1, then fix the ſpacious rim | 
Je the expecting mouth ;—with grateful raſte, 
The chving wine glides ſwift iy o'er the tongue 
The circling blooc with quick.r motion flies 
Such i» thy powerful influence, thou ſtraight 45 
_ Dispell'tt thoſe clouds, that, louring dark, oY 
clips d 

The wh: 2 g'ories of the eladlome face ; 


While dinzpied cheeks, and tparkling, F dds 


eycs, 

Thy 4 no virtu: 5 and thy worth proclaim. 

So uiſts and exhalatiuns thor arile, 

Freon bills, or Steamy lake, duſty or orey, 

Prevail; till Thæbas ſheds Trramai rays, 
Vor. * II. 


oy 


— — 


| With yazing pleaſure and attvniſhment 


| UnparalleV'd ; with e!-quence profound, 


| 
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And e cd ſhining gold z 


Unable to rv1:ſt the foggy dawps, 

F hat vei'd the ſurface of the verfant fie'ds, 55 
At the god's penetrating beams dijperſe; 

Che earth again in former beauty imiies, 


| 'n gaudieſt hvery dreſt, all gay and clear. 


When diſappointed Strephon meets repulſe, 
5coft dat, deſpis'd. in mejancholic mond, 


bo 


| jJoylefs he waſtes in ſighs the l. zy hours ; 


ill, reinforc'd by thy molt pntent aid, 


He Reems the breach. and wins the beauteons 


fort. 


To pay thee homage, and rec-ive thy ble ſüng. 
The Britiſh icaman quits his uative ſhore, 6g 


NG ventures through the track leis. deep #byſs, 


| Plowing the ocean, while the upheav' d oak, 


With beaked prow, rides tilting 0 cr the 


waves; 


| | Shock'd by rempeſtuous j jarring winds, me rolls 


In dangers imminent, till ſhe arrives 


70 
At thoſe beſt climes thou favour & with thy * 


fence. 
Whether at Lufcania s ſultry coalt, 
Or lofty 'Teneriffc, Falm1, Ferro, 
Provence, or at the Celtiberian ſhores; 


75 
At Paradiſe ( feat of our ancient fire) fi 
He thinks hiruſe lf arriv'd ; the purple grapes, 
In large. ft cluſtcrs pendant, grace the vines 


| Innumcrous : in fields groteſque and wild 


They with implicit cur's the oak entwine, 


And load with fruit divine his foreading hovghs ; 


Sight moſt delic.ous ' not an irkſume thou_ht, 
Or of leſt native iſle, or abjent friends, 


Or d ar: it wife, or tender fucking debe, 


| His kindly-treacherous memory now pr ſents; 
The jovial God has elt uo rovm for cares. 46, 


Celeſtial liquor ! thou that didſt inſpire 
Maro and blaccus, and che Grecian, bard, 
With lofty numbers, and heroic ſtrains 


and arguments cor victive, didit enforce 
Fam'd Lully, and Demoſti.ears renown'd; 
Ennius, firſt fan'd in Latin long, in vain 


Drew Heliconian ftreams ungrateful whet : 


Fo jaded *tutc, and oft', with van attempt, 98 
Heroic acts, in flagging nun. bers dull 

Wuh pains effay'd; but, abject Itill and low, 
W Wa reach 


| he mighty theme, till, iron the purple 1 


Of bright Luuzan fire, her barcen Gruught 10 
He auench'd, and with wfpiring ncetaruu- june 
Her Groupiny ſpirits cucer d; ;—alofc the tawers, 
Borue va it: Peus- au aint (+ et“ tlarms, 
And trophies won, #7 zoltictt rumbers hugs. 
lis chou the hero's brexft to martial acts, 106 
Ard reſolution bold, aud arduur brave, : 
Excit'ſt, thou checkt. in;riorious, liling caf:, 
And lluggiſh minds with g-uerous> fires 1.14. 1. 


O thou, that firit my quictcn'4 foul didſt warm, 


3titl with thy aid affilt me, chat thy jprauc, 110 


ty univerſal fway o cr all che ward, 
In everiuiting uumbers, like the theme, | 
1 _ tecot d, aud uus =y match le ia worth. 


2 2 


Hag 
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Had the Oxonian bard th praiſe rehears'd, 
His Muſe had ret retain'd her wonted height; 
Ench as of late o er Blenheim's fields ſhe ſoar'd 

Aerial: vow in Ariconian bogs 
She lies inglorions floundering, like her theme 
Langnid à d faint, and on damp wing, im- 
merg d 
In acid juice in vain attempts to riſe. 120 
With what ſublimeſt joy rom noiſy town, 
At rural ſeat, Lucretclus retir'd : 
Flaccus, untainted by perpiexiny cares, 
Where the white poplar. and the ty pine, 
Join neighhouring houghs, tweet hoſpitable ſhade 
Creating, from Phebean rays ſecure, 126 
A cool retreat, with few well- choſen friends, 
On flewery mead recumbent ſpent te hours 
In mirth innocuous, and alternate v rſe 
With roſcs interwoven, poplar wreaths 130 
Their temples bind, dreſs of ſylveſtrian gods! 
Choiceſt nectarean juice crown'd largeſt bowls, 
Aud overlock'd the brim, aljuring fight, 
Of fragrant ſcent, attractive, .taile divine 1 
M hether from Formian-grope depreſs'd, Fa- 
5 lern, 135 
or Setin, Mcfic, Gauran, or Sabine, 
| Leſbian or Cæcuban, the cheering bowl 
| Hov'd brifſk'y round, and ſpurr d their heigh- 
= ten'd wit 
To fng Macenas' praiſe, their patron kind. 
But we not us our priſtine ſires repair 240 


| 8 T- 1 n grot or vale ; but, whey the ſun | 


FPaintly from "weſtern ſkies his rays oblique 
Darts floping, and to ' hetis' watery lap 
_ Hitſtens in prone career, with friends fel. a 
Sv ittly we hie to Devil “, young or old, 145 
Jocurè and boon, where at the entrance ſtands 
. A tirip.ing, who with ſcrapes ane humw cringe 
Crcet us in winning perch: and accent bland ; 
Wisi in-htet bound, and iafe, unerring ſtep, 
He #.jps before, and v imbly cli: ubs the ſtairs: 
Ni. nipus thus, panting with lolling rongur, 
And wogeing tai! , gambols, and {r:tk« before. 
His ſcquent lord, from peniive walk return'd, 
Whether in ſhady wood, or paſture green, 
und waits his coming at the well known gate.— | 
Nigh to the ftairs' aſcent, in regal port, 150 
Sits a m jeſtic dame, whoſe locks renounce - 
Command and ſovereignty; with hauyhty air, 
And F296 mien, in ſemi- circular throne 
Fnclos'd, ſhe deals around her dreid commands; 
Behind ber © izzzling fiebr!) in order rang'd, 
Pile abov pile, cryſtalli: e veſſels thine; 163 
Attendant flives with aer ſtrides advance, 
And, al er homaye paid baw] out ajoud 


Words unintelligible, noiſe conſus d: 165 


| She knows the jargon ſouude, and * deſ- 
; cribes, | | 
In characters my fierious, words obſcure; 

More lexible re algebraic ſigns. 

Or myſtic figures by ma. ictans drawn, 


When they invoke th” infernal fpirits aid. 170 | 


Dre bene the rude and barbarous diſſonance 
Of ſavage Ihracians, and Croatian boors; 


* The — Temple-bar, — 
by his friends. 
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The loud Centaurian broils with Lapithz 

Sound harſh and prating to Lenwan god; 

Chaſe brutal feuds of Belgian ſkippers hence 173 

( +mid their cups, whoſe innate ten. her's ſhewn), 

In clumſy fiſt wielding ſeymmetrian knife, 

' Who flaſh each other's eyes and biubber'd face, 
Proſaning Bacchana!ian, folemn rites; 

Muſic a harmonious numbers better ſuit 180 
His feſtivals. from in{truments or voice, 

Or Gaſperini s hand the trembling ſtriug 


Or wart ling Vott's far more melodious tongue, 
; Sweer ſymphonies ſhould flow. the Delian god 


For airy Bacchus is allociate mecc. 186 


| de ſtaire aſcent now gair.'d, our guide unbars 
| The door of ſpacious room, and ereeking chairs 
To ear offenſive; round the table tets. 

We fit, when thus his florid ipeech begins: 190 


taſte, 

| © Cham aign, or Bu- ur dy, or Florence pure, 
or Hock antique, or Liſbon new or old, 

+ Bourdeaux er neat French wine, or Xlicant.“ 
For Bourdeaux we with voice unanimous 195 
Declare ſuch iympathy's in boon compeers) 

| He quits the room alert, but ſoon returns; 
One hand c.pacous glitt ring veſſels bears 

Rei lendont; t other, with a graſp ſecure, 

A h tile (mighty charge ) upitad, full-fraughe 
With govely wire. He, with extended hand 201 
Rais 1igh pours forth bis ſanguine frothy j — 
Oerip read with bubbles, diſſipated ſoon: 


An glor:ous :\naa's health, the firit, the beſt, 
Ons the full gla's . —at her inſpiring name, 

2 ſprightly wine reſults. and ſeems to ſmile; 
wich hearty zeal, and with unanimous, 


| Her ©.caith we urink, and in her health our on. | 


A pauſe enſues , and now with yrateful chat 
\W* improve the interval; and joyous mirth 
 En.ages our rais'd ſouls, pat repartee, 

Or witty ke, our airy ſenſes moves 
[o pleaſant laughter; ſtraight the echoing room 


With univerſal peals and ſhouts reſound. 216 


Che roya Dane. bleſt conſort of the queen, 
Next crowns the ruby'd nectar, all whole bliſs 
In Anna's placed: with ſympathetic flame, 


Like the kind turtle's pure untainted love, 
Centre in him, who ſhares the grateivl hearts 
Of loyal ſubjects with his ſovereign queen; 


3 | For, by his pru-'ent care, united ſhores: 


| Were lav'd from h: ſtile fleets iuviſien dire. | 225 


- | p aits 
Fame's clarion ſounds ; ſreſh laurels, | dans 


new, 


[We with, like thoſe he won at Hochſtet's field. 


Next Devonſhire illuſtrious, who from race 
Of nobleſt patriots ſprung, whoſe worthy ſoul 


Thac ſaone in his moſt worthy anceſtors: 


For then di Ainct in ſeparate breaſt were ſeen 


Prudent 


1 Virtues diſtinct, but all in him unite. 


Should touch; ; or from the dulcet Tuican dames, 


Name, Sirs, the wine that moſt invites your 


e fir i. ht to arms r. pair, experienc'd chiefs; 
No v glaſſas claſh with glaſſe< (charming ſound ) 55 


nd mutual cndearments, all her joys. 220 


The hero Marlborough next, whoſe vaſt ex- 


Is with cach ſair and virtuous gift adorn'd. 231 


FW, TT” HY  * 


nt 


In whom conſpicuous, with ſull luitre, ſhine 


Of rand table, faro'd in old rr cords, | 
Now moſt vie frem'd—iuch is the power of 


Has halt her race perfe md; now ail abroad 
bs huſu'd and ent, nor the ruubimg noiſe 
Is hiatd— but univerſal ſilence r: ins: 
When we in merry plight, airy and gay | 
Surg ris'd to fire the hours fo fr. iftly fl, . 
Wit haſt u knock, or twang of peucent cord. 
Arm te drowiy youth from ſſumbering nod; 


Erronrous. and with buſy kUu¹ẽ,jœi pics 
Hi, yet cluvg eye-lids. and wien taggering rect | 


When w- with liberal hand tie ſcore diſcharge, 


Vnerc ing ite.crs, of cares and coin bereft. 


| QOON as Glumdaldlitch mile d ber pleafing 


No Britiſh miſs ſincerer grief has known, 
Her ſquirrel miſling, or her ſparrow flown. 
| She furl'd her ſampler, and haul'd-in her thread, 


| Then ſpread her hands. and with a bounce let fall 


to Pope, and the Lillipztian Ode to Arbathuot. 


GaY's 
Prudent Godolphin, of the nation's weal 235 
Frugal but free and &-nerous of 41; ow", 


Next crowns the howl ; with faithful Sunderland 


And Falitax, the \viuſcs darling ſon, 


Tac ſuceſt judgment and the brighteſt vit, 240 
Hin'elf Mzcenas and a Flaccus too 
And all the worthies of the Britiſh realm, 


The Tulcet wine with a more charming guſt. 
Now euch his miſtreſs toaſts, by whoſe brig *: 
eye | 245 
He's fir d; Coſm-lia fair, or Dulcibel!*, 
Or Sylvia. comet» black, with jetty eyes 
Piercing; or airy Czlia, fprivhtly maid !— 
Injfentib'y thus flow unnumbet'd hours; | 
Gloſs tucreeds glaſs, till the Ui can god 250 
Shines in our eyes, and with his ſulgent rays 
Eviightens our glad looks with love y dye; 
Al! blithe an.! jay. that, like Arthur's kuli hts, 


*. INE. 3 8 255 
Thus we the winged hours in harmlels mirth 
And joys unlully'd pais, till Lumid ni. 1.1 


Of coach or cart, or troky link-boy's call, | 260 


Startled he flies and ftumbl: s-0'er the ittairs 66 


Int r. cor.:ns'd, and muttering afſt- our wil's ; 


Ad kuricward each tis courtc with tt ady ſtep 


— 0 : 


THE | 


LAMENTATION of GLUMDAL- | 


_ CLITCH for the Loſs of 
Cm.. 
A PASTORAL 


care, 


She wept, ſhe blubber'd, and the tore her hair. 


And ſtuck her needle into Grildrig's bed; 6 


Her baby, like the giant in Guildhall. OD 
peals of thunder now the roars, and now 
She gently whimpers like a lowing cow: 10 

Yet lovely in her ſorrow {till appears; 
Her locks diſhevel'd, and her Hood of tears, 


* In Faulkener's edition this poem is aſcribed 


POE Ms. 37 5 

Seem like th / lofty barn of ſome rich ſwain, 

When from the thateh drips fat a hower of rain. 
In voin [he lc rch'd-uch cr nny of the houſe, 


| Each gaping chink imperviou> to a mouſe. 16 


Was it for this ſh- cry'4) with daily care 
Within thy reach | gt the vinzgar; 
« ind Pd th> cre vith . acid tide, 


| Whiic bepper water vor 1's chy bait fupply'd, 
m order rang d, ſurceed; ſuch heal hs as tinzc | ** Vere tuin tie filver cel aronnd thy hock, 


** And at: th: little monſters of the brook ? A 
'© Sure in that {ak- he dropt : My Grilly's 
drow 1. | | 


Jhe ran d the cruet, but ro Grildrig found. 


* V 1 a thy cour ige, rilly vain thy boaſt: 


© But wits crea ures enterprize the mo}. 26 


+ trembiipg, I've feen tuhce dare the kitten's 
0 | 


| © Nay, mix wich chi den as they play'd ar aw 


Nor f ar'd the warbles as : y bounding H ]? 
Marble 10 the,, but roli ig rocks to u 3 
» W'.. iid ! truſt thee v atatt gil} yourh ! 
« Wh-. „om 4 page can ev. tows he truty ? 
© Vere din court tricks, ha monty Lovin Foy 
To fone in.!'s daughter i. d che living toy, 


Or rent hm lub from wem crue! pe, 35 


66 


As children cor thy win s of ff es Au = 
From pc to face ofcr Srohetngnag Us un, 
„ And never will return, of bus thee me 
+ Put who hath eyes to trace the paſſing wind? 
+ How then thy fa. ,ootit-ps can | find? 40 
„ Doſt chew bewilder'd wander a:0ne, | 
++ In the green thi. xet of a moſt] itone 3 | 
25 Or, * bled from the toad Ns lippery 7 


| rune, TE | „ 
„ Perhaps all maim'd lie groeling on the 
ground? | | | 3 


« Doſt thou. mboſom'd iu the ovely roſe. 45 
Or {unk within the peo h's down, repoſe? 
„% Wrthin to- kine cup if thy lin: bs are ipread, = 
Or in the golden covflip's velvet head: 7 


O ſhew me, Flora, midſt thoſe ſweets, the 


flower 


| | 6c Where lleeps my Grildrig in his fragrant bow- 


er 


« Bat ah! I fear thy little fancy roves 1 


On little femules, and on little loves; 

| © : by pigmy children, and thy tiny ſpouſe, 
© The haby-playthings that adoru thy houſe, 
Doors, windows, chimneys, and the ſpacious 


| — 5 
„ Fqual in ſize to cells of honeycombs. 
« Haſt thou for theſe now ventur d from the 

ſhore, | | | 1 


1“ Thy bark a bean-ihell, and a ſtraw thy oar ? 5 


„Or in thy box n.. bounding on the main? 
© Sha'l I ne er bear thyſcif and houle again ? 60 
„And ſhall I ict thte on my hand no more, | 
To ke thee leap che lines, and traverſe o'er 
« My ſpacious palm, of ſtature ſcarce a ſpau, 
& Minmuc the actions of arcal man? 

«® No more behold thee turn my watch's key, 63 
As fcamen at a capſtan anchors weigh? | 
« How waſt thou wont to walk with cautious 


I tread, 


4 A diſh of tea, like milk-pail, on thy head! 
Jagger 4 


376 


% How chaſe the mĩte that bort thy cheeſe away. 

And keep the rolling maggot at a bay! 40 

She faid ; but broken accents ſtopt her voice, 

Bofc as the ſpeaking trumpet's mellow noiſe. 

She ſobb'd a ſtorm, and wip'd her flowing eyes, 

Which ſeem' d like two broad funs in miſty tkies ! 
O! ſquander ot thy gricf; thoſe tears command 

To weep upon our cad in Newfoundland | 

The plenteous pickle ſhall preſerve the fiſh, 
And Europe taſte thy ſarrows in a diſh. 


Ta | 
' QUINBUS FLESTRIN, the MAN. 
_ MOUNT AlN. 
A LIGLIPU TIAN ODE. 
L 
T N amaze Leſt his ſpurn 
Loſt, I gaze. Overturn | 
| Can ye eyes Man and ſtesd.. 
R: ach thy ſize? 1 xoops, take herd! 
May my lays Left and right 
Swell with praiſe, Speed your flight ! 
Worthy thee! | Left an hoſt TS 
Worthy me! Beneath his foot he loſt. 
Muſe, inſpire = III. 
All chy fire! Turn' d aſide 
BVBuards of old From his hide 
Q him told. Safe frum wound 
When they ſaid Darts rebound. 
Atlas head From his noſe 
Propt the ſkies: Clouds he blows; 
; See! and believe your When he ſpeaks, | 
* Thunder breaks! 
| When he eats, 
| _ Famine threats ! 
1 See him ſtride When he drinks, 
FValleys wide ; Neptune ſhrinks ! 
Over woods, Nigh thy car 
Over floods. In mid air, 
When he treads, On thy hand, 
Mountains heads Let me ſtand, 
| Groan and ſhake:  Softu}! ! 


arab, 


N A RECEIPT fo STEWING VEAL. 


rn NOTES BY THE AUTHOR. 


PAKE a knuckle of veal; 

_ You may buy it or ſteal. 
In a few pieces cut it 

In a ſtewing - pan put it, 

Salt, pepper, and mace 

Mluſt ſeaſon this knuckle; 
Then * what's join'd to a piace 

With other herbs muckle; 

That which killed king + Will - 

and what never þ 2 neil. 


* Vuleo, falary. 
| 4 Suppoſed forrel. 


| This is by Dr. Bentley, thought to be time, 
ar thyme. 


| (Harmleſs, merry, free, and gay) 
Dance and ſport the hours away. 


For us the zephyr blows, 


| 


1 |  GALATEA. 


GAY's POEMS, 


Some || fprigs of that hed 
| Where children are bred, 
Which much you will mend, if 
Both ſpinnage and endive, 
And lettuce. and beet, 
With marygold meet. 
Put no water at all; 
For it maketh thins ſmall, 
| Which leſt it ſhould happen, 
A cloſe cover clap an. 
Put this po! of & Wood's metal 
in a hot boilivg kettle, 
An! there et it be 

( Mark the doctrine I teach) 

About let me ſee 


Fkhrice as long as you preach J: 


18 ſkimming the fat off, 


Say grace with your hat off. 
A then ! with wat rapture 
Win it fill dean and chapter ! | 


ä GALATEA, 


A 


© SERENATA. 
THE MUSIC BY MR. HANDEL. 


| PE te. PART THE FIRST. | | 
A rural proſpect, diverſified with rocks, groves, 


and a river. cis and Galatea ſeated by a 
fountain. Chorus of nymphs and ſhepherds, 
diſtributed about the laudſcape; and Po!yphe+ 
mus diſcovered ſitting upon a mountain. | 


# CHORUS. 


THE 8 of the plains! 
Happy nymphs and happy ſwains 


For us diſtils the dew, 
| For us unſolds the roſe, 
And flowers diſplay their hue ; 


For us the winters rain; 

For us the ſummers thine; 
Spring ſwells for us the grain, 5 
2 autumn bleeds the vine. 


RECI "ATIVE. 


[ Ye 1 plains, and woody mountains, 


| Purling ſtreams, and bubbling neat, 
| Ye painted glories of the field, 
| Vain are the pleaſures which you yield; 


Too thin the ſhadow of the grove, 
| . FRY ons | | 
| in = 
1 
Parf N vide Chamberla 
: Of 12 compoſition, fee = Works of the 
Copper-farthing Dean. 
1 q Which we ſuppoſe to be near four boars 


—, % 7X 


| Where ſhall I ſeck the 
Direct the way, kind genius of the mountains: 


Sce how thy flocks in yonder valley ſtray, 


GAY'S 


AIR. 

Huſh, you pretty warbling choir, | 

Your thrilling ſtrains | 
Awake pains, 

And kindle e deſire: 1 
Ceaſe your ſong, and take your ſight; 
Bring back my Acis to my flight. ca | 

We OS A Da Capo. 


AIR 
Acis. 


O tell me it you ſaw my dear; 


Seck: ſhe the groves, or bathes in cryſtal foun- 
Da Cape. 


tans 


' RECITATiVE. 
eee 
Stay, ſhepherd, ſtay! 


What means this melancholy air? 8 
No more thy tuneful pipe we hear. 4 
: „ 

Shepherd, what art thou purſuing, 
Heedleſs running to thy ruin? 


Share our joy, our pleaſure ſhare : 
_ Leave thy pa ſſion till to-morrow ; 


Laments his love, 


| All on the naked ſpray; | va 4 


When he returns, | 
No more ſhe mourns, 
But loves the live-leng day. | 
Billing, cooing, 
Panting, wooing, 


charming Fair? . 


—_.—_—_— 1 


" — 
5 
* 


POEMS. 


| DUET. 
Acis AND GALATEA.s 


Happy we 
What joys | feel What charms I ſee ! 


Oft all youths, thou deareſt boy! 


| Of all nymphs, thou brighteſt fair 
| Thou all my bliſs, thou all my joy! 


„„ 


A cis any GALATEA, 


A 
SERENATA. 
par THE SECOND. 


A CONCERTO ON THE ORGAN. 


als CHORUS. 
W. 


ETCHED levers! Fate has paſs'd 
This fad decree; no joy ſhall laſt. 
| Wretched lovers! quit your dream; | 
Behold the monſter Polypheme. 


1 | See what ample ſtrides he takes; 


The mountain nods, the foreſt ſhakes; 
waves run frighten'd to the ſhores : 


Let the day be free from ſorrow, 1 Hark how the thundering Giant roars 
ä a 8 . RECTrATIVE accompanied. 
| en en ES CONT - | 2 POLYPHEME, 3 
RECTTATIVE. = DE 55 „ 1 
a e „ nge, I melt, I burn. 
| „„ SS © | The feeble God has ſtabb'd me to the heart. 
Lo here. my Love! C Thou truſty pine, 
Turn, Galatea, hither turn thine eyes; 4 Prop of my godlike ſteps, I lay the: by. | 
See at thy feet the longing Acis lies. _ | Bring me ahundredreeds, of decent growth, 
| | = 1 | 2 | To make a pipe for wy capacious mouth; 
3 AIR. | | In ſoft enchanting accents let me breathe 
Love in her eyes ſits playing, _ | Sweet Galatea's beauty, and my love, 
And ſheds delicious death; = „„ | 
Love in her lips is ſtraying, | * 5 
| — — in her breath: ; O ruddier than the cherry ! 
Love on her breaſt ſits panting, O tweeter than the b-rry 1 
And fwells with ſoſt deſire: © Nymph more bright 
Nor grace, nor charm, is wanting 2 Than moon-ſhine night, 
r = 20s GR _ wa * "23 
© OOO re 33 ERipe as the meltiag cluſter} 
Re: RECITATIVE. No lily has fuch luſtre; 
5 | GALATEA. LE” Ed. axe 
901 4; ou know the pains of abſent love, 4 xraging flame, 3 
2 — Galatea rove. — And fierce nnn . 
Oo. Rxcrrar vx. 
As when the dove | 


| ' POLYPHEMUS, GALATEA. 
Por v. Whither, faireſt, art thou running, 
Still my warm embraces ſhunning ? 
Gal. The lion calls not to his prey; 
| Nor bids the wolf the lambkin ſtay. 
Por v. Thee Polyphemus, great as Jove, 


Melting murmurs, fill the grove; | 


Melting murmurs, laſting love. 


Calls to empire, and to love: 


377 


Da cy. 


2 


378 


To his palace in the rock, 
To his dairy, to his flock; 
To the grape of purple hue, 
To the plum of gloſſy blue; 
Wildings which xpecting tand, 
Proud to be gather d by thy hand. 
Of infant-limbs to wake m food, 
And ſwill ful! draughts of human blood | 
Go, monſter - bid ſome other g ueſt: | 
Tloaih the hoft; I loath the icaſt. 


5 | AIR. 
 POLYPUEMUS. 


| Ceale to beauty to be ſuing : 
Fver whining love difdaining, 
Let the brave, their aims purſuing, 
Still be . not © complaining. 
| Da Capo. 


Gar. 


AIR. 
DAMON. 

| Would you gain th: tender creature ? 
- Softly, gently, kindly treat her: 

Suffering is the lover's part: 
Beauty by conſtraint poſſcſling, 
You erjoy but half the bleſſing, 

_ Lifcleſs charms without the heart. 

. 
| ACS. = 2 

His hideous love provokes my rages | 
Weak as | am, I muſt en 


Inſpir'd with thy victorious charms, 
The God of Love will lend his arms. 


Love ſounds th' alarm, 
And fear i flying: 
When beauty + the p ize, 
What mortal: ears «.ying ? 


In defence of my treaſure, 


_ Fe bleed at each vein: 
* ithout her vo plealure; 
For * is a pain. | 


AR. 
. _ Danan. 
F Confider, fond ſhepherd, 
| How fleeting's the plcafure, 
Ibat flatters our hopes 
„ purſuit of the fair: 
The joys that attend it, 
By moments we meaſure ; 
But life is too little 
| To menos our care. 1 
Da Capo, 
RECITATIVE. 3 


| | GALATEA. 

Ceaie, O cenſe, thou gentle youth; 
Truft my conſtancy and truth : 
Truſt my truth, and powers above, 
The powers propitious (till to Love. 


a ö 


| 


. 


i 


| 


GAY'S pokus. 


- TRIO. | 
ACIS, GALATEA, AND POLTPHENE.. 
\crs and GALATEA, 


The flocks ſhall leave the mountains, 
The woods the turtle-dove. | 


The nymphs-forſake the fountains, | ' 


Ere | forſake 1 6 
Por v. Torture ! fury ! deſpair ! 
cannot, a. cannot bear. 
Kies and Galarza. 
Not ſhowers to lorks ſo pleaſing, 
Nor {un-ſhin© to the ber; 
Not fleep to toil fo eaſing. 
As dicſe dear ſmiles to me. 


Por v. Fly ſwift, thou maſſy ruin, fly; 


Die, preſumptuous Acis, die. 
RECITATIVE. 
ACS. 


| Help. Galatea ! help, ye parat gods! 


And take me dying to your Gecp'abodes ! 
| CHORUS. 
Mourn, all ye Muſes; weep. W | 
Tune, tune your reeds to doleful f rains ; 
| Groans, cries and howlings, fill the neighbour- 
iny ore, | 
Ah !—the gentle Acis is no more. 
| _ SONG AND CHORUS. 
e GALATEA. 


Muſt I my is ſtill bemoan, 
Inglorious cruſh'd beneath that fone * 
Mui: the love: y charming youth | 
Dic for his con:iancy and truth ? * 

Sey. what comfort can you find ? 
For dark deſpair o'erclouds my mind. 


CHORUS. 


|- Ceaſe, Galatea, ceaie ro grieve; - 


Bewail not, when thou canſ: relieve : 


Call forth thy power. emp oy thy art; 


The god deis ſoon can heal thy ſmart: 
To kindred gods the youth return. 


1 * verdant plains to roll his urn. 


RECITATIVx. ES ad 
 GALAIREA. 


"Tis done : FRY I exert my power dune: LE 
Be thou immortal, though thou art not mine. 


| | AIR. © 

= Heart, thou ſeat of ſoft delight! 

Be th ou now a fountain bright; 
Furple be no more thy biõod, 
Glide thou like a crviial flood; 
Rock, thy hollow womb ditcloſe : .. 

The bubbling fount:in, lo! it flows, 


Through the plains he joys tc rove, 

Murnuwring ſtill his gentle love. 
CHckus. 

Galatea dry thy tears: 

Acis now a god appears. 


 —= „ 


Their vain pretenſions all the reſt 1 ; 


Gary's roms. = 379 


See how he rears him from hi- bed; 

See the wreath tha: binds his head. 
Hail ! thou gentle Furmuring ſtream, 
Shepher. ls pleaſure, Muſes' theme; 
Through the plain ſtill joy to rove, 


* ſtill * gentle love. 


TR — 
r 
| THE STOR Y OF 
AC HELOUS and H ERCULES. 
From Ovip's * IX. 
Hxsri 5 requeſts the God to tell his woes, 


Whence his maim'd brow, and whence his 
groans aroſe ; 


| When thus the Calydonian Stream reply” d, 


Wich twining reed» his careleſs t:cfſes tied ; 


_ & Ungrateſul is the tale; for who can bear, 5 
- When conquer'd, to rehcarſe the ſhameſul 


war ? 


% Yet hn the melancholy ſtory trace; 


% So great a conqueror ſoftens the diſgrace : 


Nor was it ſtill ſo mean the prize to yield, | 
«6 As great and glorious to diſpute the fied. 10 


Perhaps you've heard ot Dejuvira s name, 


For all che country ſpoke her beauty's fame. 
ah Long was the nymph by numerous ſuitors 


weo'd, 


Each with addreſs his envy'd hopes purſued : 
*I join'd the loving band to goin the fair, 15 


* Reveal'd my paſſiun to her father* S ear. 


„ Alcides only ſtrove to equal mine: 
5 He boa s his birth from Jove, recounts his 
ſpoils, 


« His fep-tame's hate 2 and finiſh'd | 


—_— 20 


Can cl; hes (bad 1) with gods en- 


pare ? 


4 Behold a god; mine is the watery care : 


* 'Throu:h your wide reaims [| take my mazy 


va 


: « Branch 3 8 and o'er the regions ſtray: 
h me No fore: an rueſt your daughter s ch ms adores, 
„ But one who riſes in your native ſhores. 26 


+ Let not his puniſhment your pity move; 

«4 1s Juno's hate an argument for love? | 
« Though you your life from fair Al:mena drew, 
10 Jove's a feigu'd fatber, or by fraud a true. 30 


„ Choo: then confeſs thy mother's honour lot, 


% Ur thy deſcent from Jove no longer boaſt. 
| While thus I ſpoke, he look d with ftern die | 


dain, 


Nor could the ſallies of his wrath 7 WE RY 
Which thus broke forth; I * arm decides our 


right; 


« Vanquiſh'd in words; be mine the. prize in | 


fight 1” 


— 


| * Bold heruſt'd en. My honour to main- 
tain, 
I fling my verdant garments on the plain. 


Om My arms ſtretch forth, my . 


. 

| * And with bent hands expe the ſurious war. 
* O'er my fleck ſkin now gather'd duſt he 
i throws, 41 
* And ycilow ſaud his mighty muſcles = 
| „ Oft' he my neck and nimble legs affails, 

He feems to graſp me, but as often fails: 

Each part he now invades with eager hand; 
[ « Safe in my bulk, immoveabie | ſtand. 46 


1 * 50 when loud ftorms break high, and foam and 
roar 


r 


i = Againſt ſome mole that ſtretches ſrom the 


ſhore ; 5 


The firm foundation ane 


* ee e z and driving waves. 
| * Awhile we breathe, then forward ruſh 


amain, 


{ 52 


*© Renew the "combat, and our ground maintain; 
Foot ſtrove with foot, I prone extend my 
| hreaft, | 


« Hands war with hands, and forchead forchead 5 
f preſs'd. 2 
& Thus have | ſcen two furious bulls engage, 53 


« Inflam'd with equal love, and equal rage; 


ö 


Each elaims the faireſt heifer of the grove, 


And conqueſt only can decide their love: 

js % The crembling herds ſurvey the fight from far, 
| * Till victory decides th' i important war. 60 | 
! © Three times in vain he ſtrove my joints to wreſt, 


| breaſt; . 
The ſourth he broke my gripe, that claſp'd him 7 


round, 


* Then wich new force he firetch'd me on the 


ground ; 

| + Cloſe to my back the mighty burden clung, 

« As if a mountain o'er my limbs were w*-4 6 
Believe my tale; nor do | boaſtful, aim 

By feign'd narration to extol my fame. 

* No ſooner from his gratp | freedom yet, 

Unlock my arms, that tlow'd with trickling 


i ſweat, 


70 
| © But quick he ſeiz'd me, and a the Aas, 
As my exhauſted boſom pants for life: - 


$6 My neck he gripes, my knee to earth be | 
3 ſtrains: 


« 1 fall, and bite the ſand with ſhame and pains. 


«6 O'er-match'd in ſtrenzth, to wiles and arts 
— 1 73 
„ Ard ſlip his hold, in form of ſpeckled ſnake ; 


«© Who, when 1 wreath'd in Ipires my body 
tound, | 


or fhew'd my forky-tongue with hiſſing ſound, 
„Smiles at my threats. Such foes ny cradle = 


| knew, 
© He cries ; dire ſnakes my infant-hand o'er- 
| threw ; 80 


24 dragon's form might other conqueſts gain; 
Jo ar with me uu take that * in vain. 


* Art 


* To force my hoid, and throw me from his 


CAY'S 


380 


% Art thou | 
« Who by his wounds receiv'd 
ftren-th ? 
Ne rais'd a hundred hiſſing heads in air; 
When one | — 4 d, up 
« By his wounds 
ſtrong, 
“Sin I quel'd him, and ftretch'd dead WS 
% What canſt thou do, a form precarious, prone, 
Fo rouze my rage with terrurs not thy own 
« He ſaid; and round my neck his hands he caſt, 
« And with his training ſingers wrung me fait: 
„ My throat he tortur'd, cloſe as pincers claſp, - 
1 In vain | ſtrove to Joole the forceful graſp. 
* Thus vanquiſn d too, 2 third form ſtill re- 

mains, 95 
& Chang d to a bull. my lowing fills the plains. 
Straight on the left bis ner vous arms were 

____ thrown 
* Upon my brindled neck, and tugg'd it tows, 
* Then deep he ſtruck my horn into the ſand, 

«© And feld my bulk along the duſty land. 1c0 
Nor yet his fury cool'd; twixt rage and ſcorn, 
« From my maim'd front he tore the ſtubborn | 

horn, 


6 * This, heap'd with flowers and ſruits, the Nai- 
| ads bear, 


© Sacred to plenty, and the bounteous year.” 
He ſpoke; when lo! 2 beauteous nymph. ap- 
| ars, | 
Girt, like Diana” . train, with flowing hairs; 
Ihe horn the brings, in which all autumn 's ſtor 4. 
And ruddy apples for the ſecond board. 
Now morn begins to dawn, the ſun's bright 
fire 
Gilds the high mountains, and the youths retire; 


85 
— 122 pl dreadful Rs 


Nor ſtay'd they, till the troubled ſtream ſubſides | 


And in its bounds with pezccful current glides. 

But Acheloiis in his oozy bed 

De ep hides his brow deform'd, and ruſtic head: 

No real wound the victor s triumph ſhow'd. 115 

But his loſt honours griev'd the watery god ; 

Yet ev'n that loſs che willow's leaves o 'arfpread, 
And verdant reeds, in garlands, bind his head. 


| 85 rue WY 
DEATH OF NESSUS. 
THE CENTAUR 
T HI1S virgin tao, thy love, O Neſſus "I" 


To her alone you owe the fatal wound. 
Is the ſtrong ſon of Jove his bride conveys. 
Where his patcrual lands their bulwar«s raiſe ; 
Where from her flopy uru venus p-urs 

Her rapid current, ſwell'd by winter; ſhowers, 
He came. . he frequent eddies whilhd the tide, 
Aud the deep rolling waves all pats deny d. 

As for hinſelf he ſtaod unmov'd by tears, 

For wow his bridal charge emp'oy'd his cares. 1 
Jas itrong-hmb d NetT's thus officious ery'd | 
(For he che ſhailows of the 1tream had try'd |, 
Ew: 1 thou, Aicides, all thy ſtrength prepare ; 


Co vonder bank JU lodge thy 2 care. 


8 Th* Aonian chief to Neſſus truſts his 


* 
POEMS. 


wife, T 
All pale, and trembling for her h-ro's life: , 


Cloth'd as he ſtood in the fiarce lion's hide, 

I be laden quiver o'er his ſhoulder ty d 

| (For * ſtream his bow and club were 
Swift he plung'd in; theſe billows ſhall be paſs'd. 
| He faid, nor ſonght wnere ſmoother waters 


| glide, 
| But ſtem' d the of the tide. 
The bank he reach'd : again the bow he bears; 
| When, hark ! his bride's known voice | alarms 


his cars. | 
Neſſus, to thee I call {aloud he chad 3 
Vain is thy truſt in flight, be timely wiſe: 
Thou monſter dcuble-thap'd, my right ſet free, 
If thou no reverence owe my fame and me, 
Yet kindred ſhovld thy lawleſs luft deny. 
| Chink not, perfidious wretch, from me to fly, 


Though wing'd with horſe 's ſpecd ; wounds ſhall 
purſue : 


Swift as his words the fatal arrow flew : 

The Centaur's back admits the feather's wood, 
And through his breaſt the barbed weapon ſtoo ; 
Woo 3 in 22 through the fleſh be 


35 
| From bo both the wounds guſh'd forth the {puny 


gore, 


Mix'd with Lernzan venom ; this he took, 


( Nor dire revenge his dying breaſt forfook. 


His garments, in the reck.ag purple dy' , | 
To rouze * 1 * 


| 


| The DEATH of HERCULES. 


OW a long interval of time ſucce:ls, 
| _ the great ſon of Jove's immortal al 
I” ed | 5 
And dea a hate had ſilld ea tha utmoſt 
roun 8 
 H- from Occhalia, with new haarcls crown's 
In triumph was return'd. He rites prepares, 
and to the king of gods directs his prayers, 
When Fame who falſchood clothes i in trath's diſ- 


| - | guiſe, 
I And ſwells her little bulk with gro ving lies) 


Thy tender ear, O Dejanira mov d, 


. | That Herculcs the tair lole lov'd. ; 


ler love believes the tale; the truth he fans 
Of his new p dſion, an gives way to ears. 
ihe flown. cears diffus'd her wretched grief, 
Why ſ ck I thus, from ſtreaming Cyc5, relief? | 
She cries ; indulge not thus th: fe truitleſs cares, 

| The harlot will duc triumph in thy tears; OP 

j Let ſomething be rcfolv'd, while yet there 7 

time; 5 

| My bed not conſcious of a rival's rime. 

lu ſilence mall I mourn, or lou complain ? 
»hall I ſeek Calydon, or herc re lan? 

What though ally'd to Mclc4 e s fame, 

+ boalt the hoven:s of a ſiſter's name ? 

ly wrongs, perhaps, now urge me to putſne 


Some delperate deed, by which the wer ld ſhall 
view 


Wick wonted fortitude he bore the ſmart, 
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Tow fur revenge and woman's rage can rife, 
Wen weltering in her blood the harlot dies. 
Thus various paſſions rul'd by turns her breaft. 
She now reſolves to tend the fatal veſt, 


25 What if the Thracian horſes, fat with gore, 25 


Who human bodies in their mangers tore, 
I faw, and with their barbarous otra o'erthreiy ? 
What if theſe hands Nemei's lion flew ? 


Dy*d with Lernzean gore, whoſe power might move Did not this neck the heavenly globe ſuſtain ?— 


His foul anew, md rouze Ceclining Love. 39 
Nor knew ſhe what ker ſudden rege beſtows, 


When ſhe to Licks truſts her future woes; 


With ſoſt endearments the the boy commands 


To bear the garment to her huſband's hands. 


Th' un w itt ing heto takes the gift in haſte, 35 
And o'er bis ſhonlders Lerna's puifon caſt. _ 
As firſt the fire with frazkincente he firows, 
And utters to the gods his holy vows ; 

And on tie marbie altar's poliſn'd frame 


Pours forth the grapy ſtream; the rifing flame 40 


Sudden diſſolves the ſubtle poiſunous juice, 
Which taints his blood, and all his nerves bedews. 


And nat a groan confeſs'd his burning heart. 


At length his patience was ſubdued by pain, 45 


He rends the facred altar from the plain; 

{Jete's wide foreſts echo with his cries ! 

Now to rip off the deathful robe he tries. 

Where'er he plucks the veit, the ſkia he tears, 

The mangled muſcles and hu ze bones he bares, 50 

{ Ax ghaſtly fight!) or, raging with his pain, 

Jo rend the ſticheing plague ke tugs in vain. 
As the red iron hiſſes in the flood, 

Fo boils the venom in his curdling blood. 

Now with the greedy flame hie entrails glow, 55 

And livid ſweats down all his body flow; 

Due cracking nerves burnt-up ale burſt in twain, 

The lurking venom melts his ſwimming brain. 

Then, lifting both his hands aloft, he cries, _ 

Glut thy reverige dread empreſs of the ſkies; 60 

Sate with my death the ranchur of thy heart, 

Look down with pleaſure, and enjoy my ſmart. E 

Or, if “er pity mov d a hoſtile breaſt 


(For here I ſtand thy enemy profeſt), | 


'Fake hence this hateful life, with tortures — 6;| 
Inur'd to trouble, and to labours born. 
De th is the gif. rſt welcome to my woe, 
And ſach a gitt a ſtep-dame may beſtow. 
Was it for this Buſiris was ſubdued, 
Whoſe barbarous temples reek.'d with 3 
blond ” 
- Prefs'4 in theſe arms, his fate Antæus found, 
Nor gain'd recruited vigour from the grounßd. 
Did 1 not triple-form'd Gery n tell ? | 
Or did | fear the triple dog of hell? | 
Did not theſe hands the bull's arm'd forehead hold ? 
Are not our mighty toils in Elias told ? | 
Did net Stymphalian lakes proclaim my fame? 
And fair Parthenian woods reſuund my name? 
Who ſeiz's the golden belt of Thermodon t 
And whe the dragon-guarded apples won? 30 
Could — fierce Centauc's ſtrength my force wich- 
Or the au boar that ſpoil'd th* Arcadian land ? 2 
Did not theſe arms the Hydra's rage pena 
Who from his wounds ty double fury grew? 


Vet. VII 


The female partner of the thunderer's rn, 


| Facigu'd, at length ſuſpends her harih c.mmands 3 


Vet no fitizue hath lock'd theſe valiant ! handy. 
But now new plagues purſue ne; neither f= 

Nor arms, nor darts, can ftop theic veging 2 
Devouring flame through my rack d et ils ſtra/s, 95 
And on my lungs and thrivel'a mi es preys; 

Vet ſtill Euryſtheus breathes the vital air! 

What mortal now ſhall ſeek the gods with prayer ? 

N 5 

; 


THE TRANSFORMATION 


| 


hero ſaid ; RY with the torture ſtung, 
Furious o'er Octe*s lofcy hills he ſprung: 
Stuck with the ſhaft, chus ſcours che tiger round, 
Ard feeks the flying author of his wound. 
Now might you ſee him trembling, now he vents 5 
1 His anguih'd | foul in groans and loud laments z 
He ftrives to tear the clinging veſt in vain, 


And with up-rooted foreſts ſtrews the plain; 


| Now, kindling i into rage, his hands he re ars, 


And, in a hollow rock conceal'd from v 'eWy 
His madneſs chaf d, and thus he raves again: 


Who bare the gift, the c:uſe of al my woe. 
Che youth all pale with thi.-ring {ear was ftung 


And vain excuſes faulter'd on his to zue. 


Alci des inateh' him, z wich ſupp an face 

He vol him o er ha head wich eiry cw urſe, 

And bud with rae than w.'t 1 £:ce's ory 
n th Levi m1 aluft he "Ha 

And hardens by &J/2r6e+ want the ſc: 

So ſhowery dro's, when chnlly © 
'Thicken at firfr, then when into Livy 
In balls congeal'd the roll ue fieeccs bound, 


In Glid hail re ſult upon the ground. 
Thus, whicl'd with nerv a- 3 force though dle | 


| airs 


All nwitture lett his lmbs. I ansforan" to ſtone, 
In angicnt days the craggy flint was kuvan ; 


Still the ſmall rock in human form appears, 


| And XU the yams of hapleſs Lychas bears. 35 


LYCHAS 1nTo 4 ROCK. = 


| And to his kindred goas directs his prayers. 10 
When Lychas, lo, he ſpies; who trembling flews | 


Had ſhunn'd his wrath. No grief renew' his pring | 


Lychas, to thee alone my fate I owe, -— | 
He r. we to cleſp his knees, and beg (or grice. 23 


emp-. blow, 5 25 | 


The purple ade forſoolk i, veins with fear; : 30 


Still in th” Eubœan waves bis front he rears, | : 


Hd warik'q wich vation vengeful Juno's brow. 


His better pur ealarg'd, anu grew refin'd, 
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ThE | 
 APOTHEOSIS or HERCULES. 


BUT now the hero ef immortal birth 
Fells Oete's forefts on the groaning earth; 

A pile he builus; to PhiloReres' care 

He leaves his deathful inflruments of war; | 

To him commits thoſe arrows, which again 5 

Muſt fee the bulwarks of the Trojan reign. 

The ion of Pæan lights the lofty pyre, 

High round the ſtructure climbs the greedy fire; | 

Plac'd on the top, thy nervous ſhoulders ſpread = 

With the Nemæan ſpoils thy careleſs hed; 10 

Rais d on the knotty club, with look divine 

Here thou, dread hero of celeſtial line, _ 
Waſt ſtretch' ij at eaſe; as when, a cheerful gueſt, 

Wine 1 8 thy bowls, and flowers thy temples | 
reſt. | 

Now on all ndes the potent flames aſpire, 06 

And e: ackle round thoſe limbs that mock the fire. 

A ſudden tremor ſeiz'd th' immortal hoſt, | 
Who chought the world's profeſt ecfender loſt. 

This when the thunderer ſaw, with ſmiles he 

| | cries, 

"Tis from vour fears, ye gods, my pleaſures riſe; 20 

Joy fwells my breaſt, thar my all-ruling hand 
 Ofer ſuch a grateful people boaſts command, 

That you ny ſuffering progeny would aid; 

Though to his deeds this juſt reſpect be paid, | 

Me yru've oblig'd Be all your fears forborn, 25 

Th' Cetean fres do thou, great hero, ſcorn. 

Who varguith”: all things, ſhal! ſubdue the flame. 
Tnat part none of groſs maternai frame 

Fire (hall de vour; while what from me he drew ' 


Shall live immortal, and its rarce ſubdue; 30 


That, when he's dead, I'Il raiſe to realms above; 
May all the powers the righteous act approve! 
If any god diſſent, and judge too great 

The ſacred honours of the heavenly feat, 
Ev'n he ſhall own, his deeds deſerve the ſky, 35 
Ev'n he, re':iCtant, ſhall at length comply. 
Th' aff:mb+:J powers aſſent. No frown till now 


Menu nile what&er was iu the power of flame 
Wat i} conium'd, his body's nervous frame 40 
No more was known ;—of human torm bereft, 
Th' cternal part of Jove alone was left. | 
As an old ſerpent caſts his ſcaly veſt, | 
W. cache, in the ſuny in youthful glory —— - on 
So when Alcides mortal mould refign'd, 43 


 Aaguit his viſage ſhone; almighty Jove 

In ais ſwift car hie hoyour'd offspring drove; 
Hign o'er the hollow clouds the courſers fly, 
And lodge the hero in the ſtarry ry. 30 


ä 


—_—_— 


THE TRANSFORMATION 
OF GALANTHIs. 


ATLAS perceiv'd the load of heaven's new gueſt. 
Revenge till rancour'd in Euryſtheus' breaſt 


POEMS. 


Agiinſt Alcides* race. Alcmens oc? 

To lole, to vent maternal woe> ; . 
Here ſhe pours forth her grief, recounts the ſpoils 5 
Her fun d · d bravely re ap in glotious tolls. 

This Iole, by Hercules“ commands, 

Hyllus had lov'd, ard joir'd in nuptial bands. 
Her ſwelling womb the teeming birth Ccouleſs'd j=- 
| To whom Alemena thus her ſrzech adcreſs'd: 10 


o may the go ls prot-& thee, in that hour, 


| When midſt thy throes thou call'ft th Ilithyan power! 

May no delays prolong thy racking pain, 

As when I ſued for Juno's aid in vain? | 

When now Alcides* mighty birth drew nigh, 15 

And the centh ſign roll'd forward on the ſky, 

My womb extends with ſuch a mighty lead, 

As Juve the parent of the burden ſhow's. 

I could no more th' increaſing ſmart ſuſtain: | 

My horror kindles to recount the pain, | 20 

Cold chills my limbs while I the tale purfue, 

| And now methinks I feel my pangs anew. | 

Seven days and nights amidft ince ii int: hroes, 

Fatigued with ills 1 lay nor knew, repoſe; | 

When lifting high my hands, in ſhrieks I pray'd, 25 

Implor'd the gods, and call'd Luc a's aid. 77 
She came, but prejudic'd, to give my fate 

A ſacrifice to vengeful juno's hate. | 


She hears the groaning anguith of my fits, 
And on the altar at my door ſhe fits 5 | 30 


O'er her left knee her croſſing leg ſhe caſt, 


The muttering verſe th unfiniſh'd birth delay'd. 


At Jove*s ingratitude I rave in vain. 
How did 1 with for death! ſuch groans I ſent, 
As might have made the flinty heart relent. 


Now the Cadmeian matrons round me preſs, = _ 
_ | Offer their vows, and ſeek to bring redreſs. 40 
Among the Theban dames Galanthis ſtands, 
Strong limb'd, red-hair'd, and juſt to my commands: 


She firft perceiv'd that all theſe racking woes 


From the perſiſting hate of ſuno role. 
As here and there ſhe paſs'd, by chance ſhe ſees 45 


The ſeated goddeſs ; on her cloſe · preſs d knzes 
Her faſt-knit hands the leans : with cheertul voice 
Calanthis cries, Whoc'er thou art, rejoĩce; 
Congratulate the dame, ſhe ties at reſt, 


Swift from her ſeat ihe ſtartled goddeſs tprings, 
No more conceal'd, her hands abroad ſhe flings ; 


The charm unloos'd, the birth my pangs reliev'd ; 


Galanthis' laughter vex'd the power deceiv'd. 


— 


Fame ſays, the goddeſs dragg'd ine laughing maid 55 
_ | Fait by the hai; in vain her force eſſay d 


Her groveling body from the ground to rear; 7 Y 
Chang'd to fure-feet her ſh.inking arms appear; 
Her hairy back lier former hue retains, | 


Who, ſince the lie dia from her mouth proceed, 


Shall from her pregnant mouth bring forth her b 1 


Nor ſhall ſhe quit her long - frequented home, 
But haunt thoſe houſes where the lov'd to roam. 


Then knits her fingers cloſe and wrings them faſt: 
This ftay'd the birth; in muttering verſe ihe pray'd, 


Now with fierce ſtruggles, raging with my pain, 35 . 


At length the gods Alcmens's womb have bleft, 50 1 5 


The form alone is loſt; her ſtrengtli remains; 60 


|  Ofer his ſmooth chin to ſpread, and promiſe man. 


5 Had not juſt Themis thus maturely ſaid 


: BR His wife the fatal bracelet ſhall implore, 
And Phegeiis ſtain his ſword in kindred gore. 
_ Callirhoe ſhall then with ſuppliant prayer 
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| 
THE STORY er IOLALUS. 


RESTORED TO YOUTH. 


ARGUMENT. 


POEMS 333 
Aurora for her aged ſpouſe complains, 5 


And Ceres grieves for ſaſon's freezing veins 3 
Vulcan would Erichthonius* years renew; 

Her future race the care of Venns drew, 

She would Anchiſes' blooming age reſtore 3 

A ditferent care empl»y'd each heavenly power. 10 
Thus various intereſts did their jars increaſe, 

Till Jove aroſe he ſpoke—their tumult? ceaſe. 


— ls any reverence to our preſence given ? 


ole having related the fable of ler ſiſter Dryope, wok 

au hanged into @ tre for Turing the ums ＋ 

tie plant Lyris (once a nymph ); while ſbe u di- b 

— COWpme en ele matte! 5 W th Alcmenay ſie find: new | 

—_ er f wonder in the ſudden change of Llaus to a i 
Fel. N | . | 


HIL E lolẽ the fatal change declares, | 
5 Aicmena's pitying hand oft” wip'd her tears. 
Griet — ſtream' d down her cheeks; ſoon forrow 
$5477 | | 
And rifing joy the trickling moiſture dries: 
Lo Jolaus ſtands before their eyes. „ | 
A youth he ſtood; and the ſoit down began 


| 
1 


Hebe ſubmitted to her hutband's prayers, 
Initil'd new vigour, and reſtor d his years. 


| THE PROPHECY o- THEMIS. 


Nom from her lips a ſo'emn oath had paſs'd, 
That Iolaus the gift alone ſhould taſte, 

. | 

(Which check'd her vow, and aw'd the blooming | 
| r | oy 

Thebes is embroil'd in war. Capaneus ftanas 5 
Invincible; dut by the thunderer's hands 
Ambition ſhall the guilty & brothers fire, 
Both ruſh to mutual wounds, and both expire. 


The reeling earth ſhall ope her gloomy womb, 


Where the f yet breathing bard ſhall find his tomb. | 
| 


| rem te beg 


The I fon ſhall bathe his hands in parent's blood, 
And in one act be both unjuſt and good. | 
Of heme and ſenſe depriv'd, where'er he flies, 
The furies and his mother's ghoſt he ſpies. 


| Prevail on Jupiter's relenting ear. E215 
love ſhall with youth her infant ſons inſpire, 
And bid their boſoms glow with manly fire. 


THE DEBATE oy Taz GODS. 
VW HEN Themis thus with preſcient voice had ſpoke 
Among the gods a various murmur broke 


Diſſenſion roſe in each immortal breaft, | 
That one ſhould grant what was deny'd the reſt, 


| Quell your defires ; even Me the Fates re 


I Mace mighty nations tremble at his name, 


And your ſwift veſſel ptow'd th 


| 


| My tame let lorious emulation raiſe ; 


Then why this difcord *mang the powers of heaven ? 
Who can the ſettled will of Fate ſubdue? 15 
Twas by the Fates that lolaũs knew 8 | 
A ſecond youth. The Fates* determin'd doom 


Shall give Callirhoe's race a youthful bloom. 


Arrcs nor ambition can this power obtain : . 
ttrain. 20 
Could I their will control, no rolling years 

Had ZEacus bent down with filver hairs; 

Then Rhadamanthus Ri! had youth polſeſs'd, 

And Minos with eternal bloom been bleſs'd. 

Joveꝰs words the iy nod mov d; the powers give o er, 
And urge in vain unjuſt complaint no more. 
Since Rhadamanthusꝰ veins now ſlowly flow d, 
And /Eacus and Minos bore the load; | 
Minos, who, in the flower of youth and fame, 
OY 
 Infirm with age, the proud Miletus fears, 

Vain of his birth, and in the ftrength of years; 


| And now, regarding all his realms as loſt, 


| He durſt not force him from his native coaſt. 
But you by choice, Miletus, fled his reign, 35 
ZEgean main; 
On Aſiatic ſhores a town you frame, LY 
Which ſtill is honour'd with the founder's name. 
Here you Cyante knew, the beauteous maid, 
As on her father's winding banks the ſtray d: 40 
Caunus and Byblis hence their lineage trace, 
The double offspring of your warm embrace. 


het cad ha 


THE STORY er ARACHNE, , 
| aning of the Sixth Bock of Ovip's 
METAMORPHOSES. 


3 


. 


Pallas, viſting the Muſes en their hill to ſee the fun- : 
tain Hippocrenes is by them informed how the Pierides 


quere changed into chatiering pies for rivaling the 
nine fiſters is joug = This ſtimulating the G es ts 


take vengeunce an Arachne, the daughter of Taming 
20 defied her in her con art, gives riſe ts the ful- 
PALLAS, attentive, beard the Muſes" fong, 
Plzas'd that fo well they had reveng d their wrong: 
Reflecting thus,—A vulgar ſoul can praiſe 3 
Swift vengeance ihall purſue ti audacious 


That dares my ſacred Deity deride : 


® Freecies and Pe.ynices. 
Þ+ Anpliaruus. 


1 Alemam, 


Revenge the Goddeſs in her breatt revolves ; 
| And iltaight the bold Arachge's fate reſolves ; 
| L 4 | 


„ I hat cou.cuet waits on my ſuperior a 
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Her haughty mind to Heaven diſdain'd to bend, | 

And durſt with Pallas in her art contend. 10 

No F :mous : wn ſhe boaſts, or noble name; 

But e her ſkilful hand owes all her fame; 

Idr-9n ber facher on his trade rely'd, 

An thirſty wool in purple juices dy'd ; | 

Her mother, whom the ſhades of death confine, 15 

Was. ike ner huſband, born of vulgar line. 

At ſmall Hypæpe thongh ſhe did reſide, 

Yet induſtry ptoc laimꝰd what birth deny'd : 

All Lydia to her name due honour pays, 

And every city ſpeaks Arachne's praiſe. 

Nymphs of Timolus quit their ſhady woods, 

_ Nyr::phs of PaQtoius leave their golden nods, 

And oft” with pleaſure 10una her gazing ſtand, 

Admire her work, and praiſe her artful hand: 

They view'd each motion, with new wonder ſeiz'd ; 

More than the work her graceful manner pleas'd. 

Whether raw wool ir: its firſt orbs ſhe wound, 

Or with ſwiſt nngers twirl'd the ſpindle round; 

Whether ſhe pick'd with care the ſcnotty piece, 

Or comb'd like fireaky clouds the ſtretching | 

| fleec2; | 30 
Whether her needle play'd the pencil's part; 

*Twas plein from Pallas ſhe deriv'd her art. 

Bit ſhe, unable to ſuftain her pride, 

The very miſtreſ; of her art defy'd — | 

Pallas obſcures her bright celeſtial grace, 35 

And tab es an old decrepit beldame's face. 

Her head is ſcatter'd o er with ſilver hairs, 

Which leems to bend beneath a load of vears. 

_ Her trembling hand, emboſs'd with livid veins, 
On truſty ſtaff her feeble limbs ſuſtains. 40 

She thus accoſis the nymph: © Be timely wiſe, 

Do not the wholeſome words of age deſpiſe, 

44 For in the Hoary head experience lies: 

* Or earth contend the greateit name to gain; | 
« To Pall is yield ;=with Heaven you ftrive in 

- mn 

Contempt contracts her brow, her paſſions rife, | 

Wrath and diſdain in flame her rolling eyes: 

At once the tangling thread away ſhe throws, 
And ſcarce can curb her threatening hands from 

blows. 

b Worn-out with age, and by diſeaſe declin q. 5 

„(ohe cries) thy carcaſe has ſurviv'd thy mind; 

„ Theſe lectures night thy iervile daughters move, 

*« Ard waty doQrines for thy nieces prove: 

ec My counſel's from myſelf. my will commands, 

4% Ard my firit reſolutirn always ſtands: 85 

Let her contend; or does her fear impart 


Te Cod deſs fraight throws off her oid ciſguiſe, 

And h-avenly betty ſparkles in her eyes, 

A youth] vlorm; als up each wrinkled trace, bo | 
And Pallas fa.iles with every wonted grace. 

The nympha, ſurpris d, the Deity adore, | 

And L, dian dames confefs ber matchlefs power; IE | 

The rival maid :jone unmov'd remains, | | 

Vet a ſwift blu“ her guilty ſea ure # in; 65 
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Defire of conqueſt ſways the giddy maid, 
To certain ruin by vain hopes betray'd: 
The Goddeſs with her ſtubborn will comply'dy 
And deign'd by trial to convince her pride. 73 
Both take their ſtacions, ana e piece prepare, 
And order every ſlender thread with care. 
The web inwraps the beam; the reed divides, 
While though the wicening ipace ns thuttle 
glides, 


Which their ſwift hands receive; FO, pots d with 


lead; 


| The f\wingi.g weight ftrikes cloſe th* inſerted | 


thread. 
They g gird their flowing garments round the waiſt, 
And ply their feet and arins with dext*rous haſte. 
Rere excl: inweaves the richeſt Tyrian dye, 
There fainter ſhades in ſoſten'd order lie 
Such rarivus mixtures in the texture ſhine, 
Set-off the work, and brighten each deſign : 
As when the ſun his piercing rays extends, 


| When fron; thin clouds ſome _— ſhower de- 


ſcends, 


Whoſe tranſient colours peint the ſplendid air: 
By ſuch degrees the deepening ſhadows riſe | 

As plealingly deceive our dazzled eyes; 'T. 
And though the ſame th adjuining colour ſeems, 
| Yet hues of different natures dye th' extremes. 


| | poſe, | | 
|} And in the web this antique ſtory roſe. 
| | Pallas the lofty mount of Mars deſigns, 


Celeftial juogment guides th unerring lines; 

| Here, in juſt view, th? Athenian ſtructures ſtand, 
And there the gods contend to name the land; 
Twelve deities the frames wich ſtately mien, 
And in the midſt ſuperior Jove is ſeen ; 

| A glowing warmth the blended colours give, 


The figures in the picture ſeem to live. 105 
Heaven's thundiring monacch fits with aweful 
graces 


And dread omnipotence imprints his face: 
There Neptune ftooc, diſdainfully he frown'd, 

And with tus trident ſinote the trembling ground; 
The parting rocks a ſpacious chaſm dic ], 116 
From waence 2 fiery, prancing ſteed aroſe; 
And en that uſctul gift he founds his claim, 

Ta grace the ciiy with his honour'd name. 

Sec her own figure next with martial air, 


t fends , 


| And her bare arm a alitteriog ſpear extends, 
[With which the wounds the 


aroſe _ 
| ' Þ ſpreading re; green olives load the boughs. 
The power her gift behoid with wondering eyes, 12 
And to the Goo deſs give the ti ghttul prize. 
Such mercy checks her wrath, that, to diſſuod 
By others fate the too preſumptuqus maid, 


In her unwiliing check the crimſon glows, _ | | With miniatures ſhe fills each corner lpace, 


And her cFEecx' pride a ".ert confuſion knows, 


} To curb her pride, and fave her trom dit grace. 115 
So when Aurora firſt unveils her eyes, | | | 


Hæmus and Rhodope in this ſhe Sacks 


A :urplc daun inveſis the biuſhing Kies The be:uteous coluurs ipoke her lively thought; 
Wich arrogance and fierce ambition fir'd, 


They to the ſacred names ef g2as aſpu d 


Nut fron bright Phœbus zune, th' her'zon's height, 
And givs tas hemiſphere will y_ light, 


f 


We ſce the ſpacious humid wed appear, 30 


95 
Here heightening gold they *midft the woof dii- 


oo ew» wa wants; 


A ſhining helmet decks her flowing har; 711 5 £4 
Her thoughtful bꝛeaſt her vell-pois'd ſhield de | 


the plain; from FED 


The puarded nymph, in brazen walls immur'd: 
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To mountains chang'd, their lofty heads iſe, 130 
Ard loſe their leſſening ſummits in the ſkies. 

In that, in all the ſtrength of art was ſeen 
The wretched fate of the Pygmzuan queen; 

uno, enrag' d, reſents th* audacious aim, 

And to a crane transforms the vanquiſh' d dame; 135 
In that voracious ſhape ſhe ſtill appears, 
And plagues her people with perpetual wars. 

In this, Anti gone for beauty ſtrove 
With the bright conſort of imperial Jove: | 
Juno, incens's, her royal power difplay'd, 140 
And to a bird converts the hywghry maid, | 
Laomedon his daughter's fate bewails, 
Nor his, nor Ilion's fervent prayer prevails, 

Zut on her lovely ſkin white feathers riſe; 
Chang'd to a clamorous ſtork, the mounts the 

ſkies. 145 

ln the remaining orb, the heavenly maid 
The tale of childleſs Cynaras Uiſplay'd; 


A ſettled anguiſh in his look appears, 


And from his bloodihot eyes flow ſtreams of tears; 
On the cold ground, no more a father  throw:2, 150 
He for his daughters claſp'd the polita'd tone. 

And, when he ſought to hold their wonted charms, 
The temple's ſteps deceiv'd his eager arms. 

Wreaths of green olive round the border twine, 

And her own tree incloſes the deſign. 155 
Arachne paints th' amours c mighty Jove, 

How in a bull the God diſguis'd his love; 

A r: al bull ſeems in the piece to roar, 

And real billows breaking vn the ſhore : 2 

In fair Europa's face appears ſurpriſe, 160 

To the retreating land {he turns her eyes, RN; 

And ſeems to call her maids, who wondering ſtood, 

And with her ears increas'd the briny flood 

Her trembling feet ſhe by contraction ſaves 
From the rude inſult of the rifing waves, 16 

Here amorous Jove diſſolving Lzda trod, 
And in the vigorous ſwan conceal'd the god. 

Love lends him now an eagle's new diſguiſe, 
Beneath his fluttering wings Atteria lies, 
Th" enlivening colours here with force expreſs'd 170 
How Jove the fair Antiope careſs'd.. | 

In a ſtrong ſatyr's muſcled form he came, 

Inſtilling love tranſports the glowing dame, 
And luſty twins reward lus nervous flame. t] 
Here how he ſooth'd the bright Alemena's love, 175 
Who tor Amphit: yon took th* impuſtor Jove z | 
Aud how the Cod in golden ſhower 1llur'd 


How, in a ſwain, Maemoſyne he charms 3 


1 E 5 — lambent flame the ſair gina warme: : 180 


And how with various glittering hues inlaid 
In ſerpent's form Devis he betray d. 
Here you, great Neptune, with a ſhort-liv'd . 


In a ung bull enjoy the olian dame. 


Iden in Enipeus' ſhape intrigues urſue: 187 
Tia thus th' Aloids boall de cent from ow 4 


355 


Here to Bi. tis was thy love convey'd, 
When a rough ram deceiv'd thc yielding maid. 
. Ceres, kind mother of the bounteous year, 

Whoſe golden locks a ſheafy garland bear 190 
And the dre1d dame, with hiſſing ſerpents hung, 
(From whom the Pegaſæan couiſer ſprang) 

MY Ther in a ſnuffling ſtallion's form enjoy, 

Exhmu't thy ſtrength, and every nerve employ z | 
Melantho as a dolphin you betray, 195 
And ſport in pleaſures on the rolling ſea: 

Such juſt proportion graces every part, 

. Nature herſelf appears improv'd by art. 

Bere in diſguiſe way mighty Phæbus ſeen, 
With clownith aſpect, and a ruſtic mien; 200 
Again trans form'd, he's drefs'd in falcon's plumes, 
And now the lion's noble ſhape aſſumes; 

Now, in a ſhepherd's form, with treacherous ſmiles 
He Macareian Iſſe's heart beguiles. . 
Here his plump ſaape enamour d Bacchus leaves, 205 

And in the grape Erigone deceives. 
| There Saturn, in ancighing horſe, ſhe wove, 
And Chiron's double form rewards his love. 
:eltoons of flowers, inwove with ivy, ſhine, 
Border the wondrous piece, and round the texture : 

twine. 
| Not Pallas, nor ev'n ſpleen itſelf, could blame 
The wondrous work of the Mæonian dame; | 
Wich grief her vaſt ſucceſs the Goddeſs bore, 
And of celeſtial crimes the tory tore. | 
Her boxen ſhuttle now, enrag d, ſhe took, 21 

And thrice the proud Idmonian artift ftruck ; 
Th unhappy maid, to ſee her labours vain, 
Grew reſolute with pride, and ſhame, and pain: 
Around her neck a fatal nooſe ſhe ty'd, EET 
aud fought by ſudden death her guilt to hide. 229 


bn with pity ſaw the deſperate deed, 


And thus the virgin's milder fate decreed: 


| © Live, impious rival, mindful of thy crime, 


Fuſpended thus to waſte thy future time 


| | © Thy puniſhment involves thy numerous race, 225 


«© Who for thy fault ſhall ſhare in thy diſgrace.” 
| Her incantation magic juices aid, 


With ſprinkling drops ſhe bath'd the pendent 


maid, 

And thus the charm its noxious power diſplay'd. 
Like leave: in autumn drop her falling hairs, 230 
With theſe her noſe, and next her riling cars. 
Her head to the minuteſt ſubſtance ſhrunk, 


I The potent juice contracts her changing trunk; 
> | Cloſe to her fides her ſlender fingers elung, 


| There chang'd to nimble feet in order hung; 2 35 
Her bloated belly ſwells to larger fize, | 47 
Which now with ſmalleſt threads her work * 1 5 
plies, | 
| The Virgin in the Spider ſtill remains; 
And in that ſhape hes frames art retains. 


The gevil's bell 


GAY's 


TALES. 
AN ANSWER 


TO THE SOMPNER's PROLOGUE oF CHAUCER. 
IN IMITATION OF, CHAUCER' 8 STYLE. 


Sompner leudly ! nati: his ä told, 
And ſaine on tie Urrers his tale j ping and bold; 
How that in Hel! they ſcarchen near and ide, 
And ne one Freer in all th llce place eſpyde: 
But lo! the devil turned his erte about, 

And twenty thouſand Freers wend in and out. 
By which in Jevtf:y's rhyming it appears, 

% tne hive of Freer. 

Nov liſtneth lord l'nge l forthwith ye ſhall hear, 
What hwpen'd at a houſe in Lancaſhire, 

A miſſere that hath Jlon5s and renement, 

Wi]: r:k:th from bs villaines taxes and vent. 
Q. ed 2 houſe v hich emptye log vſtood. 
Full deeply tited in a derkmag wood: 
Munnuring a ſhallow broo! runneti . ung, 
Mong the round tones it makin dolctul ſong. 

Now there ſyreaden a rumour that everich night. 
The roon.s yhaunted been by many a ſprite ; 
The miller avoucheth, and all there about, 
That thu v full oft” heaten the bellith rout; 
Some ſaine they hear the jingling of chains, 
And ſome hath yheard the pfautries ſtraines; 
At midnight ſome the heedleſs horſe ymeet, 
And fom- cſpien a eorſe in a white ſheet, 
And oothcr things, faye, elſin, and elfe, 
And ſhapes that fear createn to itſelf. 
Now it ſo hapt, there was not ferre aways 
Of grey Freers a fair and rich Abbaye, 
Whee liven 2 Freer ycleped Pere Thomas, 
W ho dare n alone in derke through church-yerds paſs. ; 
I his Freere would lye in thilke houſe all night, 

In hope he might eſpyen a dreadtul ſprite. 
He take h candle, brades, and holy watere, p 
And legends eke of Sa.ntes, aud buokes of prayere. 
Hie entereth the room, and looketh round about, 
And haipen the door, to haſpen the goblin out. 
The candle hath he put cloſe by the bed, 
And in low tore his Ave Marye laid. 

Wich water ncw beſprinkled hath the floore, 
And maken croſs on key-hele of the doore. 

Ne was there not a mouſe-haie in thilke place, 

| Put he vcrofſed hath by God his grace 

e crefſed hh this, and eke he crofled that, 

"» bened ce and God knows whet. 

No he goeth o bed ad lieth acown, 

W e the 2 had jun ſtz ieken the twelfth ſoun. 
Bethinke:h lim now what the cauic h th ybeen, 
Why many ſprites by mortals have bus; ſ-en, 
Hem remembereth how Dan Plutarch nath yled | 
That Czſ:r's ſprite cave to bruie his bed; 

Of chains that —— erſt Artemidore, 
I be tales ci F line, Valerc, and mary more. 

Her tlunketh that fore murdere here been done, 
Aru te rcght fee forme blovdye ghoſt anone, 

Ori ume orphlines writirgs her be ſtor, 
Gr bot of gold lane dcep bei. cath a board: 


— 
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Or thinketh hem, if he might ſee no ſprite, 

The Abbaye mought buy this houſe cheap outright. 
As hem thus thinkerh, anoc aſlep he lies, 

Up ftarcen Sathanas wich ſaucer «yes. 

He turned the Freer upan his tace downright, 


| path his nerner checks full broet and white. 


Then quot Du >.thaas as he chu acked him fore, 
Thau didit v et do guard tay poſtero- doe. 

There 1.: an hole vhi: hath not craſſed been: 

Fare wel, from whenc:. : came, I creepen in. 


| | Now plain t 1s ytellen in my ver ſe, 


If Devils in hell dear Freers n their erſe, 
On earth the evil in Freers doth y dwell ; 


$ 


WORK FOR A COOPER. 
TALE. 


MAN may lead a happy Ife, 
ithaut that needful thing a wife: 


This long have luſty Avbors known, 


Wha ne'er knew ſpouſes or their own. 
What though your houſe be clean and neat, 


| | With couches, Chai.s, and beds compleatz 
| | Though you each day invite a fend, 
1 : | Tnouzh Fe wy uls every diſh commend; ; | 


Un Bag ſhot -le ch j dur mutton fed, | 
Your towls at Breutſord born and bred; 
| Though purett wine your ceilars boaſt, | 


| Wine worthy of the faireſt tuaſt; 
Yet there we other things requir'd: h 
Ring, an let 's fee the maid you hir'd. 


| Bleſs me! thoſe hands might hola a brooms = 
| Twirl round a mop, an“ waſh a room: 


A batchelor his maid ſhouid keep, 
Not for that ſervile uſe to ſweep 3 

Let her his humcur underſtand, 

And turn to every thing her hand. 

Get you a laſs that's young and tight, 
Whoſe arms are, like her apron, white. 


| What though ter ſhift be teldom ſeen, 
| Let that, chough coaric, be always clean; 


She might each morn your tea attend, 
And on your writ your rutfle mend; 
Then, it you break a roguith jeſt, 


Or ſpueeze her hand, or pat her breaſt, 


She cries, Oh, dear Sir, don't be naught ! 
And bluſhes ſpeak her laſt night's fault, 
To her your nouſhcid cares contide; 


| Let your key: jingle 2t her ſide, 


A fuctian's blunders teaze and fret ye; 
 Ev'n while yeu chide, you ſn.ile on Petty, 
Diſcharge him then, if he's too ſpruce; | 

For ketty 's tor his maſter's ute. = 

Will you your amorous fancy baulk, 

For fear 1c:ue prudith neighoour talk ? 

But you Ill object, that you 're afraid 


Qt the pert freedoms of a maid. 


Were there n Freers the Devil mought key in Hell | 


<> — 
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Befides, your wiſer heads will ſoy, 
That 4 e who turns her han: this way, 
From one vice to another dr =, 

Will lodge your flver-fponoas in pawn. 
Hs not the homely wrinkled jide 
More need to learn the pilfering trade: 
For love ol] Rerry*, wants ſuppites, 
Laces her ſhoes, her mwatcau dy cs, 
All her ſtuff- ſuits ſhe flings Way, 

Anti wears thread · ſattin every day. 
Who hen a dirty drab would hire, 
Brown as the hearth of kitchen; fire; 
When all muſt own, were Hetty put 
To the block duties of the ſlut, 

As well he ſcours or ſcrubs 1 floor, 


Ang ſtill is good for ſomething more? 


Thus, to avoid the greater vice, 
I knew Prieſt, of conſc:ence nice, 
To qu ll his luſt for neighhour's — 
Keep fornication in his houſe. 

But your impatient all this time, 
Fret at my counſel, curſe my rhyme. 
Be ſatisfy*d: Il] talk no more, 

For thus my tale begins yore 
There dwelt at Blois a Prieſt tull fair, 
With rolling eve and crifped hair; 

His chin hung low, his br »w wes ſleek, 
Plenty lay baſking on his che«k ; | 
Wi l2 days at cloyſter-grites de ſate, 
Ogled, ind talk'd of this and that 


Jo feelingly, the Nuns lamented 
That cvuble-bars were c' er invented. 
If he the wanton wife conteſt, | 
With downcuft eye, and he-ving breaſt ;; 
He ſtroak hr cheek to ſtill hes fear, | 
And talk'd of fins en cavaiter ; 

Tach time enjoin'd her pen nee mild, 
And fondled on her lc his child. 
At every jovial geſſip's feſt 


Pere Bernard was a welcome gueſt 3 
Mirth ſuffer d not the leuſt reſtraint, 
He could t will ſhake off the (aint; 
Nor frown'd he when they freely ſpoke, 
But ſhovk his fides, and took the juke 3 
Nor fail'd he to promote the jeſt, _ 


And ſhar'd the fins which they cunfeſt. 


Yet, that he raight not always roam, 


He kept conveniencies at home. 
His maid was in the bloom of beauty, 
Well-limb'd for every focial duty; 


He meddled with no houthold cares, 
To her conſign'd his whole affairs: 


|} She of his ſtudy kept the keys, 
For he was ſtudious—of his eaſe : 


She had the power of all his locks, 
Could rummage every cheft and box ; 
Her honeſty ſuch credit gain'd, 


Not ev'n the cellar was rd. 


In troth it was à goodly ſhow, 
Lin'd with ful! hogſhead, all a-row. 
One veſſel, from the rank remov'd, 


Far dearer than the reſt be lov'd ; 
Pour la bonne b;uche twas ſet aſide, 


To all bur choiceſt frien is deny'd. 
He now and then would ſend a quart, 
Te wargy forme wifc's retentive heut; 


ä 


Ag iinſt confuſſion's ſullen hour 

Wige hes all ſeerg's in its „et 

| At common texts it hid been waſte, 

Nor vas it fic for irvman's tal. 

| If monk or tri ir were hi: gneſt, 

They drank it; for th:y k the beſt. 

{ Nay, he at length ſo fond was grown, 

I ne alwiys Jr-1k ir hen lone. | 
Who M1! reconnt his civil labours, 

In pious vitits *5 his net. bor? 

Whene'er wenle hiuthind; went aſtray, 

He gueſs'd their wives were in the way: 

Ta then his charity was ſhown, 

He choſe ty ſe: tnern waen alone. 

SF Now was he bent on cucioldom: 

He kn-ir fond Deanis was from home: 

{ B's wife (a poor neglected beauty 

{ Def:auded of a huib:na's duty) 

Hd often told him tc confeſſim, 


| 
' 


Hoe herd he rug led ' unt tranſreſſi m. 


He now re? ves in heat * blond, 

To try now firm her virtue (504d. 

He k .ew tut wine (to love bet aid) 

Ha: of male bold the ſhame<fac'a mail, 
Taught her to romp, and tie mor: freedoms, 


A mighty bottle (trait he choſe, 
Such as might give two Friars their doſe. 
Nannette he cull'd: the cellar-door 


I She ſtraight unlocks, deſcends before _ 
1 follow's cluſe. But when he ſpies ; 
I His favourite caſſc; with litted eyes WP 


And lifted hand; aloud he crirs, 
He:gh- ay ' my darling wine aſtoop ! 


II muſt alas! hare ſprung © hop. 
I That there s lenk is past ul doubt, 


(Reply'd the maid )—.*i1 fiad it out. 
She ſets candle do vn in haſte, 
| Tuck, bs white apron rauad her waiſt. 
The hogſhead's moudy fide aſcends; 
| She fir:2cles wide and downvrard bends ; 
So hu he oops e ſeek th. Hur, 
He: - is roſe up, her gc fry 
che criez=—(then claſot her faſt} 


Telek the rough Which my wine has paſt. 
{f Then all in hifte the maid deſc: ended, 
And in a trice the le:k was mended. 

4 He foundin Nunnette al! he winted, 

I So Dennis? vruws remain'd unplamed. 


Ere face this time, all luſty Friars 
(Warm'4 with prodominint Jefiress 
Whene er the flein with ſpirit quarrels) 
Lo k en the fox as laaky barrels. 


| Beware of h. e, yo je alaus ſp uſes! 


From ſuch RE co00 = g1rrd your houſes 3 
For, If they find nyc work at tl ma, 
For jobbs through all the town they roam. 


THE EQUIVOCAT:ON. 
A TALE. 


N Abbot rich {wifr taſte was good 
Alike in feiner and ub Toes 


11 han nymohs train'd-up it Smith's or Nerdham's. 
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His biſhop had reſolv'd to treat; 
The Biſhop c me, the Biſhop eat. 
*T was ſilence, till their ſtomachs fail'd; 
And now at Hereticks they rail'd. 
What Hereſy (the Prelue ſaid) 
Is in that Church where Prieſts may wed}. 
Do not we tiſce the Church for life? 
But thoſe divorce her for a wiſe 
Like laymen, keep her in their houſes, 
And own the children of their ſpouſes. 
rah practices the Abbot cry'd, 
ious uſe we re ſer afide : 
Shall we take wives? Marriage at beſt 
Is but carnality profeſt ! 
Now, as the biſhop took his glaſs, 
e ſpy d our Abbot's buxom laſs, 
Who croſs'd the room; he marc d her eye 
That glow'd with love; his pulſe beat high. 
Fye, father, fye, (the Prelate cries) | 
A maid ſo young! for ſhime, be wile. 
Theſe indiſcretions lend a handle 
To lewd lay-tongues, to give us ſcandal. 
For your vow's fake, this rule I give t ye; 
Let all your maids be turn'd of fifty. 

The Prieſt reply d, I have not ſwerv'd, 
But your chaſte precept well obſerv'd: 
That laſs full twenty-five has told; 

I've yet another who 's as old; 

Into one ſum their ages caſt; 

Zo both my maids have fifty paſt. 

The Prelate ſmil'd, but durſt not blame; 
For why? his Lordſhip did the ſame. 
Let thoſe whoreprimand their brothers, 
| . 


4 TRUE STORY 
or AN 
APP ARITIO N. 


; Scrpricrs (whoſe * of argument n makes 
out, | 
That witdom's deep er:quiries end in doubt) 
Hold this aſiertion poſitive and clear, 
That ſprites are pure delufions, rais d by fear. 
Not that fam'd ghoſt, which in pretaging ſound 
Call'd Brutus to Philippi's fatal ground, 
Nor can Tiberius Gracchus' guary ſhave, 
Theſe ever-doubting diiputants perivade, | 
Straiglit they with f: :niles reply „ I hoſe tales of old 
By viiionary prieſts were made and told. _ 
Oh, might ſome ghoſt at ac ad of night appear, 
And make you own conviction by your fear ! 
1 know your ſneers my ealy faith accuſe, 
Which, with ſuch idle legends ſcares the Muſe; 
But think not that I tell thoſe vulgar ſprites, 
Which frighted boys relate on winter nights, 


f 


i 


| 


POEMS. 


Ho cleanly milk-mai4s meet the fairy train, 
How headleſs horſes drag the clinking chain, 
Night- roaming ghoſts, by ſaucer eye-balls known, 
The common ſpectres of each country- tuwn. 

No, I ſach fables can like you deſpiſe, 

nd laugh i hear theſe nurſe-invented lies. 

et has not oft” the fraudful guardiar's tright 
Compell'd him to reſtore an orphan's right“ 

And can we doubt that horrid ghoſts aſccnd, 


Which on the confcivus murderers 'teps attend? 


Rear then, and let atteſted truth prev ail; 

From faithful lips 1 learnt the dreadful t. CY 
Where Arden's foreſi ſpreads its limits wide, 

| Whoſe branching paths the doubtful road divide, 
A traveller took his ſolitary way, 

| When low beneath the hills was ſurk the day. 
And now the ſkies with yothering darkneſs lour, 


2. The branches ruſtle with the threiten'd ſhower ; 5 
Wich fudden blaſts the torcit murmurs loud, 
Indented lightnings cleave the fable cloud, 


Thunder on thunder breaks, the tempeſt roars, 
And heaven diſcharges all its watery ſtores. 
The wandering traveller ſhelter ſeeks in vain, 

| And ſhrinks and ſhivers with the beating rain: 
On his ſterd's neck the ſlackenꝰd bridle lay, 
Who choſe with cautious ſtep th' uncertain way; 


| And now he checks the rein, and halts to Lear 


If any noiſe foretold a village near. 
At length ſrom far a ſtream of light he ſees 


Extend its level ray between the trees; 


'Thither he ſpeeds, and, as he nearer came, 
Joy ful he knew the lamp's domeſtic flame 


Eo | That trembled through the window; croſs the way 


Darts forta the barking cur, and ftands at bay, 
It was an antient lonely houſe, that ſtood 


| Upon the borders of the ſpacions wood; 


Here towers and antique battlements arife, 
And there in heaps the moulder'd ruin lies. 


Some Lord this manſion held in days of yore, 


To chace the wolf, and pierce the foaming boar: 
How chang d, alas, from what it once had been! 
"Tis now degraded to a public inn. 

Straight he diſmeunts, repeats his loud commend; 

Swift at the gate the ready landlord ſtands; 
With frequent cringe he bows, and begs excuſe, 


His houſe was full, and every bed in uſe. 
| What not a garret, and no ſtraw to ſpare ? 


Why then the kitchen-fire and elbow-chair | 
Shall ſerve for once to nod away the night. 
The kitchen ever is the ſervant's right, 


| Replies the hoſt ; there, all the fire around, 

| The Cpuat's tir'd footmen ſnore upon the ground. 

| The maid, who liſten'd to this whole debate, 
With pity learnt the weary ftranger'e fate. 


Be brave, ſhe cries, you ſtill may be our gueſt; 


Our haunted room was ever held the beſt ; 
% 


If then your valour can the fright ſuftain 

Of rattling curtains and the clinking chain; 

If your courageous tongue have power to talk, 
When round your bed the horrid ghoſt ſhall walk; 5 
If you dare ak i it, why it leaves its tombs 
I'll ſee your ſheets well air'd, and ſhew the room. 
Seon as the frighted maid her tale had told, 


| The ſtranger enter'd for his heart was bold. 


The daniſel led him through a ſpacious hall, 
Where ivy hung the half-deoliſh's wall; 


a—_— 0 www 
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. My treaſure now they ſeize, the golden ſpoil 
| They bury deep beneath the graſs-grown ſoil, 
Far in the common ſield. | 
My ſteps ſhall lead thee to the ſecret prize ; 


— — 


| bed, 
And boldly "follows where the phantom led: 
The halt-worn ſtony ſtairs they now defend, 
Where paſſages obſcure their arches bend. 
Silent they walk; and now through groves they paſs, 


Bit a thort viſion and a golden dream? 


GAY's POEMS. 


She frequent look'd behind, and chang'd her hue, 


While f.ncy tipt the candle's flame wich blue. 

And now they gain'd the winding ftairs' aſcent, 
And to the laneforne room of terrors went. | 
When all was ready, ſwift retir'd the maid, 

The watch-!ights burn, tuck'd warm in bed was laid 
The hardy ſtranger, and attends the ſprite 

Till his accuſtom'd walk at dead of night. 

At firſt he hears the wind with hollow roar 
Shake the looſe lock, and ſwing the creaking door; 
Newer and nearer draws the dreadful ſound 
Of rat: ling chains, that dragg'd upon the ground: 


When lo, the ſpectre came with horrid ſtride, 


Approach'd the bed, and drew the curtains wide l 


In human form the ghaſt ful phantom ſtood, 
Expos'd his mangled boſom dy'd with blood. 


Then, filent pointing to his wounded breaſt, 
Thrice wav'd his hand. Beneath the frighted gueſt | 


| The bsd-cords trembled, and with ſhuddering fear, 


Sweat chill'd his limbs, high roſe his briſtled hair; 
Then muttering haſty prayers, he mann'd his heart, 


And cry'd alouds Say, whence and who thou art? 
The ſtalking ghoſt with hollow voice replies, 


Three vears are counted fince with mortal eyes 


| I faw the ſun, and vital air reſpir'd. 
Like thee benighted, and with travel tir'd, 


Within theſe walls I flept. O chirſt of gain! 
See, ſtill the planks the bloody mark retain. 


| Stretch'd on this very bed, from ſleep I ſtart, 
And ſee the ſteel impending o'er my heart; 
The barbarous hoſteſs held the lifted knie, 


The floor ran purple with my guſhing life. 


Be bold 7 ariſe, 


There dig and find; let that thy eare reward: 
Call loud on 4 bid her not retard 

To punith murder; lay my ghoſt at reſt: 
So ſhall with peace ſecure thy nights de bleſt; 


And, when beneath theſe boards my bones are found, | 
_ Decent inter them in ſome ſacred ground. 


Here ceas'd the ghoſt. The ſtranger ſprings from 


Now tazougn wet meads their ſteps imprint the graſs. 


At lengtn amꝛaſt a ſpacious field they carne: 
There ſtops the ſpectre, and aſcends in flame. 
Ama d he ſtood, no buſk or. brier was found, 


To teich his morning ſearch to find the ground. 
Wha: could he do? the night was hideous dark, 
Fear ſhook his joints, and nature drope the mark: 


Wich that he farting wak'd, and rais'd his head, 


But wund the golden mark was ld in bed. | 
What is the ftateſman's vaſt ambitious ſcheme, 


Power, wealth, and title, elevate his hope; 
He waites; bat for a garter, finds a rope, 


ins ava 
A TALE. 


A PRUDE, at morn and evening prayers 
Had worn her velvet-cuſhien bare; 

| Upward ſhe taught her eyes to roll, | 
As if ſhe watch'd her foaring ſoul ; 
And, when de votion warm'd the crowd, 
None ſung, or ſmote their breaſt ſo loud: 
Pale Penitence had mark'd her face 

With all the meagre ſigns of grace. 
Her maſs-book was compleatly lin'd 
With painted Saints of various kind: 
But, when in every page ſhe view d 
Fine Ladies who the fleſh ſubdu'd, 
As quick her beads the counted o'er, 
She cry'd—Such wonders are no more} 
She choſe not tv delay confeſſion, 
To bear at agce a year's tranſgreſſion; 
But every week ſet all things even, 


And balanc'd her accounts with Heaven. 


Behold her now in humble guiſe, 
Upon her knees with down-caſt eyes 
Before the Prieſt : ſhe thus begins, 
And, ſobbing, blubbers-forth her fins : 
„Who could that tempting man reſiſt; 


1 My virtue languiſh'd, as he kiſs'd; £ | 
1 I Qrove—till I could ſtrive no longer + 
© How can the weak ſubdue the ſtronger ?”* 


The Father aſk'd her where and when ? 
How many? and what fort of men? 

By what degrees her blood was heated? 
How oft” the frailty was repeated? 

Thus have I ſeen a pregnant wench 

All fluſh'd with guilt before the bench: 
The Judges (wak*d by wanton thought) 
Dise to the bottom of her fault; 


| They leer. they fimper at her ſhame, 


And make her call all things by name. 
And now to ſentence he proceeds, 
Preſcribes how oft to tell her beds; | 
Shews her what Sain's could dy her good, 
Doubles her faſts, to cool her blood. 
Eas'd of her fins, and light as air, 

| Away lhe trips, perhaps to prayer, 


| D was no ſuch taing. Why then this hate? . 
The clock has ſtruck, the hour is pat; 


And, on the fpur of inclin "on, | 
She ſcorn'd to bilk her aſſig tion. 
Whae'er ſhe did, next week ſhe came, 


And piouſly confef the ſame. 
| The Prieſt, who female frailties pity'd, 


Firſt chid her, then her fins r-mitted. 
But did ſhe now her crime bemoan 
In penitenti-1 ſheets alone? 

And was no bold, no benitly- fellow 
The nightly partner of her pillow ? 


No, none: for next time in the grove 


— — | 
= 
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Confeſſion-day was come about, 
e muſt out. 
ſeems to wipe her twinkling eyes: 
4 What now, my child?“ the Father cries. 


% 
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4 Again!” ſays ſhe. With threatening looks, 


He thus the dame rebukes : 


«© Madam, I grant there 's ſomething in it, 


<6 That virtue has th* unguarde@ minute; 
4% But pray now tell me what are whores, 
«© But women of unguarded hours? 
Then you muſt ſure have loſt all ſhames 
„ What! every day, and ſtill the ſame, 
4 And no fault elſe! tis ſtrange to find 
« A woman to one ſin confin'd ! | 
Pride is this day her darling paſſion, 
The next day Slander is in faſhiun; 

«© Gaming ſucceeds; if Fortune croſſes, 


«© Then Virtue 's mortgag'd for her loſſes; 


And loves new follies, like new cloathes: 
4 By uſe her favourite vice the loathe, 
«© But you, beyond all thought unchaſte, 
* Have all fin center'd near your waiſt ! 
4 Whence is this appetite ſo ſtrong? 
«© Say, Madam, did your mother long? 
Or is it luxury and high diet 
That won't let virtue ſleep in quiet? 
She tells him now, with meekeſt voice, 
That ſhe had never err d by choicez 
Nor was there known a virgin chaſter, 
Till ruin'd by a ſaid diſaſter. 

That the a favourite lap-dog had, 5 


Which (as the ftroak'd and kiſs'd) grew mad; | : 4 TALE. 


And on her lip a wound indenting, 5 
Firſt ſet her youthful blood fermenting. 


| _ The Prieſt reply'd, with zealous fury, 
% You ſhould have ſought the means to cure ye. 


% Doctors by various ways, we find, 
«© Treat theſe dittempers of the mind. 

Let gaudy ribbands be deny'd 
4% Te her who raves with ſcornful pride; 
And, if religion crack her notions 
* Lock up her volumes of devotions ; 


ut, if for man her rage prevail, 


4 Bar her the fight of creatures male. 
Or elfe, to cure ſuch venom'd bites, 
And ſet the ſhatter'd thoughts arights ; 

They ſend you to the ocean's thore, 

% And plunge the patient o'er and o'er.” 
The dame reply d, . Alus! in vain 
6 My kindred forc'd me to the main; 
«© Naked, and in the face of day: 
£6 Look not, ye fiſhermen, this way! 
„ What virgin had not done as I did? 
„My modeſt hand, by nature guided, 

6 Debarr'd at once from human eyes 
4 The ſeat where female honour lies 
66 And, though thrice dipt from top to toe, 

4c J ſtill ſecur'd the poſt below, | 
4 And guarded it with graſp ſo faſt 


«6 Not one drop through my fingers paſt, = 


„ Thus owe I to my baſhful care, 
46% That all the rage is ſettled there. 
Weigh well the projects of mankind 
Then tell me, Reader, canſt thou find 
The man from madneſs wholly free? 
They ali are mad ſave you and me, 


I 


| By the Death of the Dux z Rxcaxr of Franct. 


| There 's Meroweiz—mark ! ftrange work ! 


Do not the ſtateſman, fop, and wit, 

By daily fellies prove they re bit? 

And, when the briny cure they try'd, 

Some part ſtill kept above the tide ? 

Same men {when drench'd beneath the wave) 
High o'er their heads their fingers ſave; 


| Thoſe hands by mean extortion thrive, 


Or in the pocket lightly dive: 
Or, more expert in pilfering vice, 


| They burn and itch to cog the dice. 


Plunge-in a courtier; ſtrait his fears 
Direct his hands to flop his ears. 
And now truth ſeems a grating noiſe, 
He loves the ſlanderer's whiſpering voice; 


He hangs on flattery with delight, 


And thinks all fulſome praiſe is right. 

All women! dread a watery death: | 
They ſhut their lips, to hold their breath; 
And, though you duck. them ne'er fo long, 
Not one ſalt drop e er wets their tongue: 
"Tis hence they ſcandal have at will, 
And that this member ne er lies ſtill. 


— | 


THE OT: 
OCCASIONED | 


I (faid, at dame Elliot's , maſter Travers) 
| Good Orleans dead! in truth tis hard-. 

_ | Oh, may all ſtateſmen die prepar d! | ; 

I dv foreſee (and for fore-ſeeing ES MS. 


He equals any man in being) 


The army ne'er can be diſbinded. 


A wiſh the King were ſafely landed. 
Ah, friends ! great changes threat the lindz 
All France and England at a ſtand | 


And there 's the Czar, and there s the Turk ; 


| The Pope—An India Merchant by, 
Cut ſhort the ſpeech with this reply: ß 
| © Mata ſtand? You ſee great changes? 15 


Ah, Sir 1 you never ſaw the Ganges. 
© There dwell the nations of Quidnunki's 
6 (So Monomotapa calls monkies) : | 


I Ontheir bank, from bough to bough, 
„% They meet and chat (as we may now). 20 


4 Whiſpers go round, they grin, they ſhrug, 
4% They bow, they ſnarl, they ſcratch, they hug, 
% And juſt as chance or whim provoke them, 


| * They either bite their friends, or ſtroke them, 


A cffec-hſe rear St. Janes . 
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= 4 Each trembles for the public weal, 


GA Y's 
There have | ſeen ſome active prig, 
ce To ſhew his parts, beſtride a twig : 


. Lord! how the chattering tribe admire, 


« Not that he's wiſer, but hes higher: 

« All long to try the venturous thing 

* (For power is but to have one's ſwing) ; 
« From fide to fide he ſprings, he ſpurns, 
s And bangs his foes and friends by turns. 
«© Thus, as in giddy freaks he bounces, 

Crack goes the twig, and in he flounces ! 


« Down the ſwift ſtream the wretch is borne; 35 


4 Mever, ah never, to return | 
& Zounds } what a fall had our dear brother; 


C Morbleu! cries one; and Damme | t'other. 


*The nations give a general ſcreech ; 
ce None cocks his tail none claws his breech ; 


4 And for a while forgets to ſteal. ö 
c A while, all eyes, intent and ſteddy, 


& Purſue him, whirling down the eddy. | 
„ But, aut of mind when out of view, 45 


« Some other mounts the twig anew; 


© And bufineſs, on each monkey re, 


06 * 


| FABLES. 


m TWO. PARTS. 


c Shall not ray Fables 8 vices | 
% Becauſe a knave is over- nice 


« If I laſh vice in general fition, | 
« Js 't I apply, ar ſelf- convictiun? 


3 Brutes are my theme. Am I to blame, 
ef men in morals are the fame? 


« no man call or ape or aſs; 


nad "Tis his own conſcience holds the glaſs. 


« Thus void of all offence I write: | 
4. © Who dans de Fable, knows bis right. 
rr. 10 EF. WERE, | 


INTRODUCTION To THE FABLES. 5 


POE MS. 
25 In ſummer's heat, and winter's cold, 


| He fed his flock, and penn'd the fold; 
His hours in cheerful labour flew, 


| Norenvy nor anibition knew; 


His wiſdom and his honeſt fame 


30 Through all the country rais d his name 


A deep Philoſopher (whoſe rules 
Of moral life were drawn from ſchools) 
The Shepherd's homely cottage ſought, 
And thus explor'd his reach of thought. 
Whence is thy learning ? hath thy toil 
| Oer books — the midnight oil ? 
Haſt thou old Greece and Rome ſurvey d, 
And the vaſt ſenſe of Plato weigh'd ? 
Hath Socrates thy foul refin'd, 


40 And haft thou Exthom'd Tully's mind? 


Or, like the wiſe Ulyſſes, thrown, 
By various fates, on realms 
Haſt thou through many cities ſtray d. 


The ſhepherd modeſtly reply'd, 
I ne'er the — of learning try d; 
| Nor have I roam'd in foreign parts, 
To read mankind, their laws and arts; 


| For man is praftis'd i in diſguiſe, - 


He cheats the molt diicerning eyes : 
Who by'that ſearch ſhall wiſer grows 
When we ourfelves can never _ r 
The little knowledge I have gain 
Was all from fimple Nature — ; 
Hence my life's maxims took their riſe, 
Hence grew my ſettled hate to vice. 
The daily labours of the bee 


| Awake my ſoul to induftry: 
| Who can obſerve the careful ant, 


And not provide for future want? 
My dog (the truſtieſt of his kind) 
With gratitude inflames my mind: 
Ian ne | 
And in my ſervice copy Tray. 

Ia conſtancy and nuptial love, 

I learn my duty from the dove. 
The hen. who from the chilly air, 
Wich pious wing, protects her care, 
And every fowl that flies at large, 


4 Inſtructs me in a parent's charge. 


| From Nature, too, I take my rule. 
To ſhun contempt and ridicule. 
J never, with important air, 

In converſation overbear. 

Cnaa grave and formal paſs for wiſe, 

| When men the ſolemn owi-deſpiſe ? 
My tongue within my lips I rein; 

For who talks much mutt talk in vain. 
We from the wordy torrent fly: 


Who liſtens to the chattering pye? 


PART THE FIRST. 
"ur rz ö AND THR PHILOSOPHER, 


| REMOTE denn cities Iod a Swain, 
Unvex'd with all the cares of gain; 
His head was filver'd o'er with age, 


And long expetiencg made him fage; 


Nor would I, with felonious flight, 
By ſtealth invade my neighbour's right. 
Rapacious animals we hate : 


Do. not we juſt abhozrence find 


g | Againſt the toad and ſerpent-kind ? 


But Envy, Calumny, and Spite, 
Bear venom in their bite. 


3 hs 


{ Their cuſtoms, laws, and manners, weigh 47 


Kites, hawks, and wolves, deſerve their fate. 
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* 


28 


30 


* 
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Love mercy, and delight to ſave. 
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Thus every object of creation 
Can furniſh hints to contemplation ; 
And, from the moſt minute and mean, 
A virtuous mind can morals 

Thy fame is juſt, the Sage replies; 
Thy virtue proves thee truly wiſe. 
Pride often guides the author's pen; 
Books as affected are as men: 
But he who ſtudies Nature's laws, 
Frorn certain truth his maxims draws ; 
And thoſe, without our ſchools, ſuffice 


| To make men moral, good, and wiſe. 


70 


75 


To HIS HIGHNESS 


WILLIAM DUKE OF CUMBERLAND. | 


FABLE I. 
THE LION, THE TYGER, AND THE TRAVELLER. 


ACCEPT, young Prince! the moral lay, 
: And in theſe Tarzs mankind ſurvey 3 
With early virtues plant your breaſt, 
The ſpecious arts of vice detet. 
Are ttrangers to the voice of Truth. 
Learn to contemn all praiſe betimes, 
For flattery 's the nurſe of crimes: 

Friendſhip by ſweet reproof is ſhown 
{A virtue never near a throne) : 
In courts ſuch freedom muſt offend ; 

There none preſumes to be a friend. 
To thoſe of your exalted ftation, 
Each courtier is a dedication. | 
Muſt I, too, flatter like the reft, 
And turn my morals to a jeſt? 
The Mule diſdaĩns to ſteal from thoſe 
| Who thrive in courts by fulſome proſe, 
But ſhall I hide your real praiſe, 
| Or tell you whit a nation ſays ? 

They in your infant boſom trace 
The virtues of your royal race,. 
In the fair dawning of your mind, 
Diſcern you generous, mild, and kind: 
They ſee you grieve to hear dittreſs, 
And pant already to redreſs. 
Go on, the height of good attain, 
Nor let a nation hope in vain: 
For hence we juſtiy may preſage 
The virtues of a riper age. Refs 
True courage ſhall your boſom fire, 
And future actions own yeur fire. 
; Cowards are crucl ; but the brave 


10 


25 


A Tyger, roaming for his prey, 

Sprung on a Traveller in the way, 

The proſtrate game a Lion ſpies, 

And on the greedy tyrant flies: 

With mingied roar reſounds the wood, 
Their teeth, their claws, diſtil with blood ; 


% And muit atteſt my power and right. 


- vo]: 


| His life the generous hero gave. 


% Mighc well the brutal nation awe 


| Was ſcarce diſtioguiſh'd from the green, 
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Till, vanquiſh'd by the Lion's firength, 
| The ſputted Foe extends his length. 
The Man beſought the ſhaggy Lord, 
And on his knees for life implor'd. 
45 
Together walking to his cave, 
The Lion thus beſpoke his gueſt: 
„What hardy beaſt ſhall dare conteſt 

&© My matchleſs ftrength ? You ſaw the fight, 
50 
«© Forc'd to forego their native home, 

« My ftarving ſlaves at diftance roam. 
« Within theſe woods I reign alone; 
„The boundlefs foreſt is my own. 

& Bears, wolves, and all the ſavage brood, 
„ Have dy'd the regal den with blood. 
1 © Theſe carcaſſes on either hand, 


55 


\ ©© 'Thoſe bones that whiten all the land, 


% My former deeds and triumphs tell, — 
e Beneath theſe jaws what numbers fell.” 60 
c True,” ſays the Man, the ſtrength I faw 

3 

© But ſhall a monarch, brave, like you, 
c Place glory in fo falſe a view? 

© Robbers invade their neighbour's right. 
« Be lov'd ; let juſtice bound your might. 
| *© Mean are ambitious heroes” boaſts 


65 


% Of waſted lands and ſlaughter d hoſts. 
1“ Pirares their power by murders gain; 


„ Wiſe kings by love and mercy reign. 
« To me your clemency hath ſhown 
% The virtue worthy of a throne. 
«© Heaven gives you power above the reſt, 
46 Like Heaven, to ſuccour the diſtreſt. 
« The caſe is plain, the monarch ſaid; 
«© Falſe glory hath my youth mifled; 
«© For beaſts of prey, a ſervile train, 
%% Have been the flatterers of iy reign. 
ec You reaſon well. Yet tell me, friend, 
% Did ever you in courts attend? 
e For all my fawning rogues agree. 
« That human heroes rule like me.“ 


1 | Tux SPANIEL AND TAI CAMELEON- 


| A SPANIEL, bred with all the care 


That waits upon a favourite heir, 


| | Neer felt Correction's rigid hand >. 


Indulg'd to diſobey command, 
In pamper'd eaſe his hours were ſpent : 
He never knew what learning meant. 
Such forward airs, ſo pert, fo ſmart, 


Were ſure to win his lady's heart; 


Each little miſchief gain'd him praiſe : 
How pretty were his fawning ways! 
The wind was ſouth, the morning fairy | 


He ventures forth ts take the air: 


He ranges all the meadow round, 
And rolls upon the ſofteſt ground 
When near him a Cameleon ſeen, 


15 


6 


Ho partial are their doting eyes 
No child is half ſo fair and wiſe, 


Walc'd to the morning's pleaſing cars, 5 
The mother roſe, and ſought her heir. 


“ Sure lame viſaſter has befell! 5 
« Speak, Nurſe; | hope the boy is well. 10 


Inviſizly the Fai airy came: 


Like * we doat _— our * 


GAT 


ec Dear emblem of the f{«tering huſt! 
« What, live with clowns! q genius loſt, 
4 To cities and the court repair; 


46 A fortune cannot fail thee there: 20 


4 Preferments ſha'l t hy talents crown; 

c Believe me, Friend; I know the Town.” 
& Sir,” ſays the Sycophant, e like you, 

cc Of old, politer life 1 knew. 


& Like you, a courtier born and bred, 25 


6: Kings lean'd their ear to what I ſaid. 
« My whiſper always met ſucceſs; 
« The ladies prais'd me for addreſs, 
& [knew to hit each courtier's paſſion, 


£ And flattered every vice in faſhion. 30 


6 But Jove, who hates the liar's ways, 


4 At once cut ſhort my proſperous days, 


« And, ſentenc'd to retain my nature, 


_ 46 Transform'd me to this crawling crezture, | 
«© Doom'sd to a life obſcure and mean, 35 
wander in the ſylvan ſcene: 7 — 


ce For Jove the heart alone regards; | 
1 He puniſhes what man rewards. 
4% How different is thy caſe and mine! 


6 Wich men at leaſt you ſup and dine; 0 40 


6% While I, condemn' d to thinneſt fare, 


== Like thoſe I flatter'd, feed on air.” 


. FABLE =. 


Lada The blefling PER : 
Were ever parents more content? 


She ſaw the Nurſe like one paſſeſt, 23 
With wringing hands and ſobbing breaft. 
** Dear Madam, think not me to — 


Yoar precious babe is hence convey'd, 
And in the place a changeling laid. 


Where are the father's mouth and noſe 2 15 
The mother's eyes, as black as floes? 
See, here, a ſhocking aukward creature, 

That ſpuales a foul in every feature“ 


„ "Che woman's blind, the mother cries 3 ; = 


I ee wit ſparkle in his eyes.” 20 


cc Lord! Madam, what a {quinting lcer! 


No doubt the fairy hath been here. 


Juſt as the ſpoke, a pigmy ſprite IN 
Pops through the key-hole iwirt as light; 3 
Perch'd on the cradle's top he ſtands, 235 


And thus her folly reprimands. 


„„ Whence ſprung the vain conceited lye, 


| That we the world with fools ſupply ? 


What! give our ſprightly race ny 


Far the dull helpleſs ſons of clay! 10 


Beſides, by partial fondneſs ſhown, 
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And prgud ambition, of mankind. 2: 
| | 


Where Jet was ever found a Mother 


| Who'd give her booby for anather ? 


And, ſhould we change with human breed, 5 


Well, might we pais for fools indeed. 


' FABLE iv. 


THE EAGLE AND THE ASSEMBLY OF ANIMALS. 


AS Jupiter's all-ſeeing eye 


Survey 'd the worlds beneath the ſky, 
From this ſmall ſpeck of earth were ſcat 
Murmurs and ſounds of diſcontent; 


For every thing alive complain'd, 8 : 
Taat he the hardeſt life ſuſtain'd. TY 


ove calls his Eagle. At the word, 
Before him ſtands the royal bird. 
The bird, obedient, ftom Heaven's height, . 
Downward directs his rapid flight , 10 
Then cited every living thing, | | 
To hear the mandates of his king. 
& Ungraterul creatures! whence arife 


} Theſe murmurs which offend the ſkies * 


Why this diſorder? ſay the cauſe; | | 15 ; 


| For juſt are Jove's eternal laws. 
THE MOTHER, Tus xoner, AND THE FAIRY. 


Let each his diſcontent reveal; 


To yon four Dog I firſt appeal.” 


4 Hard is my lot, the Hound replies; 


: on what fleet nerves the Grey hound flies ! —— 


While I, with weary ſtep and flow, 


_ | O'er plains, and vales, and mountains, go. 


The morning ſees my chace begun, 


Nor ends it till the letting ſun.” 


When (ys the Greyhound) I purſue, 25 
My game is loſt, or caught i in view; 1 


0 Beyond my fight the prey's fecure ; 


The Hound is flow, but always ſure; 
And, had | his ſagacious ſcent, 


The Lion crav'd the Fox's art; 


> Jove ne ber had heard my diſcontent.” 30 
W. 1-67 JO | . 


The Cock implor'd the Pigeon's flight, 
Whole wings were rapid, ſtrong, and light: 
The Pigeon ſtrength of wing deſpis d, 35 


And the Cock's matchleſs valour pri z'd. 
The fiches wiſh'd to graze the plain; 


The Bcatts, to ſkim beneath the main. 

Thus, envious of another's ſtate, | | 

Each biam'd the partial hand of Fate. 40 
The bird ot Heaven then ery'd alouꝗ: Ee 

© Jove bias diſperſe the murmuring crowd ; 

The Cod reje&s your idle prayers, 

Would ye, rebellious Mutineers ! 

Entirely change your name and nature, 4: 

And be tae very envy d creature 

What! fileat all, and none conſent 2? 

Be happy, then, and learn content; 

Nor imitate the reſtleſs mind, 
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FABLE V. 


THE WILD BOAR AND THE RAM. 


AGAINST an elm a ſheep was ty d, 
The butcher's knife in blood was dy'd 3 
The patient flock, in filent fright, 
From far beheld the horrid fight. 
A ſavage Boar, who near them ſtood, 

Thus mockꝰ d to ſcorn the fleecy brond. 
4 All cowards ſhould be ſerv'd like you. 
See, ſee, your murderer is in view: 

Wich purple hands, and reeking knife, 
He trips the ſkin yet warm with life. 
Your quarter'd fires, your bleeding dams, 
The dying bleat of harmleſs lambs, 
Call for revenge. O ſtupid Race ! 
The heart that wants revenge is baſe. 
4 I grant, an ancient Ram replies, 
We bear no terror in our eyes; 
Yet think us not of ſoul fo tame, 
Which no repeated wrongs inflame z 
Inſenſible of every ill, 
Becauſe we want rhy tuſks to kill. 
_ Know, thoſe, who violence purſue, 
Give to themſelves the vengeance due; 
For in thefe maſſicres they find 
The two chief plagues that waſte mankind. 
Our ſkin ſupplies the wrangling bar, 
It wakes their lumbering ions to war; 
And well revenge may reſt contented, 


„ 

| R THE MISER AND PLUTUS, 

TE wind was high, the window ſhakes, | 
With ſudden (tart the Miſer wakes: 

Along the filent room he ſtalks, 

Looks back, and trembles as he walks. 

Each lock and every bolt he tries, 

In every creek and corner pries; 

Then opes the cheſt with treaſure ſtor d, 


| And ſtands in rapture o'er his hoard. 


Zut now, with ſudden qualms poſſeſt, 
He wrings his hands, ne beats his breaſt; 
| By conſcience ftung, he wildly ftares, 
And thus his guilty ſou! declares: . 
„ Had. the deep earth her ſtores conſin d, 


This heart had known ſweet peace of mind. 


But virtue s fold. Good Gods! what price 
Can recompenſe the pangs of vice { . 
O bane of good! ſeducing cheat, | 
Can man, weak man, thy power defeat? 
_ Gold baniſh'd hunour from the mind, 
And only lett the name behind; | 
Sold fow'd the world with every ill; 
Gold taught the murcerer'a ſword to kill x 
Tas gold inſtructed coward-hearts 
In treachery's wore perniciuus arts. 
| Who can vecount the miſchiefe o'er ? 
, Virtue reſides on earth no more“ 

He ſpoke, and ſigh'd. In angry mood 


10 


10 


25 | 


In peace to paſs his latter life. 


The Miſer, trembling, lock'd his cheſt ; 
The Viſion frown'd, and thus addreſs d: 


Each ſordid rafcal*s daily cant? 

Did I, baſe wretch! corrupt mankind ? 
The fault 's in thy rapacious mind. 
Becauſe my bleſſings are abus d, 
Muſt I be cenſur'd, curs'd, accus d? 


| Evn virtue's ſelf by knaves is made 


A cloak to carry on the trade ; 


Grows tyranny, and rank oppreſſion. 
Thus, when the villain crams his cheſt, 
Gold is the canker of the breaft ; g 


| Tis avarice, inſolence, and pride, 


And every ſhocking vice befide : 

But, when to virtuous hands tis given, 
It bleſſes, like the dews of Heaven: 
Like Heaven, it hears the orphan's cries, 
5 wipes the tears from widows” eyes. 
Their crimes on gold ſhall Miſers lay, 
Who pawn'd their ſordid fouls for pay? 
Let bravoes, then, when blood is ſpilt, 
 Upbraid the paſſive ſouF with guilt.” 


_ FABLE vn. 


LION, tir'd with ftate-affairs, 


Reſolved (remote from noiſe and ftrite) 


It was proclaim'd ; the day was ſet ; 


To the new regent humbly bow'd. 


I Wolves, bears, and mighty tigers, bend, 


And ſtrive who moſt ſhall condeſcend. 


He ftraight aſſumes a ſolemn grace, 
Collects his wiſdom in his face. 


| | The crowd admire his wit, his ſenſe; 


The flatterer all his art diſplays: 
He who hath power is ſure of praiſe. 
A Fox ſtept forth before the reſt, 


And thus the ſervile throng addreft: 


And train'd in Virtue's honeſt ſchool 1 


What Clemency his temper ſways ! 


How uncorrupt are alt his ways? 


| | Beneath his conduct and command, 


| Rapine ſhalt ceaſe to waſte the land. 


25 


His brain hath ſtratagem and art; 
Prudence and mercy rule his heart. 
What bleſſings muſt attend the nation 
Under this good adminiſtration !” 

| He fad. A Gooſe, who diſtant Good, 
Harangu'd apart the cackling brood: _ 
% Whene'er I hear a knave commend, 
He bids me ſhun his worthy friend. 


| But 'twas a Fox who ſpoke th* oration. 


| «© Whence is this vile ungrateful rant, 


And Power (when lodg'd in their poſſeſſion) 


Quite fick of pomp, and worn with cares, | 


Behold the general council met. ET OY 
The Fox was viceroy nam'd. The crowd 


Each word hath weight and conſequence. 


«© How vaſt his talents, born to rule, 


What praiſe! what mighty commendation ! | 


| THE Tor, THE FOX, AND THE GEESE. 
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1 She now was penſive now was gay, 


: | For by r1epulſe he bolder grew, 
|  Perch'd on her lip, and fipt the dew. 


1 Of all the plagues that Heaven 
| A Waſp is moſt impertinent,” 


Foxes this government may prize, 

As gentle, plentiful, and wiſe; 

If they enjoy the ſweets, tis plain 
Wie Geeſe muſt feel a tyrant-reign. 
What havock now ſhall thin-our race, 


35 


When every petty clerk in place, 40 | 
To prove his tafte, and ſeem polite, | | 
Will feed on Geeſe both noon and night!“ 


THE LADY AND THE WASI. 


AT whiſpers muſt the beouty Beauty bear ! 
What hourly nonſenſe haunts her ear! 
Where'er her eyes diſpenſe their charms, 
Impertinence around her ſwarms. 
Did not the tender nonſenſe ſtrike, 
Contempt and ſcorn might look diſlike 3 
| Forbidding airs might thin the place, 
The lighteſt flap a fly can chace: | 
But who can drive the numerous breed ? 
Chace one, anuther will ſucceed. ns 
Who knows 2 tool, muſt know his brother ; 
One fop will recommend another : 
And with this plague ſhe 's rightly curſt, 
\ Becauſe ſhe liſten'd to the firſt, | 
As Doris, at her toilette's duty, | 
Sat meditating on her beauty, 
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And loll'd the ſultry hours away. 

As thus in indolence ſhe lies, 
A giddy Waſp around her flies. 
He now advances, now retires, 
No to her neck and cheek aſpires. 

Her fan in vain defends her charms; 
Swift he returns, again alarms ; 

25 

She frowns; ſhe frets. Good Gods! ſhe cries, 
Protect me from theſe teazing flies! 
hath ſent, 


The hovering inſect thus complain'd ; 
c Am 1 then ſighted, ſcorn'd, diſdain'd ? 
Can ſuch offence your anger wake ? 
"Twas beauty caus'd the bold ir iſtake. 
Thoſe cherry lips chat breathe perfume, 


That cheek ſo ripe with youthful bloom, FT 
Made me with ftrong deſire puriue | SH 
The faireſt peach that ever grew. | 5 
Strike him not, Jenny, Doris cries, F 
Nor murder Waſps like vulgar flies; 40 


For though he's free ( to do him right), | 
The creature's civil and polite.” 

In ecſtaſies away he poſts: | 
Where'er he came, the favour boaſts 
| Brags how her ſweeteſt tea he ſipa, 
And ſhows the ſugar on his lips. 

The hint alarm'd the forward crew 3 
Sure of ſucceſs, away they flew: 
They ſuare the daintics of the day, 
Round hg with ary muſic play: 


= 
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_ | To daily war my youth inclin'd; 


30. 


| And now they flutter now they reſt, 
Now ſoar again, and ſkim her breaſt. 
Nor were they banith'd, till ſhe found 
That Waſps have ſtings, and felt the wound. 


FABLE 1X. | 
THE BULL AND THE MASTIFF. 
GEEK you to train your favourite boy ? 


Each caution, every care employ z 
And, ere you venture to ey 


Let his preceptor's heart be ty d: 


| Weigh well his manners, life, and ſcope ; 
On theſe depends thy future hope. 
As on a time, in peaceful reign, 


A bull enjoy'd the flowery plain, 


A Maſtiff paſsꝰd; inflam'd with ire, 

His eye-balls ſhot indignant hire. | 

He tfoam'd, he rag'd with thirit of blood. 
'Spurning the ground, the monarch ſtood, 


10 


| And roar'd aloud: ©: Suſpend the fight; 


In a whole ſkin go fleep to-night : | 
Or tell me, ere the battle rage, 

What wrongs provoke thee to engage ? 
Is it ambition fires thy breaſt, OG 
Or avarice, that ne'er can ret ? 
From theſe alone unjuſtly ſprings 

The world-deſtroy ing wrath of kings.” 

The ſurly maſtiff thus returns: 


Is 


4 Within my boſom glory burns. 


Like heroes of eternal name, 
Whom poets ting, I fight for fame. 3 
The burcher's ſpirit - ſtirring mind 25 


He trai ' me to heroic deed, 


| Taught me co conquer, ur to bl Vr 


„ Curs'd Dog, the Bull reply'd, no more 
1 wonder at thy thirſt of gore; 2 
For thou (beneath a butcher train'd, 

| Whoſe hands with crutity are ftain'd, . 


| His daily murders in thy view) 


Mult, like thy tutor, blood purſue. ES 
Take, then, thy fate.” With goridg wound 
At once he litts him from the ground: | 
Aloft the ſprawling hero flics, 


Mangles he falls, he howls, and dies. 


THE ELEPHANT AMD THE ROGKSELLER, 
| THE man who with undaunted toils 

| Sails unknown 1eas. ro unknown foils, 
With various wonders feaſts his tight : 
What ſtranger wonders does he write! 
We read, and in deſcription view 


Creatures which Adin never knew; | 2 
For, when we riſk no contradictiou, 

1 prompts the tongue to deal in fiction. 

Thoſe things that ſtartle me v7 you 

{4 grant are ftcange; yet ny be uue. 10 
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Who doubts that fteghante are found 

For ſcience and for ſenſe renown'd ? 

Borri records their ſtiength of parts, 

Extent of thought, and fkill in arts; 

How they perform the law's decreess 

And fave the ſtate the hangman's fees; 

And ha by travel underſtand 

The language of another land. 

Let thoſe, who queſtion this reports 

To Pliny's. ancient page reſort. 

How learr'd was that ſagacious breed | 

Who now (like them) the Greek can read? 
As one of theſe, in days of yore. 

Rummag's a ſhop of learning o'er, 

Not like our modern dealers, minding 

Only the margin's breadth and binding, 

A book his curious eye detains, 

Where with exacteſt care a d pains, 
Were every beaſt and bird pourtray 'dy 
"That cer the ſearch of man ſurvey d; 

*T heir natures and their powers were writ 
With all the pride of human wit: 

The page he with attention ſpread, 
And thus remark'd on what he read: 

% Man with ſtrong reaſon if ended; 
A beaſt ſcarce inſtinct isallow'd; 

But, let this auchor's worth be try d, 

is plair, that neither was his guide. 

Can he diſcern the different natures, 
And weigh the power of other creatures, 
Who by the partial work hath ſhewn 
He knows fo little of his own? 

How falſely is the Spaniel drown 1 

Did man from him firſt lean to fawn ? 

A Dog proficient in the trade ! 

He the chief flatrerer Nature made! 

Go, Man! the ways of courts diſcern, 

You Il find a Spaniel ſtill might learn. 

Hew can the Fox's theft and plunder 
Provoke his cenſure or his wunder? 
From Courtiers' tricks and Lawyers” arts, 
Ihe Fox might well improve his parts. 

Ihe Lion, Wolf, and Tiger's brood, 

He curſes, for their thirſt of blood. 
But is not Man to Man a prey? 

Beaſts kill for hunger, Men for pay. 

The Bookſeller who heard him Ko - 
And ſaw him turn a page of Greek, 

Thought, what a genius have I tound ! 
Then thus addrefs'd with bow profound: 


& Learn'd Sir, if you d employ 1 i 


| Againſt the ſenſcleſs ſuns of men, 
Or write the hiſtory of Siam ; 
No man is better pay than I am. 
Or, ſince yuu re learn'd in Greek, let 's ſee 
Something againtt the Trinity.” - 
Vs hen wrinkling with a fneer his trunk, 


& Friend, quoth the Elephant, you re drunk : 


E'en keep jcur money, and be wiſe; 

| Leave man on man to criticiſe : 

For that you ne'er can want a pen 
Among the ſenſcleſs ſons of men. 
They unprovckk a will court the fray; 
Envy 's a tharper (pur than Fay. | 
No author ever ſpar'd a brother; 

_ Wits are gamecocks to one another.“ 
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. A nymph of brighteſt charms and mien =— 
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FABLE XI. 
how en THE TURKEY, AND THE Go098, 


qu beauty faults conſpicuous grow; 
The ſmalleſt ſpeck is ſeen on ſnow. 
| As near a barn, by hunger led, 
A peacock with the poultry fed, | 
All view'd him with an envious eye, 5 


And mock'd his gautly pageantry. 


He, conſcious of ſuperior merit, 
Contemns their baſe reviling ſpirit ; 
His ſtate and dignity aſſumes, 


Which, like the Heavens o'er-arching ſkies, 
Are ſpangled with a thouſand eyes. 
The circling rays, and varied light, 


At once confound their dazzled fight ; 
On every tongue detraction hurns, | 8 


And malice prompts their ſpleen by turns. 
&© Mark with what inſolence and pride 

The creature takes his haughty fride, 

The Turkey cries. Can ſpleen contain? 


But, were intrinſic merit ſeen, 


| We Turkeys have the whiter ſein.” 


From tongue to tongue they caught abuſe z 


And next was heard the hiſling gooſe : | 
„What hideous legs! what filthy claws ! ! 25 
I feorn to cenſure little flaws. . 


Then what a horrid ſqualling throat 
Ev'n owls are frighted at the note. 
% True. Thoſe are faults the Peacock ct; | 


But ſuch blind critics rail in vain. 

What! overlook my radiant train! 

Knew, did my legs (your ſcorn and ſport) 
The "Turkey or the Gooſe ſupport, 


=T hoſe faults in you had ne er been found: 

To all apparent beauties blind, | 

Each blemiſh ſtrikes an envlous mind.“ 
Thus in aſſemblies have I ſeen 


Wake envy in each ugly face, 


E — 


ABLE XII. 
3 evyiy, HYMEN, AND PLUTYS, | 


S Cupid in Cythera's grove 

| Employ'd the leſſer powers of Love, 

Some ſhape the bow, or fit the ſtringg 

Some give the taper ſhaft its wing, 

Or turn the poliſh'd quiver's mould, 

Or head the darts with temper'd gold. 
Amidſt their toil and various care, 


. 


| Thus Hymen with aſſuming air, 


75 


Addreſs'd the God: 1 — purblind chir, | 
Of aukward and ill judging wit, 
If matches are not better made, 


_ | At once I uſt forſ ear my trade, 


And to the ſun difplays his plumes, 10 


”, ei. Aa toe tee os a ah 


Sure never bird was half ſo vain! — | 


ccc ee. 


My ſcream, my thanks you may * 3 30 


And did ye ſcream with harſher ſound, i 
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You ſend me ſuch i!1-coupled folks, 

That tis a ſhame to ſell them yokes. 
They ſquabble for a pin, a feather, 

And wonder how they came together. 
The huſband's ſullen, dogged, ihy, 
The wite grows flippant in reply: 

He loves command and due retiriction z 
And ſhe as well lil;zs contradiction ; 

She never laviſhly ſubmits; 

Sha'll have her will, or have her fits. 
He this way tugs, ſhe th' other draws ; 
The man grows jealous, and with cauie. 
Nothing can ſave him but divorce ; 

And here the wife complies of courſe. 

«© When, ſays the buy, had i to do 
Wich either your attairs vc you ? 

I never idly ſpend my darts; 
You trade in mercenary hearts. 
For ſettlements the lawyer*s feed; 
Is my hand witneſs to the aeed ? 

If they like cat and dog agree, 

Go rail at Plutus, not at me. 
Plutus appear d, and faid, “ Tis true, 
In marriage, gold is all their view; 
They feek not beauty, wit, or lenſes 
And love is ſeldom the pretence. 

All offer incente at my th ine, 

And I alone the bargain fign. 

How can Belinda blame her fate ? 
She only afk'd a great eſtate. 
Doris was rich enough, tis true; 
Fler lord muſt give her title too: 
And ev 123 or rich or , 
Avarice, 3 ſhape i it bears, 
W | 


* OE FED 


| F A * LE XIII. 
TAK TAME. $TAG. 


AS 3 young Stag the thicket paſt, 


The LESS held his 08/2 faſt. 


A clown, who faw the captive hung, 
Acxoſs the horns his halter flung. 


No ſafely hamper'd in the cord, 

He bore the preſent to his lord. 
His lord was pleas'd ; as was the clown, 
When he was tipp'd w:th half-a-crown. 
The Stag was brought before his wife; 
|} The tender lady begg d his life. 
85 — the ſkin how ſpeck d like ermine! 
dure never creature was ſo charming ! | 

At firit within the yard cunfin'd, 
He flies and hides from all mankind ; 
Now bolder grown, with fix d amaze, 
Ard diftant awe, preſumes to gaze; 
Munches the linen on the lines, 
And on a hood or apton dines: 
Ne fteals my litcle maſter's bread, 

| Follows the ſervants to be fed: 
Nearer and nearer now he ſtands, 
„ 

Ver. Vil 
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THE MOXKEY WHO HAD SEEN THE 


397 


And, though repuls'd, diſdains retreat 3 
Attacks again with level'd horns, 


| And man, that was his terror, ſcorns. 
| Such is the country maiden's fright, 


When firſt a Redcoat is in ſight 3 

Bekind the door the hides her face, 

Next time at diſtance eyes the lace : 

She now can all luis terrors ſtand, 

Nor from his ſqueeze withdraws her hand. 


She plays familiar in his arms, 


And every ſoldier h+th his charms. | 
From tent to tent ſhe ſpreads her flame 38 


For cuſtom conquers fear a..d ſhame. 


; — —ä—— 


Won. 


A MONKEY, to reform the times, 


Reſulv's to viſit fore gn climes; 


For men in diſtant regions roam, 
To bring politer manners bome. | 
So forth he fares, all tvil deſies: 3 
Misfortune ſerves to make us wiſe. 


At length the tre cherous ſnare was laid 3 


Poor Pug was caught; to Town convey d ʒ 
There ſold. 
Made captive in a lady's room!) 
Proud, as a lover, of his chains, 
He day by day her favour gains. 


n ED 


When er the duty of the dag 


I Like Orpheue, burnt with public ze, 


|} And ſonghe his native woods again. 


10 


20 


When jerts grew dull, were ſure ta bit. 
Proud with appluuſe he thought his mind 


Wich the black tail behind depending; 3 


| in cities long | paſs'd my days, 


The toilette calls, with mimic play | 
He twirls her knots, he cracks her tan, 
Like any other gentleman. 

In viſits too, his ports and wit, 


13 


In every courdly art renn'd; 


To civilize the Monkey-weal ; 
So watch's wccgfion, broke his chain, 


The hairy ſylvans roun him preſs, 
Aſtoniſh'd at his ſtrut and dreſs. 
dome praiſc his ſleeve, and others glote 
Upon his rich embroider d coat, 
His dapper perriwig commending, 


His powder'd back, above, below, | is 
Like hoary froſts, or fleecy ſnow z 


But all, with envy and detire, 
| His fluttering ſhoulder-knot admire. 


Hear and i improve, he perrly cries ; ; 
I come to make a nation wiſe, 

Weigh your own worth ; ſupport our 

The next in rank to 8 — yo | __ 


Convers'd with men, and learn'd their 
Their dreſs, their courtly manners ſee ; 
Reform your ſtate, and copy me. 


Seek ye to thrive ? In flattery deal; 
Your ſcorn, * hate, with that conceal, 
3 


Seem only to regard your friends, 

Eut uſe them for your private ends. 
Stint not to truth the flow of wit; 

Be prompt to lie when'er tis fit. 

Bend all your force to ſpatter merit; 
Scandal is converſation's ſpirit. 

Boldly to every thing pretend, 

And men your talents ſhall commend. 

I knew the great. Obſerve me right; 
So ſhall you grow, like man, polite. 


He ſpoke, and bow'd. With muttering jaws 55 


'The wondering circle grinn'd applauſe. 
Now, warm'd with malice, envy, ſpite, 

Their moſt obliging friends they bite ; 
And, fond to copy human ways, 
Practiſe new miſchicfs all their days. 

Thus the dull lad, too tall for ſchool, 
Wich travel finiſhes the fool; 
Studious of every coxcomb's airs, 


He drinks, games, dreſſes, whores, and ſwears; 


O'erloolæs with ſcorn all virtuous arts, 
For vice is fitted to his — 


FABLE XV. 


THE PHILOSOPHER AND THE PHEASANTS. 


"OUS awak'd at early aur, a 
Through the deep foreſt took his way 5 
Drawn by the muſic of the groves, 


Along the winding gloom he roves 


From tree to tree the warbling throats 
P:olong the ſweet alternate notes; 
But, where he paſt, he terror threw, 


The ſong broke ſhort, the warblers flew 3 


The thruthes chatter'd with affright, 
Aud nightingales abliorr'd his fight 3 
All animals before him ran, | 
To ſhun the hateful fight of man, 
Whence is this dread of every creature? 
Fly they our figure, or our nature } 
As thus he walk'd in muſing thought, 
His ear imperfect accents caught; 
With eautious.ſtep he nearer drew, 
By the thick ſuade conceal'd from view. 
High on the branch a pheaſant frond, 
Around her all her liſtening brood; 
Proud of the bleſſings of her neſt, 
She thus a mather's care expreſs d. 
No dangers here ſhall circumvent, 
Within the woods enjoy content. 
| Sooner the hawk or vulture truſt 


Than man, of animals the worſt. 


In him ingratitude you find, 
A vice peculiar to the kind. 
The theep whoſe annual fieece is dy'd = 
To guard his health, and ſerve his pride, 
Forc'd from his fuld and native plain, 
Is in the cruel thambles flain. 
The ſwarms whe with ir duſtrious kill, 
His hives with wax and honey fill, 
In vain whole ſummer-days employ d, 
Their ſtores are fold, the race — 
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45 | What tribute from the gooſe is paid! 
| Does not her wing all ſcience aid? 
Does it not lovers” hearts explain, 
And drudge to raiſe the merchant's gain? 49 
| Whit now rewards this geaer.:l uſe ? 
$0 | He takes the quills, and eats the gooſe. 
Man then avoid, deteit his ways, 
So ſafety ſhall proltor g your days. 
When fervices ate thus acquitted, 45 
Be ſure we Pheaſancs mutt be pitted.” | 


6 FABLE NXVL 


THE PIN AND THE NEEDLE, 


PIN who long had ſerv'd a beauty, 
6 Proficient in the toilette's duty, 

5 | Had form'd her ſlee e, confin'd her bair, 
I Or given her knot a ſmaiter air, 
No neareſt to her heart was plac'd, | i 
| Now in her manteau's tail diſyrac'd : 
_ þ But could ſhe partial Fortune Mme, 

Who faw her lovers ſerv'd the ſame ? 

| At length from all her hunvurs caſt, 85 
Through vaious turns of lite ſhe bat; Fs 1e 
No glitter'd on a taylor's arm, . 
Now kept a beggar's infant warm; 
| Now, rang d within a miſer s coat, 
I Contributes to his yearly groatz | 
| Now, rais'd again from low approach, 15 
| | She viſits in the doctor's coach: 5 
5 Here, there, by various fortune toſt, 
At lait in Greſham-hall was loſt. 
Charm'd with the wonders of the ſhow, : 
On every fide, above, below, 20 

She now of this or that enquires, 7 


10 What leaſt was underſtood admires. 


"Tis pl un, each thing fo ſtruck her mind, . 
Her head's of virtuoſo kind. 486 


3 
: | c And pray what's this, and this, dear Sir?“ 
A Needle,” ſays th' interpreter. 


15 She knew the name; and thus the fool 


Addreſs'd her as a tailor's tool. | 
„ A Needle with that filthy ſtone, 5 
Quite idle, all with ruſt o'ergrown 3 E - 
| You better might employ your parts, Te 


20 And aid the ſempſtreſs in her arts; 


But tell me how the friendſhip grew 
| Between that paltry flint and you.“ TR. 
| © Friend, ſiys the Needle. ceaſe to blame; 3 36 
I follow real worth and fame. N 


| 25 Know'it thou the loaditone's power and ut, | 


That virtue's virtues can impart? 
Of all his talents I partake : | OS 
| Who then can ſuch a friend foufike 3 * 40 
"Tis I direct the pilot's hand D 
30 To ſhun the rocks and treacherous und: 
By me the diſtant world is known, 
And either India is our own. 54 
Rai 3 with milliners been bred, 85 
What hed I been? the guide of thread, 


35 And drudg'd as vulgar Needles do, 


Or no moie conſequence than you,” 


= Hence, and thy tyrant lord beſeech ; 3 
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FABLE XVI. 


r SHEPHERD'S DOG AND THE WOLF. 


A WOLF, with hunger fierce and bold, 
Ravag'd the plains, and thinn'd the fold; 
Deep in the wood ſecure he lay, 
The thefts of night regal'd the day. 
In vain the thepherd's wakeful care 5 
Had ſpread the toils, and watch'd the ſnare ; 
Jn vain the Dog purſued his pace, 
The flezter robber mock'd the chace. 
As Lightfoot rang'd the foreſt round, 
By chance his foc's retreat he found. 
6 Let us a while the war ſuſpend, 

And reaſon as from friend to friend.” 
A truce?” replies the Wolf. © *Tis done.” 

The Dog the parley thus begun. 
* o can that ſtrong intrepid mind 
Attack a weak defenceleſs kind? . 
Thote jaws ſhould prey on nobler food, 
And drink the boar's and lion's blood. 
Great ſauls with generous pity melt, 
Which coward tyrants never felt. | 
How harmleſs is our fleecy cace ! 
Be brave, and let thy mercy ſpare.” 
Friend, ſays the Wolf, the matter weigh; 
Nature defign'd us beaſts of prey; | 
As fuch, when hunger finds a treat, 

"Tis neceſſary wolves ſhould eat. 


10 


15 


"= 


If, mindful of the bleating weal, 


Thy boſom burn with real zeal, 


To him repeat the moving ſpeech : 
A Wolf eats ſheep but now and then, 
Ten thouſends are devour'd by men. 
An open foe may provea curſe, 
ut a REIN mend 1 is _ 


30 


FABLE XVII. 


THE PAINTER WHO PLEASED xoBODY AND 
5 EVERY BODY. | 
| Leer; men fuſpect your tale untrue, 

7 Keep probability in view. 
The traveller lesping o'er thoſe bounds, 
The credit of his book confounds. _ 


Who with his tongue hath armies routed, , _ 5 


Makes even nis real courage doubted. 

But flattery never feems abfurd 

Tue fatter" always take your word: 

Impoſmbilities ſrem juit; | 

They take the Arongelt praiſe on Y 

Hypecboles, though ne'er fo great, | 

Will fill come fort of ſelf-conceit. 
So very like a Painter drew, 

That every eye the picture Knew 3 

He kit complexion, feature, air, 

So juſt, the lite itſelf was there. 

No fiattery with his colours laid, 

To bloom reſtor'd the faded maid ; 


15 


He gave each muſcle all its ſtrength; 
The mouth, the chin, the note's leu th; 


20 


10 


| His honeſt pencil touch d with truth, 


And mark'\ the date of age and youth. 


le loſt his friends, his — fail'd 3 
Truth ſhould not always be reveal'd: 

In duſty piles his pictures lay, 

For no one ſent the ſeco: i pay. 


Two buſtos, fraught with every grace, 


A Venus and Apollo's face, 

He plac'd in view; reſolv d to pleaſe, 
Whoever ſat he drew from theſe, 

From theſe corrected every feature, 

And ſpirited each auk ward creature. 

All things were ſet; the hour was come, 
His palette ready o'er his thumb. 

My lord appear d; and ſeated right, 

In proper attitude and light, 

| The Painter look'd, he Tetch's the piece, 
Then dipt his pencil, talk'd of Greece, 
Of Titian's tiats, of Guido's air; 

Thoſe eycs, my Lord, the ſpirit there 
Might well a Raphael's hand require, 


{To give them all the native fire ; | 
The features, fraught with ſenſe and wit, 


You'll grant, are very hard to hit; 


But yet wich patience you ſhall view 
| As much as paint and art can do. 


% Obſerve the work.“ My Lord replied, 
Beſides, my noſe is fomewhat long : 


| Dear Sir, for me, *tis far too young” 


„ Oh! pardon me, the artiſt cry'd 3 3 
In this we Paiaters muſt decide. 


_ | The piece ev'n common eyes muſt ſtrike, 


I warrant it extremely like.“ 
My Lord examin'd it a-new; 


No looking -glaſs ſeem' d half fo true. 


A lady came, with borrov d grace 
He from his Venus form'd her faca. 
Her lover prais'd the Paiater's art; 

So like the picture in his heart! 


| To every age ſome charm he lent; 


Ev'n beauties were almoſt content. 


Had he the real likeneſs thown, 
Would any man the picture own ? 
But, when thus happily he wrought, 


FABLE XN. 
| THE 
[i pow fond are men of rule and place, 


LION AND THE CUB, 


Who court it from rhe mean ind baſe 1. 
Theſe cannot bear an equal nigh, 
But from ſuperior merit fly. 
They love the cellar's vulgar joke, 


| And loſe their bours in ale and ſmoke. 


There o'er ſome petty club pretide z 

80 poor, ſo paltry, is their pride! 

Nay, ev'n with tools whole nights will fit 
In hopes to be ſupreme in wit. | 


If theſe ean read, to theſe I write, 
To let their worth in trueſt lights 


| 4K 2 


„ Till now 1 thought my mouth was wide; 1 


Through all the town his art they prais ale'd 3 
His cufiom grew, his price was rais d. 
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A Lion-cub, of ſordid mind, 
Avoided all the lioo kind ; 
Fond of applauſe he ſought the feaſts 
Of vulgar and ignoble beatts ; 
With aſſes all his time he ſpent, 
Their club's preſident. 
He caught their manners, looks, and airs 
An aſs in every thing but ears 
I c'er his Highneſs meant to joke, 
They grinn'd applauſe before he ſpoke ; 
But at each word what ſhouts of praiſe ! 
Good gods | how natural he brays! 
Elate with flattery and conceit, 
He ſeeks his royal fire's retreat ; 
Forward and fond to ſhow his parts, 
His Mighneſs brays ; the Lion ſtarts. 
& Fuppy ! that curs'c vociferation 
Betrays thy life and converſation: 
Coxcombs, an ever-noify race, | 
Are trumpets of their own diſgrace.” 
Why fo ſevere ? the Cub replies; 
Our ſenate always held me wiz.” 
„ How weak is pride | returns the fire; 
All fouls are vain when fools admire ! 
But know, what ſtupid ales prize, 
* and noble beaſts deſpiſe.” 


— ED Pare 
FABLE XX. 


Tux OLD HEN * THE cocx. 


Rrernan. your child; you'll ſoon believe | 
The text which ſays we ſprung from Eve. 


As agold Hen led forth her train, 
And feem'd to peck to ſhow the grain, 


| She rak'd the chaſf, the ſcratch'd the ground, 


And glean'd the ſpacious yard around. 
A giddy chick, to try her wings, 
On the well's narrow margin ſprings, 
And prone ſhe drops. The mother 's breaſt | 
All day with ſorrow was pofſeſt * 
A Cock the met; her ſon the knew z 
And in her heart affection grew. 
« My ſon, favs ſhe, I grant your yours 
Have reach'd beyond a mother's cares. 
I ſee you vigorous, ſtrong, and bold; 
I heat with joy your triumphs told. 
*Tis not from Cocks thy fate I * | 
But let thy ever-wary tread _ | 
Avoid yon' well; that fatal place 
1s ſure perdition to our race. 
Print this my counſel on thy Wa: i 
To the juſt gods ] leave the reſt.” 
| He thank'd her care; yet day by * 
His doſom burn'd to diſobey, | 
And every time the well he ſaw, 
Scorn'd in his heart the fooliſh law: 
Near and more near each day he drew, 
And long' d to try the dangerous view. 
« Why was this idle charge? he cries 3 ; 
Let courage female fears def] viſe. 
Or did the doubt my heart was brave, 
And therefore this in jurction gave: 


= And every ſtratagem defeats. 
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or does her harveſt ſtore the place 

A treaſure for her younger race? 

15 | And would the thus my ſearch prevent ? 

1 ſtand refolv'd, and dare th” event. 

Thus ſaid, he mounts the margin's round, 

And pries into the depth profound. 

| He ftretch'd his neck; and from below 

2c | With ſtretching neck advanc'd a foe: 

With wrath his ruffled plumes he rears, 

The foe with ruffled plumes appears : 

I Threat anſwer'd threat; his fury grew; 

| Headlong to meet the war he flew z 

25 | But, when the watery death he found, 
He thus lamented as he drown'd : 

I ne'er had been in this condition, 

Zut for my Mother's prohibition.” 


XI 


FABLE 


35 ru RAT-CATCHER AND CATS. 


1 Tue: ns by nighe fork e 4, 


Betty was every morning chid: 
They undermin'd whole fides of bacon, 


Her paſties, fenc'd with thickeft paſte, 
_ | Were all demoliſh'd and laid waſte: 
| She curs'd the Cat, for want of — 
Who left her foes a conſtant b 
I. An Engineer, of noted ſkill, 
| Engag'd to ftop the growing ill. 
From room to room he now ſurveys 


I Finds where they *ſcape an ambuſcade, 
5 | And whence the nightly ſally's made. 


0 8 An envious Cat from place to place, 


Unſeen, attends his ſilent pace: 

She ſaw that, if his trade went on, 

I The purring race muſt be undone; 
| So ſecretly removes his baits, 


I Again he ſets the poiſon'd toils z 
And Puſs again the labour foils. 

% What foe (to fruſtrate my deſigns) 
My ſchemes thus nightly countermines? 


1 f 15 15 Incens'd he cries, this very hour 


The wretch ſhall bleed beneath my power.” 
| Sofaid, a ponderous trap he brought, 
And in the fact por Puſs was caught. | 
«© Smuggler, ſays he, thou ſhalt be made 


20 | A victim to our loſs of trade.” 


| The captive Cat, with piteous mews, 
For pardon, life, and freedom ſues. 
| «© A fiſter of the ſcience ſpare; 
One intercit is our common car. 
25 What inſolence! the Man reply'd; 
Shall Cats with us the game divide? 
Were all your interloping band 
Extinguiſh'd, or expell'd the land, 
We Rat-caichers might raiſe our fees, 
30 Sole guardians of a nation's cheeſe l 
A Cat, who ſaw the lifted knife, 
Thus ſpoke, and ſav'd her ſiſter's life. 


Her cheeſe was ſapp'd, her tarts were taken ; 


| Their haunts, their works, their ſecret ways 3 ö 
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2 In every age and clime, we ſee, 

Two of a trade can ne er agree. a | 
Exch hates his neighbour for encroaching : 
"Squire Rtigmatizes *ſyuire for puaching 3 
Ecauties with beauties are in arms, 

And ſcandal pelts each other's charms ; 
Kings, too, their neighbour-kings dethrone, 
In hope to make the world their own: 

But let us limit our deſires, 

Nor war like beauties, kings, and *ſquires ; 
For . hough we both one prey purſue, 
There's game encugh for us and you. 


FABLE XXIl 


THE GOAT WITHOUT A BEARD, 

TI certain that the modiſh paſſions 
I Deſcend among the crowd like faſhions, 
Excuſe me, then, if pride, conceit, | 
(The manners of the fair anc great) 
I give to monkeys, aſſes, dogs, 
Fleas, owls, goats, butterflies, and hogs, 
I ſay that theſe are proud: what then ? 
I neves aid they equal men. 
A Goat (as vain as Goat can be} 
Affected fingularity: _ = 
Whene er a thymy bank he found, 

He roll'd upon the fragrant ground, 
And then with fond attention ſtood, 


1 | | _ Fix'd o'er kis image in the flood. 


« hate my frowzy beard, he cries | 
| My youth is loſt in this diſguiſe. 
Did not the females know my vigour, 


| Well might they loath this reverned figure.“ 


Reſvlv'd to ſmooth his ſhaggy face, 
He fought the barber of the place. 
A flippant monkey, ſpruce and ſmart, 
Hard- by, profeſs'd the dapper art: 
His pole with pewter-baſons hung, 
Flack rotten teeth in order ſtrung, 
Rang'd cups, that in the window ſtood, 
Lin'd with red rags to look like blood; 
Did well his threefold trade explain, 


Who ſhav'd, drew teeth, and breath'd a vein. 

The Goat he welcomes with an air, 

And ſeats him in his wooden chair: 3 

1 Mouth, noſe, and cheek. the lather hides; 
_ Light, ſmooth, and ſwift, the razor glides. 


6 ] hope your cuſtum, Sir, ſays Pug. 


Bure never face was half fo ſmug !”” 


Ihe Goat, impatient for applauſe, 
Sv itt to the neighbouring hill witf. draws. 
The ſhaggy people grinn'd and ftar'd. 


% Heigh- day! what's here? withvut a beard ! 


Say, Brother, whence the dire diſgrace? 
What envious hand hath robb'd your face? 
When thus the fop, with ſmiles of ſcorn, 
Are beards by civil nations worn? 

Ev'n Muſcovites have mow's their chins. 
Shall we, like formal Capuchins, 
Stubborn in pride, retain the mode, 
And bear about the hairy load? 


45 


| Whene'er we through the village ſtray, 

Are we not mock'd along the way, 
Inſulted with loud thouts of ſcorn, 

By buys our beards diſgrac d and torn ? 
Were you no more with Goats to dwell, 
Brother, I grant you reaſon well, 

Replies a bearded Chief. Beſide, 


50 | IF boys can murtify thy pride, 


> Of Cats, who, lank with hunger, meu. 
25 


IJ 
Il for a witch had ne'er been curs'd. 


| The ſtunted broom the wenches hide, 


———_—— 


| | Befide a little ſmoaky flame = 
15 


How wilt thou ſtand the ridicule 

Of our whole flock ? Affected fool 1” 
Coxcombs, diſtinguith'd from the reſt, 

To all but coxcombs are a jet. , 
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FABLE xxM. 
THE OLD WOMAN Ax D HER cars. 


WHO friendſhip with a knave hath made, 
Is judg'd a partner inthe trade. 5 

The matron, who conducts abroad | 

A willing nymph, is thought a bawd ; 

And, if a modeſt girl is feen | 

With one who cures a lover's ſpleen, 

We gueſs her not extremely nice, 

And only wiſh to know her price. 

"Tis thus that on the choice of friends 

or evil name 3 | 
A wrinkled hag, of wicked fame, 


Sat hovering, pinch'd with age and froft ; 
Her ſhrivel'd hands, with veins embols'd, 
Upon her knees her weight ſuſtains, 

While palſy ſhook her crazy brains: | 
She mumbles forth her backward prayers, 
An unram'sd ſcold of fourſcore y:ars. 
About her ſwarm' d a numerous brood 


| Teaz'd with their cries, her choler grew, 
| And thus ſhe ſputter d. Hence, ye crew! 
Fool that I was, to entertain | 
Such imps, ſuch fiends, a helliſt train! 
Had ye been never hous'd and nurs'd, 25 
To you I owe that crowds of boys 
Worry me with eternal noiſe; 

Straws laid acroſs my pace retard,  _ 
The horſcſhoe's nail'd (each threſhold's guard); 


For fear that I ſhould up and ride; 


0 


| | Who hath moſt reaſon of complaint? 
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In credit liv'd as beaſts of chace. 


They ſtick with pins my bleeding ſeat, 

And bid me ſhow my ſecret tear.” 
% To hear you prate, would vex a ſaintz 

Replies a Cat. Let's come to proof. 

Had we ne'er ftarv'd beneath your roof, 

Wie had, like others of our race, | 


' Tis infamy to ſerve a hag; | . | 
Cats are thought imps, her broom a nag / 
And boys againſt our lives combine, | 


| Becauſe 'tis ſaid your Cats have nine.” : 


And what's a Butterfly ? at beſt 


FABLE XXIV. 


THE BUTTERFLY AND THE SNAIL. 


ALL upftzrts, infolent in place, 
Remind us of their vuigar race. 

As in the ſunſhine of the morn 
A butterfly (but newly born) 
Sat proudly per::ing on a roſe, 
With pert couceit his boſom glows ; 
His wings all glorious to behold) 
Bedropt with azure, jet, and gold, 
Wide he diſplays; the ſpangled dew 
Reflects his eyes and various hue. 
His now-forgotten friend, a ſnail, 
Beneath his houſe, with ſlimy trail, 
Crawls o'er the graſs; whom when he ſpies, 
In wrath he to the gardener cries: | 
4 What means yon” peaſant's daily toil, 
From choaking weeds to rid the foil ? 
Why wake you to the morning's care ? 
Why with new arts correct the year? 
Why grows the peach with crimſon hue? 
And why the plumb's inviting blue ? 
Were they to feaſt his taſte delign'd, 
| That vermin of voracious kind! 
Cruſh then the ſſuw, the pilfering race, 
So purge thy garden from diſgrace.” 
What arrogance! the Snail reply'd ; 
How inſolent is upſtart pride 
Hadſt thou not thus, with inſult vain, 
Provok d my patience to complain, 
I had conceal'd thy meaner birth, 
Nor trac'd thee to the ſcum of earth: 

For ſcarce nine ſuns have wak*d tue hours, 
Ta ſwell the fruit, aud paint the flowers, 
Since I thy humbler lie furvey'd, 
In bale, in fſordia guite array d; 
A hideous inſect, vile, uncle:n, 
| You drag'd a flow and noitorre train; 

And from yuur ſpider-bowels drew 
Foul film, and ipun the dir. y clue. 
Ion my humble lite, good friend; 
Snail was 1 born, and Snail ſhall end. 


' He's but a caterpillar · dreſt; 
And ell thy race (a numerous ſeed) 


* A B L E XXV. 
ur $Cci.D AND THE renner. 


HE huſband thus 3 * 1 | 

«© Viv» deals in fiander, lives in firife. | 
Art thou the herald of diſgrace, | 
 Penouncing war to ell thy race; 
Can nothing quell thy thunder's rage, 
Which {pares nor friend, nor ſex, nor age? 
1 hat v — tungue of your's, my Dear, 
Alarms our neighbours far and near. 
Cad Gods ! *tis like à rolling river, 
hat n. urmuring fows, and flows for ever! 
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10 


10 
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On all the ſex the vents her fi fury, 
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Neer tir'd, perpetual diſcord ſowing ! 
Like Fame, it gathers ſtergth by going.“ 


a Heigh-day the flippant tongue replies, 


* Huw ſolemn is the fool! how wile ! 


Is Nature's choiceſt gift debarr'sd ?- 

Nay, frown not; for I will be heard. 
Women of late are finely ridden, 

A Parrut's privilege forbidden 

You praiſe his talk, his ſqualling ſong 3 
But wives are always in the wrong.” 

| Now reputations flew in pieces 

Of mothers, daughters, aunts, and nieces ; 
She ran the Parrot's language o'er, 
Bawd, huſſy, drunkard, flattern, whore; 


Tries and condemns without a jury. 

At once the torrent of her words 
Alarm'd cat, monkey, dogs, and birds: 
All join their forces to contound her, 
Puſs ſpits, the monkey chatters round her; 
The yelping cur her heels aſſaults; 
The magpie blabs out all her faults; 
Poll, in the uproar, from his cage, 
With this rebuke outſcream'd her rage. 

&« A Parrot is for talking priz'd, 

But prattling women are deſpis'd. 


She who attacks another's honour, 


Draws every living thing upon her. 5 
Think, Madam, when you ftretch your lungs, 
That all your neighbours too have tongues: 
One flander muſt ten thouſand get; | 


The world with iacerett pays the debt. 5 


| F A B L E XVI. 
rug CUR AND THE WASTUWE- | 
 ASNEAKING "_ the ſhes 's (py, 


Rewarded for his daily !ye, 
With ſecret jealouſies and tears 


Let all together by the ears. 


Poor Puſs to-day was in diſgrace, 
Another Cat ſupply d her place; 
The Hound was beat, the Mafiff chid, 


| The Monkey was the room forbid ; 
Wo Each to his deareſt friend grew thy, 
| And none could tell the reaſon why. 


A plan to rob the houſe was laid : 


: The thief with love ſeduc'd the maid, 
{| Cajol'd the Cur, and ſtroak'd his head, 
And bought his ſecrecy with bread, 


He next the Maſtiff's honour try d, 
| Whoſe honeſt j Jaws the bribe dety'd ; 
He ſtretch d his hand to proffer more; 


| The ſurly dog his fingers tore. 


| Swift ran the Cur; with indignation 
The Maſter took his information. 
e Hang bim, the villain's curs d, he cries z 5 
And round his neck the halter ties. 
T he Dog his humble ſuit preferr's, 
And beg'd in juſtice to be heard. 
The maſter ſate. On eicher hand 


The cited Dogs confronting fl and; 


15 


8 


"0". 
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The Cur the bloody tale relates, 
And, like a Lawyer aggravates. 


Judge not unheard, the Maſtiff cry'd, 
But weigh the cauſe of either fide. 
Think not that treachery can be juſt; 
Take not iuformers words on truſt ; 
They ope their hand to every pay, 
And you and me by turns betray.” 

He ſpuke ; and all the truth appear d: 
The Cur was hang'd, the Maſtiff clear'd. 


FAELE XXVIL 


THE SICK MAN AND THE ANGBL. 


1 00 | PP there no hope? the nck man ſaid. 


The filent doctor ſhook his head, 
And took hie leave witn figns of furrow, 
Di [pairing of his fee to-morrow. 


When thus tae Man, with gaſping breach ; . 
„„I feel the chilling wound ort Death. - 


Since } muſt bid the world adicu, 


Let me my former life review. 


6 grant my bargains well were made, 
Et all men over-reach in trade; 


is ſelt-defetce in each proteſſion: 


Sure ſelf- defence is no tranſgreſſion. 
"The little portion in my hands, 


By good fecurity on lands 


I> well i::.creas'd. If, unawares, 


| My juſtice ro myſelf and heirs 


Hath let my debtor rot in jail, 


For want of good ſufficient bail; j; 


If 1, by writ, or bond, © deed, 


 Reduc'd a family to need 


My will hath made the world amen; 
My hope on charity depends. 

When I ain number'd with the „ 
And all my pious gifts are read, 


5 By heaven and earth 'twill then be han 


My charities were amply ſhown. 
An Angel Came. 


Your neighbours want, and you abound." 


66 Put why ſuch halbe, the ficke Man whines; 
| Who knows as yet what Heaven deligns ? 


Perhaps I may recover ſtill. 
That ſum and more are in my will.” 


& Fool, ſays the Viſion, now 'tis plain 
Pour life, your foul, your Heaven, was gain. 


From every tide, with all your might, 

Lou ſcrap'd, and fcrap'd beyond your right 3 5 
And after death would fain — 

By giving what is not your own.” 


While there is life, there's hope, he cry'd; 


Then why ſa ca halle?“ fo graan'd and dy d. 


« Ah! Friend! he cry 4. 
No more in flattering hope confide. 
Can thy good dreds in former times 
| Uutweigh the balance of thy crimes ? ? 
What widow or what orphan prays _ 
To crown thy life with length of days? 
A pious aftion's in thy power, | 
Embrace with joy the happy hour. 
New, while you draw the vital air, 
Prove your intention is fincere : 
This inſtant give a hundred pound; 
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FABLE XxxVvi. 


| THE PERSIAx, THE SUN, AND THE CLOUD. 


Þ5 there 2 bard whom genius fires, 
W vie every thought the God inſpires ? 

When envy reads the nervous lines, 

She frets, ſhe rails, ſhe raves, the pines ; 

Her hith':g ſnakes with venom fell; 5 

She calls her venal train from hell: 

The ſervile ſiends her nod obey, 

And all Curll's authors are in pay. 

lis up Calumny and Spite : 

Thus Hadow owes its birth to light. 10 
AS, proſtrate to the God of Day, 

With heart devout, a Perſian lay, 

His invecation, thus begun: 

Parent cf Light! all-ſeeing Su.! 


| 


The various gifts of Providence, 
"Accept our praiſe, our d. uly prayer; 
Smile on our bells, and hleſo the yen“ 
A Cloud, who mock'd his gratz7 al to ue, : 


: | The day with ſudden darknets hung; 20 


I With pride and envy ſwell'd, aloud 


10 


15 


A voice thus chunder'd from the Cluud. 
| 6 Weak is this gandy god of thine, 
Whom 1 at will focbid to "Dine, | 


Shall I nor vows wor incenſe Know? 35 


Where praiſe is due, the praiſe beſtow.” 
With fervent zeal the Perſian mov'd, 
Thus the proud Calumny reprov'd. 


| lt was that God who claims my prayer 


Wo gave thee birth, and tais d thee there; 30 
When o'er his beams che veil is thraway e 
Thy ſubttance is but plainer ſhown: 

A paſſing gale, a putf ot wind, 

Diſpeis ty thickeit rroops combin'4.” 


(The ipot of winds; in air wis lait; 


The glorious orb the day ramus, © 


Thus eavy breaks, thus meric thincss | 
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F ABLE XXX, 


Tus FOX AD THE oi 11 60 DEAT. 


A rox. 1 in life's extreme 4 


Weak, fick, and faint, expiring ys 


Tay appetite had left his maw, 


And age dilarm'd his mumbling ) J. 


He rais'd his head with whining mann: 
And thus was heard the teeble tone. | 

© Ah! Sons! from evi] ways kept; 2 
My crimes lie heavy on my het. Ir, 
Sec, ſee, the murder d Geete xyp2ar | e 
Why are thoſe bleeding Turkeys there 
Why all around this cack!:ng train, 


| Who haunt my ears for chicke ns ſlain 2” | 
The hungry Foxes round them ttac'd, 15 


1 


85 And for che promis a fe ut pr:par'd, 


Prolitic hen, whole rays diſpenſe - 


Lhe gale aroſe z the vapour tod 33 


His numerous race around him and, | "% 
To learn their dying fire's command: r 


3 
F 
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«© Where, Sir, is alt this dainty cheer ? 
Nor Turkey, Gooſe, nor Hen, is here. 
Theſe are the phantoms of your brain; 
And your ſons lick their lips in vain.” 

ce 0 Gluttons! ſays the drooping Sire, 
Reftrain inordinate deſire. | 
Your liquoriſh taſte you ſhall deplore, 
When peace of conſcience is no more. 
Does not the hound betray our pace, 

And ging and guns deſtroy our race? 
Thieves dread the ſearching eye of power 
And never feel the quiet hour. 

Old age (which few of us ſhall know) 
Now puts a period w my woe. 

Would you true happineſs attain, 

| T.ct boneſty your paſſions rein; 

So live in credit and eſteem, 

And the good name you loſt redeem." 
„ The counſel's goud, a Fox replies, 
| Could we perform what you adviſe. 
Think what our anceſtors have done; 

A line of thieves from ſon to ſun. 
To us deſcends the long diſgrace, 

And infny hack mark'd our race 

Though we, like harmleſs ſheep, ſhould feed, 
Honeſt in thought, in word, and deed, 
Whatever hen-rooft is decreas'd, 

We ſhall be thought to ſhare the feaſt. 
The change ſhall never be believ d. 
A loſ good name is ne er retriev'd.” 
4 Nay, then, replies the feeble Fox, 
hark! 1 hear a hen thatclucks) 
: So; but be moderate in your food; 
"Ew too, . aa 


FABLE XXX. 


POEMS. 


And to preferme:.t riſe, like me. 

The thriving pimp, who beauty ſets, 
20 |} Hath oft* enhanc'd a aution's debts + 
Friend ſets his friend, without regards 


| Thus train'd by many I learnt his ways 5 

And growing favour feaits my days. 

25 | [might have gueſs'd, the Pariricge . id, 
The place where you were train'd and fed ; 

Servants are apt, and in 2 trice 35 
Ape toa hair their maſter's vice. | 

You came from court, you ſay. Adveu ;* 
30 * | 


FABLE XXXL. 
THE UNIVERSAL APPARITION.. 
A RAKE, by every paſſion rul'd, 
40 With every vice his youth had cool'd ; 


Diſeaſe his tainted blood affails : >.” 
His fpirits Eroop, his vigour fails: 


With ſecret ills at home he pines, wn 


And, like infirm old age, declines. 


45 As, twing'd with pain, he penſive ſits, 


rage oy ts and prays, and ſwears, by ws 
A ghaftly phantom, lean and wan, SE | 
I Before him roſe, and thus began: 10 
„ My name, perhaps, hath reach'd your er; 


go Attend, and be advis'd by Care. 


Nor love, nor honour, wealth, nor power, | 
Can give the heart a cheerful hour, 


Wich health all taſte of pleaſure flies. 
Thus ſai t, the Phantom diſappears, 
The wary counſel wak'd his tears. 


Tur $ETTING DOG AND THE FABTRIDGE: He now from all exceſs mee 


Tu ranging Dog the ſtubble tries, 
And ſearches every breeze that flies ; 


The ſcent grows warm; with cautious fer 


He creeps, and points the covey nears 
The men in filence, far behind, | 
Conſcious of game, the net unbind. 
A Partridge, with experience wiſe, 
The fraudtul preparation ſpies; 
She mocks their toils, alarms her brood, 
Ade covey ſprings, and ſerks the wood; 
But, ere her certain wings ſhe tries: ETD. 
Thus to the creeping Spaniel cries : 
„Thou fawning ſlave to man's dnt, 
Thou pimp of luxury, ſneaking cheat, 
Ot thy whole ſpecies thou diſgrace 3 
Dogs ſhould diſown thee of their race ! 
For, if 1 judge their native parts, 
They're born with honeſt open hearts; 
And, ere they ſerv'd man's wicked ends, 
Wieie generous foes, or real friends. 
W hen thus the Dog, with ſcornful ſmile ; 
© Sccute ur wings thou dar'it revile. 
| Clowns are to poliſ'd manners blind j 
A. ic acrant is 50 ruſtic mind: 


Wich phyſic purifies his veins; 
And to procure a ſober life, | 
Retol ves te venture on a wife. 
But now again the Sprite aſcends, 
| Where'er he walks, his ear attendsʒ 


5 | Infinuates that beauty's fail, 23 


I NThat perſeverance muſt prevail; 
| With jealou ſies his brain inflames, 
And whiſpers all her lovers names. 

In other hours ſhe repreſents 


10 | His houſehald charge, his annual n i 


| increaſing debts, perplexing duns, 

I And nothing for his younger ſons. | 
| Straight all his thought to gain he turne, 
Aud with the thirſt of lucre burns. | 


15 | But, when poſſeſs" of Fortune's ſtore, | 35 


The Spectre haunts him more and move $ 
Sets want and miſery in view, 
Bold thieves, and all the mu 


crew 3 
| Alarms him with eternal — 


20 Infeſts his dream, or wakes his nights. = _ 


How hall he chace this hideous gueſt ? 
| Power may perhaps protect his reſt. 
T. Power he roſe. Again the Sprite 

: — him morning, noon, and night; 


My worth — edurtiert fee, 23 


And miniſters his ſkill reward : 30 


When health is loſt. Be timely wiſe: "5 L 
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Talks of Ambition's tottering ſeat, 


How Envy perſecutes the great, 
Of rival hate, of treacherous friends, 
And what diſgrace his fall atrends. 

The court he quits, to fly from Care, 
And ſeeks the peace of rural air : 
His groves, his ficlds, amus'd his hours 3 


45 


8 


He prun' d his trees, he rais'd his flowers. 


Zu Care again his ſteps purſues, 


Warns him of blaſts, of blighting dews, 
Of plundering inſets, ſnails, and rains, 


And droughts that ſtarv'd the labour'd plaing. 


Abroad, at home, the SpeQtre's there; 


In vain we ſeek to fly frem Care. 
At length he thus the Ghoſt addreft: 
4 Since thou muſt be my conſtant gueſt, 
| For Care, by right, ſhould go before. 


FABLE XXXIL 


Tux Two OWLS AND THE SPARROW, 


To formal Owls together fit, 


Conferring thus in folemn chat: 


« How is the modern taſte decay d? 


Where s the reſpect tv wiſdom paid 
Dur worth the Grecian ſages knew; 
They gave our fires the honour due: 
They weigh'd the dignity of fowls, 
And pry'd into the depth of Owls, 
With general voice rever'd our name; 


On merit title was conferr'd, 

And all ador'd th? Athenian bird.” 
% Brother, you reaſon well, replies 

The ſolemn mate, with half-ſhut eyes. 


Right. Athens was the ſeat of learning, 


And truly wiſdom is diſcerning. 


Beſides, on Pallas' helm we fit, 


The type and ornament of wit: 
But now, alas! we're quite neglected, 


And a pert Sparrow s more reſpected. 


A Sparrow, who was lodg'd beſide, 


| Oerhears them ſooth each other's pride 3 


And thus he nimbly vents his heat : 


= Who meets a tool muſt find conceit, 
I grant you were at Athens grac'd, 


And on Minerva's helm were plac'd ; 
But every bird that wings the ſky, 
Except an Owl, can tell you why: 
From hence they taught their ſchools to 


| How falſe we judge by outward ſhow ; 
That we ſhould never looks eſteem, . 


Since fools as wiſe as you might ſeem. 
2 ye contempt and ſcorn avoid, 
your vain-glory be deſtroy d: 

Humble your arrogance of thuught, 


_  Purſve the ways by Nature taught: 


80 ſhall you find delicious fare, 

And grateful farmers praiſe your care ; 

So ſhall fleek mice your chace reward, 

And no keen cat find more regard," 
Vor. VII. | | 


I And never forc's to leave his lyes.”” 


60 


35 


| 


un 


25 


5 Speak, and confeſs thy art excell'd. | 
| Uſe ftrengch, ſurpriſe, or what you will, 


Lo 
) 


| | And how he fell his party's victim. 


405 


FABLE XXII. 
Tur COURTIER AND PROTEUS. 
WHENE'ER a Courtier's out of place, 
The ſhelters his diſgrace; 
Where, doom'sd to exerciſe and health, 
His houſe and gardens own his wealth. 
He builds new ſchemes, in hope to gun 3 
The plunder of another reign; _ | 
Like Philip's fon, would fain be doing, 
And fighs for other realms to ruin. 
As one of theſe (without his wand) 
Penſive along the winding ſtrand te 
 Employ'd the ſolitary hour, | 
In projects to regain his power, 
The waves in ſpreading circles rang 
Proteus aroſe, and thus began. * | 
| _ «© Came you from court? fur in your mien 13 


A ſelf. important air is ſeen.” 


He frankly own'd his friends had trick'd him, 


c Know, fays the God, by matchleſs ſkill 
change to every ſhape at wilt; 28 
| Thole who preſume to rival me | 

Thus ſaid : a Snake, with hideous trail, 


Proteus extends his ſcaly mail. | 


«« Know, ſays the Man, though proud in place, 


| All Courtiers are of reptile race. 25 


Like you, they take that dreadful form, | 
Baſk in the fun, and fly the ſtorm ; 

With malice hiſs, with envy glote, 5 
And for convenience change their coat: 30 

Wich new⸗- got luſtre rear their head, Ts 


Though on a dunghill born and bred,” | 


Sudden the God a Lion ftands ; _ 
He ſhakes his mane, he ſpurns the ſands. a 
Now a fierce Lynx, with fiery glare; 3s 
A Wolf, an Aſs, a Fox, a Bear. | — 
&« Had 1 nc'er liv'd at court, le cries, 


Such transformation might ſarprizc; , 
But there, in queit of d:ily game, 1 
Each able Courtier acts the fame; 40 


Wolves, Lions, Lynxes, while in place, 
Their friends and fellows are their chace. 


They play the Bear's and Fox's part, 

Now rob by force, now ſteal with art. Ts 
Or, chang'd again to beaſts of prey; 1 
Down from the Lion to the Ape, 
Practiſe the frauds of every ſhape.” 

So ſaid ; upon the God he flies, N 
In cords the ſtruggling captive tie. 850 
No, Proteus! now (to truth compell'd ) 


The Courtier finds evaſions ſtill; | 1 
Nat to be bound by any ties 1 


| THE MASTIEF. 
TP HOSE who in quarrels interpoſe, 
Muſt often wipe a bloody noſe. 
A Maſtiff, of true Engliſh blood, 
Lov'd fighting better than his food. 


1] When dog: were ſnartin» for « bone, 


H. long's to mail the wii or, 


” * 


. 


þ 
And often found (when two contend) 
To interpoſe obtain'd his end. 

He glory'd in his limping pace; 

The ſcars of honour ſeam'd his face; 

In every limb a gaſh appears 

And frequent fights retrench'd his ears. 

As on a time he heard from far 

Two dogs engag d in noiſy war, 

Away he ſcours, and lays about him, 

Reſolv'd no fray ſhould be without him. 
| Forth from his yard a tanner flies, 

And to the bold intruder cries : 

A cudyel ſhall correct your manners: 
Whence ſprung this curſed hate to tant. ers? 
While on my dog you vent your ſpite, | 

Sirrah } *tis me you dare not bite.” 

To fee the battle thus perplex'd, 
Wich equal rage a butcher vex'd, 
 Hoarſe-ſcream:ing from the circled crowds | 

To the curs'd Maitiff cries aloud; 
Both Hockleyhole and Marybone 
The combats of my dog h ve known : 

He ne er, like bullies, coward- hearted, 
Attacks in public, to be parted. 

Think not, raſh fool, to ſhare his fame; 

Be his the honour, or the ſhame.”* 

Thus faid, 
Then dragg d their faiten'd dogs aſunder; 
While clubs and kicks from every ſide 
 Rebounded from the Mattiff's hide. 5 

All reeking now with ſweat and blood, 
A while the parted warriors ſtood z 
Then pour d upon the meddling foe, _ 
| Who, worried, bhou!'d and ſpraw's below. 
He roſe; and limping from the fray, 


| 1 6—ͤ—— as — 
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"5 


25 


* 


they ſwore, and rav'd like chunder, 


35 
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KEE Tut BARLEY-MOW AND THE DUNGHILL, 


1 He many ſaucy airs we meet 
5 Tom Temple - bar to Aldgate-ſtreet ! 
: Proud rogues, who ſhared the South-ſea prey, 

And ſprung like muſhrooms in a my 

They think it mean to condeſcend 

To know a brother or a friend; 

They bluſh to hear their mother's name, 
And by their pride expoſe their ſhame. 

As croſs his yard, at early day, 
A careful farmer took his way, | 
He ftopp'd 3 and, leaning on his fork, 

 Obſerv'd the flail's inceſſant work. 

In thought he meaſur d all his ſtore, | 
His geefe, his hogs, he number d ver; | 

In fancy weigh'd the fleeces ſhorn, 

And — the next year's corn. 

A Barley-mow, which ſtood beſide, 

Thus to its muſing matter cry'd: + 

4 Say, good Sir, is it fit or right 

To treat me with. negleR and flight ? 

Me, who contribute to your cheer, 
And raiſe your mirth with ale and beer? 
Why thus inſulted, thus diigrac d, 

And that vile dunghill near me plac'd ? 

Are thoſe poor ſweepings of a groom, 

Thhatfilthy fight, that nauſcuus fume, 


1c | 


2c | 
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| | Friend, ſays the Sage, the doom Is wiſe ; 


What bloody feaſts regale his hours ! 


Man was ordain'd their ſovereign lord.” 


| The ſalt is ſpilt, to me it fell; 


POEMS. 


Meet objects here ? Command it hence 3 
A thing ſo mean muſt give offence.” 

The humble Dunghill thus reply'd: 
Thy maſter hears, and mocks thy pride: 


3» 


It me thy benefaftor know; 

My warm aſſiſtance gave thee birth, 
Or thou had# periſh d low in earth; 
Put up - ſtarts, to ſupport their ations 
Cancel at once : all 3 


E not thus the meek 2nd low ; 


35 


FABLE XXXVI. 
PYTHAGORAS AND THE COUNTRYMAN, 
PYTHAGORAS roſe at early dawn, | 


By ſoaring meditation drawn; 
To breathe the fragrance of the day, 


Through flowery fields he took his _ 


In muſing contemplation warn, Mt 
His ſteps miſled him to a farm, 7 
Where on a ladder's topmoſt round 

A Peaſant ſtood; the hammer's ſound | 
Shook the weak 3 «© Say, friend, what « care 
Ea!ls for thy honett labour there? 10 
The Clown, with ſurly voice rep lies, e 
© Vengeanee aloud for Juſtice Cries. 
This kite, by daily rapine fed, 

My hens” annoy, my turkeys' dread, 

At lengch bis forfeit life hath paid; 

See on the wall his wings diſplay'd: 

Here nail'd, a terror to his kind, 

My fowls ſhall future ſafety find ; 

My yard the thriving poultiy feed, 
And my barns' refule fat the breed.” 


13 


For public good the murderer dies : 

But, if theſe tyrants of the air 

Demand a fenteiice ſo ſeverc, | | 
| Think how the glutton, man, devours 3 25 
O impudence of power and might, 
Thus to condemn a hawk or kite, 
When thou, perhaps, carnivorous ſinner, Ry 
Hadſt pullets yeſterday for dinner '' 30 
„ Hold, cry'd — Clown, with paſſion heated, 
Shall kites and men alike be treated ? 

When Heaven the world with creatures ſtor d, 


4 Thus tyrants boaſt, the dage reply d, 
Whoſe murders ſpring from power and pride. 
Oun then this manlike kite is ſlain, 


35 N 


| Thy greater luxury to ſuſtain ; | 
| For © Petty tog ues ſubmit to Fate, 
14 * enjoy heir ate . 


131 
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FABLE xxxvnl. 


Tay FARMER'S WIFE AND THE RAVEN. f 


WHY are thoſe tears ? why droops your head ? 
Is then your other huſband dead ? | 


Ir dues « worle diſgrace betide ? 


 Hath no one ſince his death apply'd ? 
Alas | you know the cauſe too well; 


mY 


* Garth's Diſpenſarye 


\ Behold the buſy negroe race, 
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Then to contribute to my lofs, 
My lnife and fork were laid acroſs; 
On Friday too | the day I dread! 
Would J were ſafe at home in bed! 
Laſt night (I vow to Heaven tis true} 
Pounce from the fire a coffin flew. 
Next poſt ſome fatal ne: vs ſhall tel: 
God fend my Corniſh friends be well l 
Unhappy Widow, ceaſe thy tears, 
Nor feel amfiction in thy fears; 
Let not thy ſtomach be ſuſpended ; ; 
Eat now, and weep when dinner's ended; 
And, when the butler clears the table, 
For thy deſert ll read my Fable 
Bet wixt her ſwagging pannier's load 
A Farmer's Wite to market rode, 
And, Jogging on, with thoughtful care, 
Summ'd up the profits of her ware; 
When ſtarting from her filver dream, 
Thus far and wide was heard her ſcream. 
6% That Raven on yon? left hand oak 
(Curſe on his il! -betiding croak 1) 
Bodes me no good.” No more ſhe ſaid, 
When poor blind Ball, with ſtumbling tread, 
Fell prone ; o'erturn'd the pannier lay, 
And her maſh'd eggs beſtrow'd the way. 
She, ſprawling in the yellow road, 


A murrain take thy whoreſon throat 


I knew misfortune in the note.” | 
«© Dame, quoth the Raven, 6 


Unclench your fiſt, and wipe your cloaths. 


| But why on me thoſe curſes thrown * 
| Goody, the fault was all your own; | 
For, had you laid this brittle ware 


On Dun, the old ſure-footed mare, 


| Though all the Ravens of the Hundred | 


With croaking had your tongue out-thundered, 
Sure-footed Dun had kept her legs, 


; Ang you, good Woman, av your eggs.” 


| FA B LE qi 
THE TURKEY AND THE ant. 


1 | And ame the more that dr. their re, 


To our own ſtronger errors blind. | 
A Turkey, tir'd of common food, 


|  Forfqok the barn, and fought the wood; 
Behind her ran an inf int train, 
Collecting here and there a grain. | 
„ Draw near, my Birds! the Mother eries, | 


This hill delicious fare ſupplies ; 


See millions blacken all the place! 
Fear not; like me, wich freedom eat; 


An Ant is muſt delightful meat. 
Ho bleſs'd, how envy'd, were our life, 


Could we but ſcape the poulterer's knife! | 
But man, curs'd man, on Turkeys preys, 


And Chriſtmas ſhortens all our days. 
Sometimes with oyſters we combine, 
Sometimes aſſiſt the ſavoury chine z 
 F:ura the low peaſant to the lord, 


Yo OO OOPS 


Sure men for gluttony are eurv d, 
Of the ſeven deadly fins the worſt.** | 
An Ant, who climb'd beyond his "FY "- 
to | Thus anſwer'd from the neighbouring beech : 
«© Ere you remark another's fin, 
Bid thy own conſcience look within; 
' Control thy more voracious bill, 


Nor for a breakfaſt nations kill.” — 
| | — — 
1 FABLE XXXIX. 


THE FATHER AND JUPIT FR. 


HE Man to his ſuit preferr'd ; 
T He begg'd — his prayer was heard, 


251] ove wonder'd at his bold addreffing ; 


For how precarious is the bleſſing! 
A wife he takes : ad ene foo lakes — 
Again he worries Heaven with prayers. 
Jove nods aſſent: two hopeful boys 
30 And a fine girl reward his joys. 
" | Now more ſolicitous he grew, 
And ſet their future lives in view; | 12 
He ſaw that all reſpect and duty | 


Rail'd, ſwore, and curs'd. © Thou croaking trad, | Were paid to wealth, to power, and beauty. 


35 1 n 
lov'd progeny thy care: 1 
hope, my favourite boy, | 15 

E All — s richeſt gifts enjoy. I 
My next with ftrong ambition fire; 


| 40 May favour teach him to aſpire, 


Till he the ſtep of power aſcend, N 
had econtine w Gat bet dowd! "5 aa 
With every grace, with every charm, 1 
I My daughter's perfect features arm. 
45 If Heaven approve, a Father's bleſs'd.” 
Jove ſmiles, and grants his full requeſt. 
The firit, a miſ..r at the heart, 5 
Studious of every griping art, | 
| Heaps haards on hoards with anxious pain, 
And Fall his life devotes to gain, 
He feels no joy, his cares increaſe, | 
He neither wakes yor ſleeps in peace; 22 
In fancy d want (a wretch complete) ED 
He ſtarves, and yet he dares not eat. 
The next to ſudden honours grew; 


© The thriving art of courts he knew; 


He reach'd the height of power and > = Þ 

Then fell the victim of diſgrace.  _ 
Beauty with early bloom ſupplies 

His daughter” s cheeks, and points her eyes. 


10 | The vain coquette each ſuit diſdains, 


| And glories in her lovers“ pains. 8 
Wich age ſhe fades, each lover flies; N 
Contemn'd, forlorn, ſhe pines and dies. 
When Jove the Father's grief ſurvey'd, 


15 | And heard him Heaven and Fate upbraid, 


Thus ſpoke the God: y outward how „ 
Men judge or happineſs and woe, 8 
Shall ignorance of good and ill 
Dare tu ditect th? eternal will ? 

| Seek virtue; and, of that poſſeſt, 
1 Is Providence reſign the reſt.” | 50 
| 3K 2 | ; 


The tumbler whitls 


FABLE XI. 


| THE TWO MONKEYS. 


I feared, fll eee pee, 
The fops of outward ſhew deride ; 
The fop, with learning at defiance, 
Scoffs at the pedant and the ſcience ; 
The Don, a formal ſolemn ftrutter, 
Deſpiſes Monſieur s airs and flutter ; 
While Monſieur mucks the formal fool, 
Who looks, aud ſpeaks, ànd walks, by rule. 
—_— a medley of the twain, | 
pert as France, as grave as Spain, 
In fancy wiſer than the reſt, 
| 1 of both the jeſt. 
As not the Poet's chiming cloſe 
Tenſur d by all the ſons of Proſe? 
| While bards of quick imagination 
Deſpiſe the fleepy proſe narration, 
Men laugh at apes : they men contemn 3 
For what are we but apes to them ? 
Two Monkeys went to Southwark fair; 
I ear 
d their way throu 
—— y through 
8 


err | 
The cord beneath the dancer ſprings ; 
Aloft in air the vaulter ſwings; 5 
Diſtorted now, now noone degende, 

| rr 
The crowd, in wonder and delight, 
With clapping hands applaud the 


With ſmiles, quoth R Pug, © If pranks n. theſe 
0 


The giant - apes of reaſon pleaſe, 

Bow would they wonder at our arts! 

They muſt adore us for our parts. 
_ High on the twig I ve ſeen — 

Play, twiſt, and turn in airy ring: 
How can thoſe clumſy things, like me, 
Fly with a bound fron: tree to tree ? 
Y Put yet, by this applauſe, we find 
Theſe emulators of our kind 
Diſcern our worth, our parts regard, 
hay = oy thus reward. 
4 Brother, t © grinning mate replies, | 
In this I grant that man is wiſe: 
While good example they purſue, 
= — allow _ praiſe is due; 

ut, n ain beyond their guides | 
I laugh to 2 — pride; 
For how fantaſtic is the ſight, 
To meet men always bolt upright, 
Becauſe we ſome:imes walk oa two! 1 

I * | SIS 


gap d to catch Jack Pudding” $ — 
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FABLE XII. 


THE OWL AND THE FARMER. 


| 
Av Owl of grave and mien, 

Who {like the Turk) was ſeldom teen, 
Within a barn had choſe his ſtation, 


. 


95 Foſt-boy 1 2 — 

| | Smoke, nod, and talk with voice profound, 
And fix the fate of Europe round | 
I Sheaves pil'd on ſheaves hid all the floor: 

| At dawn of morn to yiew his tore 

The Farmer came. The hooting gueſt 
His ſelf-importance thus expreſt: 

% Reaſon in man is mere pretence : 


10 How weak, how ſhallow, is his ſenſe}. 


| | To treat with ſcorn the Birä of Night, | 
| | Declares his folly or his ſpite. 1 
Then, too, 1 — is his praiſe! 


es are all divine: 


— — 7 


'd upon my my face. 
ht I deign, 


See wiſdom 
Whene er to viſit li 


20 | What flocks of fowl compoſe my train! 


Like ſlaves, they crowd my flight behind, 


And on me of ſuperior kind,” 
The Farmer laugh'd, and thus reply'd 3 
© Thou dull i lump of 


5 25 Dar'ſ thou with that harſh grating tongue 


—— call'ſt thy . 
| Few follow Wiidom or her rules; 


anna 
T5} FABLE XIII. 


1 Tun JUGGLERS. | 


rais'd his fortune and renown z 
| You'd think (fo far his art tranſcends) 
The devil at his fingers? ends. 
Voice heard bis fame, the read his bill; 
Convinc'd of his inferior ſkill, 


45 She ſought his booth, and from the «rowd 


Defy d the man of art alvud. 

| © Is this then he ſo fam'd for fleight ? 
Can this flow bungler cheat your fight ? | 
| P | 


30 I leave it to impartial eyes. 


Provok'd, the Juggler cry d, 44 is done 3 
In ſcience I ſubmit to none 
12228 the cups and balls he play d; 

By turns this here, that there, convey d. 


35 The cards, obedient to his words, 


{ Are by a fillip turn'd to birds. 

I His liitle boxes change the grain: 

| Trick after trick. deludes the train, 
He ſhakes his bag, he ſhews all fair ; 


80 His fingers ſpread, Gy nn; 


la) GGLER long through all the Town 


a. 


Y 


f @ ow > 2 


| 
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Then kids it rn with ſhowers of gold 3 And thus the liſtening throng addreft. 10 
And now his ivory eggs are told; Ae... Good Gods! how abject is uur race, 
But, when from thence the hen he draws, 25 Condemn d to ſlavery and diſgrace } 
Ama d ſpectators hum applauſe. Shall we our ſervitude retain, 
Vice now ſtept forth, and took the place, | | Becauſe our fires have borne the cham ? | 
With all the forms of his grimace. | Conkder, Friends! your ſtrength and might; 35 
„„ This magic looking-glaſs, ſhe cries, "Tis conqueſt to aſſert your right. 
(There, hand it round) will charm your eyes.“ 30 How cumbrous i is the gilded coach! 
And every man himſelf admir'd. Were we deſign'd for daily toil, 1 
Next, to a ſenator addreſſing, To drag the plough-ſhare through the foil, 20 
4 Yee this banle- note; obſerve the bleſſing» To ſweat in harneſs through the road, 
Breathe on the bill. Heigh, paſs ! * 25 To groan beneath the carrier's load ? 
Upon his lips a padlock ſhown. | How feeble are the two-legg'd kind! 
A ſecond puff the gc bode; What force is in our nerves combin'd ! 3 
The padlock — and he ſpoke. | Shall then our nobler jaws ſubmit 35 
| — rang's upon. the board. 4 To foam and champ the galling bit? ” 
An full, with beady liquor ſtor'd, 4% Shall | man my back beſtride ? 
Shall the tharp ſpur provoke my fide ? 
e | Yor the Heavens | Reject the rein 3 * 
1 Let him the lion firſt control, | 
.c | And ſtill the tigers famiſh'd growl. | 
Sy Let us, like them, our freedom claim, 
3 And make him tremble at our name.” | 
He gralps a hatchet in his hand. A general nod approv'd the cauſe, . 
A box of charity ſhe ſhows. | | And all the circle neigh'd applauſe. 4 
« Blow here; « | y- ——— go | When, lol with grave and ſolemn pace, 
Tu vaniſh'd with conveyance neat, A Steed advanc'd before the race, 
And on the table ſmoxes a treat. With age and long experience wile ; 
She ſhalces the dice, the board the knocks, = { Around he caſt his thoughtful eyes, e 
And from ali pockets fills her bon. | And, tothe murmurs of the train, Es 
zhbe next a meagre rake addreſt. 35 | Thus ſpoke the Neftor of the plain. | 
| « This pilture foe; her ſhape, her at: When I bat hath an e, Like you, 
What „ and what inviting eyes! I The toils of ſervitude I knew; | | 
Hold her, and have her. — = Now grateful man rewards wy pains, | 8 | 
His hand expos'd a box of pills, Id gives me all theſe wide domains. Es 
And a loud laugh proclaim d his ills. 60 At will I crop the year's increaſe; 
A counter, in a miſer's hand, | My latter life is reſt and peace. 
Grew twenty guineas at command. I grant, to man we lend our pains, 5 
She bids his heir the ſum retain, And aid him to correct the plains 3 co 
And *tis a counter now again. I Bat dota not he divide the care, . 
1 A guinea with her wach you ee 565 | Through all the labours of the year? 
Take every ſhape but Charity; | I | How many thouſand ſtructures riſe, . 
And not one thing you ſaw, or drew, I To fence us from inclement ſkies} 3 
Det chang d nm wt was Ba th Han, Far us he bears the ſultry day, | 36 
The Juggler now, in grief of heart, And ſtores up all our winter's ; INE 
With this fubmiſſion own'd her art. 0 He fowy, he reaps the harveſt's gain ; 15 
Can I ſuch matchleſs ſleight withſtand! + | We ſhare the toil, and ſhare the grain. | | 
How practice hath improv d your hand! | Since every creature was decreed = 
{| But now and then I cheat the throngz | To ad each other's mutual need, = 
| You every day, and all diy long.” 1 — your diſcontented mind, & = OE 
I. The tumult ceas'd. The Colt ſubmitted 
F 1 E — : 1 | 5 
THE COUNCIL or HORSES. | 3 
„ Spiaar< prom cop room 3 FABLE XLIV. 
graz'd among a numerous breed, TRE ROUND AND TRE HUN 7 
aged 
And ſpread diſſenſion through the plain. | JMPERTINENCE at firſt is borne 
On matters that concern'd the ftate 5 Wich heedleſs flight, or ſmiles of fron; 
The council met in grand debate. Teaz d into wrath, what patience bears 
A Colt, whoſe eye-balls flam' d with i ire, The noiiy fool who perſeveres ? 
Elate with ſtrength and ings 8 _ Y The morning wakes, the Huntſman ſuunds, 5 
— — At e nd fart the joyful Hounds; _ | 


410 
They ſrelæ the wood with eager pace, 
Through buſh, through brier, explore the chace : 
Now ſcatter d wide they try the plain 
And ſnuff the dewy turf in vain. | 
What care, what induſtry, what pains ! 

_ What univerſal ſilence re:zzns; 
_ _ Ringwood, a dog of littie fame, 

Young, pert, and ignorant of game, 
At once difplays his babbling throat; 
The pack, regardleſs of the note, 
Purſue the ſcent ; with louder ſtrain 
e ſtill perſiſts to vex the train, 
The Huntſman to the clamour flies, 
The ſmacking laſh he ſmartly plies. 
His ribs all welk'd, with howling tone 
The puppy thus expreſs d his moan : 

& know the muſic of my tongue 
Long fince the pack with envy ſtung. : 
What will not ſpite ? There bitter ſmarts 23 

TJ awe to my ſuperior parts.“ . 
When Puppies prate, the Huntſman a, 
They ſhew both ignorance and „ 
Fools may our ſcorn, not envy, — 

For envy is a kind of praite. 

Had not thy forward noify tongue 
 Proclaim'd thee always in the wrong, 
Thou might'ſ have mingled with the reſt, 
And ne'er thy fookth noſe confeſt ; 

But fools, to — euer prone 
on ſure to 0 make their follies known,” 


15 


. 30 


35 


: FABLE XIV. 
THE POET AND THR 0er. 


5 1 HATE the man who builds his name | 
On ruias of another's fame. 
Thus prudes, by characters o'erthrown, 
Imagine that they raiſe their own. 
Thus ſeribblers, covetous of praiſe, 
Think ſlander can tranſplant the bays. 
| Beauties and bards — equal pride, 
Wißh both all rivals — 
Who praiſes Leſbia's eyes and feature, 
Muſt call her ſiſter aukward creature 
For the kind flattery's ſure to charm, 
ths oe ona pe xe oy diſarm. 
As in the cool of early da 05 
A Poet fought the ſweets of May, 
The garden's fragrant breath aſcends, 
And every ſtalk with odour bends; 
A roſc he pluck'd, he gas d, admir'd ; 
Thus fingi»'g, as the Muſe inſpir d: 
« Go, Roſe, my Chioe's boſom grace ; ; 
| 66 How happy ſhall I prove, We 
Might I ſupply that envy d place 
„Wich never-fading love! 
There, Pharix-like, beneath her eye, 
4 Involv'd in fragrance, burn and die. 


| 10 


«« Know, hapleſs Flower! that thou ſhalt find 25 


% More fragrant Roſes there; 
I ſee thy withering head reclin'd 
«© With envy and deſpair ! 
1 One common fate we both muſt prove; 
4 You die with . I with love.“ . 


20 
3 Thou * not like a puppy had 


Fo 


{ 


| To wither, envy, pine, and fade? 


| He ſtarts, he cucks bis 


Nor leaves him till the village ends. 
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«© Spare your compariſons, reply'd 
An angry Roſe, who grew beſide. 
Of all mankind you ſhould not flout us$ 
What can a Poet do without us ? 

In every love-ſong Rotes bloom; 

We lend you colour and perfume : 


Does it to Chloe's charms conduce, 


To found her praiſe on our abuſe ? 
Muſt we, cy” rm her, be made 


FABLE XILVI. 


vod. 


la of all-ſufficient merit 

With modetty ne'er damps his ſpirit 3 
Preſuming on his own deſerts, 

Oa all alike his tongue exerts ; 

His noiſy jokes at random throws, 

And pertly ſpatters friend and foes. 

In wit and war the bully race 


_ | Contribute to their own diſgrace : 


Too late the forward youth ſhall find 
That jokes are ſometimes paid in kind 3 
Or, if they canker in the breaſt, : 
He makes a toe who makes a jeft. 

A village Cur, of ſnappiſh ract, 
The perteſt puppy of the place, 
Imagin* that his treble throat 


18 
Was bleſt with Muſic's ſweeteſt note; : P 


| In the mid road he baſking lay, 


The yelping nuifance of the wayz 
For not a creature paſs'd alung, 

But had a ſample of his ſung. 
Soon as the trotting Steed he hears, 
ears; 
Away he ſcowers, aſſaultz his hoof; 
Now: near him ſuarls, now barks aloof: | „„ 
With ſl.rill impertinence attends, | 5 

u chanc'd, pon his evil day, 

A Pad came pacing down the way; 

The Cur, with never-ceaſing tongue, 
Upon the paſſing traveller ſprung. | 
The horſe, from ſcorn biovolc a to ire, 5 


a EFlung backward; rolling in the mire, 
_ | The Puppy how!” d, and bleeding lay; 


1 


The Pad in peace purſu'd his way. 
A Shepherd's Dog, who faw the deed, 
Deteſting the vexatious breed, 


I Beſpoke him thus: When coxcombs i 


They kindle wrath, contempt, or hate; 
Thy teazing tongue had judgement ty d, 


FA] 5 "= XI VII. 
THE COURT OF DEATH. 


NEaTH, on a ſolemn night of ſtate, 
In alt his pomp of terror fate : 
Th' attendants of his gloomy reigny 


| Dilcaſes dire, * train 
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[Taz 


* Pleads how he ſhifts from place to piace; 


| He ſhares their mirth, their ſocial joys, | 


GAY 


Crowd the vaſt court. With hollow tone, 
A voice thus thunder'd from the chrone: 
« This night our mmni-ter we name, 
Let every fe: v in (peak his claim; 
Merit ſhall bear tus ebon wand 
All, „ he word, ftretch's torth their hand. 
| Fever, with burning heit poſſeſt, | 
Advanc'd, and far che wand addceit. 
„ I ro the we::kly bills appeal, 
Let thoſe expreſs ni fervent zeal ; 
On every ili ght oCcauwy near, 
Wich violence I perſevere. * 
Next Guut appears with limping pace, 


From he:d to foot how ſwift he flies, 
And every joint and finew plies; _ 
Still working when he ſeems ſuppreſt, 
A moft tenacious ſtubborn gueſt. 
A haggard ſpectre from the crew 
Crawls forth, and thus aſſerts his due: 
« Tis I who taint the ſweeteit joy, 
And in the ihape of Love deltroßg: 
My ſhanks, ſunk eyes, and noſeleſs face, 
Prove my preteniion to the place. 
Stone urg d his ever-growing force; 
And, next, Conſumption's meagre corſe, 
With feeble voice that ſcarce was heard, 
Broke with ſhort coughs, his ſuit preferr d: 
% Let none object my lingering way, | 
J gain, like Fabius, by delay; 
Fatigue and weaken every foe 
© By long attack, ſecure, though flow.” 
Plague repreſents his rapid power, 
Who chinn'd a nation in an hour.. 
All ſpoke their claim, and hop'd the wand. 
Now expectation huih'd the band; 
When thus the Monarch from the throne ; 
__ & Merit was ever modeit known. 8 
What, no Phyliician ipeak his right! 
None here ! but fees their toils requite. 
L:t then Intemperance take the wand, 
Who fills with gold their zealous hand. 
Youu, Fever, Gout, and all the reit, 
(Whom wary men, as foes, deteſt) 
Forego your claim; no more pretend; 
Intemperance is eſteem d a friend; 


And as a courted gue!t deitroys. 


The charge on him muſt juſtly fall, 
| . Who finds employment tor you ul.“ 


FABLE XIVIII. 
THE GARDENER AND THE 10. 


| A GARDENER, of peculiar tafte, 
On a young Hog his favour plac'd, 
Who fed not with the common berd ; 
His tray was to the hall preferr'd. 

He wallow'd underneath the board, 

Or in his maſter's chamber ſnor's, 

| Who fondly ftroak'd him every day, 
An taught him all tha Puppy's play. 


POEMS. 


3 


10 


Zac let due care regard my flowers: 


25 


1 _—_— 


Where er he went, the grunting friend 
Ne'er fail'd his pleaſure to attend. 
As on atime the loving pair 
| Walk's forth to tend the garden's care, 
The Maſter thus addreis'd the Swine : 
% My houſe, my garden, all is thine. 
On turnips feuſt whene'er you pleaſe, 
And rio in my beans and peaſe 
It the potatoe's taſte delights, 
Or the red carrot's ſweet invites, 
Incu!'z2 thy morn and evening hours z 


My tulips are my garden's pride: 


| What vaſt expence thoſe beds ſupply d! 


The Hog by chance one morning roam'd, 
| Where with new ale the veſſels foam d: 
He munches now the ſte uning grains, 

| Now with full ſwill the liquor drains. 

| Intoxicating fumes ariſe ; 

He reels, he rolls his winking eyes; 
Then ſtaggering through the garden ſcours, 


I And treads down painted ranks of flowers. 


With delving ſnout he turns the ſoil, 


I And cools his palate with the ſpoil. 


— 


; WHETHER on earth, in air, or main, | 


The Maſter came, the ruin ſpy d; 
« Villain! ſuſpend thy rage, he cry'd. 
Haſt thou, thou moſt ungrateful fot, 
My charge, my only charge, forgot ? 


What, all my flowers!“ No more he ſaid, 
35] 


But gaz d, and figh'd, and hung his head. 
The Hog with ſtuttering ſpeech returns: 
© Explain, Sir, why your anger burns. 
See there, untouch'd, your tulips frown, 
For I devour'd the roots alone.” 
At this the Gardener's paſſion grows ; 
From oaths and threats he fell to blows. 
The ftubborn brute the blows ſuſtains, 


I Aſſaults his leg, and tears the veins. 


«© Ah! fooliſh Swain l too late you find 


| That ſtyes were for ſuch friends deſign dl 


Homeward he limps with painful pace, 
Reflecting thus on pait diigrace: 5 


, Who cheriſhes a brutal mate, 


30 


r ABLE XLIX. 
cru MAN AND THE TTA. 


Sure every thing alive is vin ! 
Does not the Hawk all fowls turvey, 
| As deſtin'd only for his prey? 


| | And do not tyrants, prouder thing, 


Think men were born for ſlaves do king.? 


Ot Tagus, right with golden fande, 
Or crawls beüde coral grov:, | 


I And hvars the ocean roll above, 


& Nature is tov profuſe, ſays he, 


| Who give all theſe te pleaſure me 


Wen bordering pinks and roſes bloom, 

And every garden breathes perfams ; 
When peaches glow with ſunny dycs, 

Like Laura's cher wien bluhss wile; 


When the Crab views the pea.ly trends, 
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When with huge figs the branches bend, 
When cluſters from the vine depend; 

The Snail looks round un fJower and tree, 
And cries, “ All theſe were made for me!" 
«© What dignity's in human nature J“ 
Says Man, the moſt conceited creature, 

As from a cliff he caſt his eye, 

And view'd the ſea and arched ſky. 
The ſun was ſunk beneath the main; 
The moon and all the ſtarry train 


Hung the vaſt vault of Heaven. The Man 


His contemplation thus began: , 
«© When I behold this glorious ſhow, 
And the wide watery world below, 
The ſcaly people of the main, 0] 
The beaſts that range the wood or plain, 
The wing' d inhabitants of air, 7 
The day, the night, the various year; 
And know all theſe by Heaven defign'd 
As gifts to pleaſure human-kind 
I cannot raiſe my worth too high ; 
Of what vaſt conſequence am I” 
% Nat of th' importance you ſuppoſe, 
Replies a Flea upon his noſe. = 
Be humble, learn thyſelf to ſcan; 
Know, pride was never made for man. 
"Tis vanity that ſwells thy mind. | 
What! heaven and earth for thee deſign' d 
For thee, made only for our need, | 


FAB LE L. 


TR "ous HARE AND nany FRIENDS. 
 FRIENDSFAIP, like love, is but a name, | 


* Unleſs to one you ſtint the flame. 
The child, whom many fathers ſhare, 
Hath ſeldom known a father's care. 
lis thus in frieudihipsz who depend 
On many, rarely find a friend. 
A Hare who, ina civil way. | 
Con ply'd with every thing, like Gay, 
Was known by all the beſtial train | 
| Who haunt the wood, or graze the plain; 
Her care was never to offend ; * 
And every creature was her friend. 
las forih the went at early dawn, 
Do taſte the dew-beſprinkled lawn, 
| Behind ſhe hears the hunter's cries, 
And f. om the deep-mouth'd thunder flies. 
She farts, ſhe ſtops, ſhe pants for breath; 
She hears the near advance of death; 
She doubles, to miſlead the hound, 


And meaſures back her mazy round; 


Tin, fainting in the public way, 
12 dead with fear ſhe gaſping lay. 
Wha: tranſport in her boſom grew, 
When fuſt the Horſe appear'd in view! 
CE Let me, ſays ſhe, your back aſcend, 
And cwe ny ſatety to a friend. 
V ou krou my feet betray my flight: 
Jo frienaſhip every burden's light.” 
Ihe Horſe reply'd, Pour honeſt Puſg, 
| It giieves my heart to fee thes thus: 


35 The 


Be comforted, relief 1s near, 
For all your friends are in the rear.” 
She next the ſtately Bull implor's 


20 And thus reply'd the mighty lord: 


« Since every beat alive can tell 

That | fincerely wiſh you well, 

1 may, without offence, pretend 

To take the freedom of a friend. 
25 | Love calls me hence; a favourite Cow 
Expects me near yon” barley-mow 3 
And, when a lady's in the caſe, 
' You know, all other things give place» 
To leave you thus might ſeem unkind 3 


30 | But ſee, the Goat is juſt behind.“ 


The Goat remark'd 46 her pulſe was high, 
Her languid head, her heavy eye: | 
| My back, ſays he; may do you harm; 
The Sheep's at hand, and wool is warm.“ 
ſheep was feeble, and complain d 
His ſides a lod of wool ſuſtain'd; 
Said, he was flow, confeſs'd his fears; 

For hounds eat ſheep as well as hares. 

She now the trotting Calf addreſs'd, 


40 | To fave from death a friend diſtreſs'd. 


| © Shall I, ſays he, of tender age, 
In this important care en ge? 4 
Older and abler paſs'd you by; | 
| How ſtrong are thole ! how weale am I! 


45 | Should I preſume to bear you hence, 


Thoſe friends of mine may take offence. 
Excuſe me, then; you know my heart 
But deareſt friends, alas ! muſt part. 
| How ſhall we all lament ! Adieu; 

For ſee the hounds are juſt in view.“ 
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FABLE I. 
THE DOG AND THE FOX. 
Toa Lawyer. | 


25 1 KNOW you Lawyers can, with eaſe, 


h Twiſt words and meanings as you pleaſe ; 
That language, by your ſkill made pliant, 
Will bend to favour every client ; 55 
That tis the fee directs the ſenſe, 


20 To make out either ſide's protence. 


; | ND oF THE FIRST PART. 


35 


| The) d vg thong fiel by Mr. Ga v, ad bo. 
| when they were | 
care 


Hort time before his decth;, {| 
with his other papers, to the 


GA VS POEMS, 


When you peruſe the eleareſt caſe, 
Von ſee it witi a douhle face : 
For ſrepti-iſm's your profeſſion ; . 
You hold there's doubt ia all expreſſion. 

Hence is the bar with fes ſfupply'd ; 
Hence clo-juenc: takes cither fide. 
Your hand would have but paltry gleaning, 
Could every man expreſs his meaning, 
Who dares preſume to pen adecd, 
Uanleſ: you previouily are feed? 
fis drawn; and, to aug nent the colt, 
Ia dull proticity engrott. 
And now we're we It ſecur'd by law, 
lil the next broſſrer ſi ud a flaw, 
Kead oer a will. Was *t ever known 
But you could make the will you own ? 
For, when you read, tis with intent 
T1 ad out meanings never meaut, 
Sine things are thus, ſe de — 
F bar fallacious ini. 

Sagacious Porta's (kill could trace 
| some beaſt or bird in every face. 
The head, the eye, the nos ſuape, 
 Prov'd this an owl, and that an apc, 
When, in the ſketches thus deügn'd, 


Reſcmblance brings ſome friend to mind, 


Vou ſhow the piece, aud give the hint, 
And ſind each icature in the print; 
So monſtrous- li ce the portrait's und, 
All know it, and tlie laugh goes round, 
Like him I draw from general nature; 
Ist I or you then fx the ſatire? 
Sao, Sir, I beg you, ſpare your pains, | 
la making comments on my rains. 

All private ſlander I detett, : 
I judge not of my neighbour's breaſt : 

— Party and prejudice I hate, 

Aud write no hl:1s om the ſtate. 
Shall not my Fable cenſure vice, 
| Recauſe a knave i nice? : 

And, leſt the guilty hear and dread, 

Shall not the decal»gue be re? 
If In ce in general fiction, 
I; 't 1 apply, or ſ-l-couvictiou? 
Brutes are my theme. Am I to blame, 
I men in moral; arc the fune? 
I no man call or ape or as; 
Tis his own conſcicuce hobls the gf. | 


Thus void af oll ofie1ce I weite: 


Who chiins the table, knows his right. 


A ſhephherd's Dog unit. Ill“ in ſports, Ee 


— Pied up acquaintance of all forts; 
Among tac reſt a Fox be knew; 
By frequeat chat their fri-nditip grew. 
Says Reynard, „ Ti, acruel caie, 
That man ſholud ſtigmatize our rare. 
No doubt, among us rogues you find, 
As a-nong dogs and human kind; 
And yet (unknown to me and you) 
There may be honeſt wen and true. 
Thus ſlander tries whate?er it can 
To put us on the foot with man. | 
Let my own actions recommend; 
No prejudice can blind a friend: 
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Reynard 
_ 


_ | Your vile reſlections would imply 
| That I *m the thief. You Dog, y 


You know me free from all — 
My honour as my life I pri 
1 talk like this, from ut wikruſt 
The Dog was cur'd, and thought him juſt. 
As on a time the Fox held forth 
On conſcience, honeſty, and worth, 
Sudden he d; he coc':'d his ear; 
| Low dropt his buſt y tail with fear. 
« Bleſs us! the hunters are abroad: | 
What 's all that clatter on the road ! 80 
« Hold, ſays the Dog, we're ſafe from harm, | 
'Twas nething but a falſe alarm. | a 
At yonder town tis market-day 3 
Some farmer's wife is on the way 3 3 COIN 
 *Tis ſo (I know her pyebald mare), 85 
Dame Dobbins with her poultry-ware ? | 
w buff, Says be, © This ſneer 
From you I little thought to bear: 
Your meaning in your looks I ſee. I 
Pray, what 's Dame Dobbins, friend, to me? 9 


| 


73 


| Did I e'er make her poultry thinner ! 


Prove that I owe the Dame a dinner.“ 
« Friend, quoth the Cur, I meant no harm 3 ; 
Then why ſo captious? why ſo warm? 


My words in common acceptation, 34 | 


Could never give this provocation, 
No lamb (for aught I ever knew) 
May be more innocent than you.” 
At this, gall'd Reyvard wiac'd, and ſwore 
Such language ne'er was given before. 100 


« What *; lamb to me ? this faucy hint 


| Shows me, baſe Knave, which way you ſquiat, | 


If t other night your maſter Ui 
Three lambs, am I to pay the coſt? 
16; 

Thou kr.ave, thou fool Iggy 25 
6 u kr.ave, u De , 
The name is juſt, take either fide ; 4 _—y 
Thy guilt theſe applications ſpeak : | 
 Sirrab, *tis conſcience male you ſqueak,” 

So ſaying, on the Fox he flies. 
| Th: * felon dios. 
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55 | THE vorrrkz, ur ev, AND TITTY 


5 


10 A Friend 3 in tae : Conntry. 


4 RE 1 begin, I muſt premiſe, 

Cur miniſters are good and wifey 
do, though malicious tougues apply, 
Pray what care tl. y, or what care 1? 

Ir I am free with courts, be *t kuowu, 1 
I neer preſume to mean our own, . 
If general morals ſeem to joke | 
On miniſters, and ſuch-lize folk, 
A captious fool may tale offence : 
What then? He knows his own 3 


10 
T meddle with no ſtate-a Hair, 


. | But ſpare my jeſt to ſave my cars. 
BB 


12 GAV 8 
Our preſent ſchemes are too profound, 


For Machiavel himſelf to ſound : | Inur'd to guilt, unaw'd by — 
To cenſure them Ie no pretenſion; 15 | Approach'd the throne in evil hour, 
I own they re paſt my comprehenfion. And ftep by ftep intrudes to power: 

You ſay your brother wants a place, When at the royal Fagle's ear, 
is many a younger brothers caſe) | He longs to eaſe the monarch's care. 
And that he very ſoon intends = The monarch grants; with pride clate, 
To ply the court, and teaze his friends, 204 Behold him miniſter of fate! 
If his merits chance to find Around him throng the feather'd rout ; 
— —— of an open mind, Friends muſt be ferv*d, aud ſome muſt out: 

ſe conſtant ct ions prove him juſt Each thinks his own the beſt pretention ; 

To both a king's and people”s truſt, | This aſks a place, and that a penſion ; 
May be, with gratitude, attend, 25 | The Nightingale was ſet aſide. | 
And owe his riſe to ſuch a friend ! 


You praiſe his parts, = buſineſs fit, 
His learnin bity, an / N 
But thoſe Bus will never do,. | 
Unleſs. his patron have them too. | 35 
I e heardof- times (pray God defend us! 
We're not ſo good but he can mend us) 
When wicked miaiſters have trod 
On kings and people, law and God; 
With arrogance they girt the tifrone, 35 
And knew no intereſt but their own. 5 
Then virtue, from prelerment barr'd 
Gets nothing but its own reward. 
A gang of petty knaves attend em, 
With 
Then, if his patron burn with luft, 
The firſt in favour s pimp the firſt, 
His. doors are never clos'd to ſpies, 
| Who cheer his heart with double lies; 


They Hatter him, his foes defame, 45 l 


80 lull the pangs of. guilt and ſhame. 
I ſchemes of Jucre haunt his brain, 
Projectors ſwell his greedy train; 
Vile brokers ply his private ear 
With 
All conſciences muſt bend and ply ? | 

| You muſt vote on, and not know why ; 

Through thick aud thin you muſt go on; 

One ſcruple, and your place is gone. 


Since plagues like theſe have curs'd chad,” 55 | 


And favourites cannot always ftand, | 

Good courtiers ſhould for change be ready, | 
And not have principles too ſteady; 
For, ſhould a knave engroſs the power, 


| (God ſhield the realm from that ſad hour!) 85 


Wi; 


| To birth, why power, we ſhould — ; 


He myſt have rogues or ſlaviſn fools ; 
For what's a kuave without his tools? 
Wherever thoſe a people drain, 
And ſtrut with infamy and gain, 


I envy not their guilt and ſtate, 65 | 


And ſcorn to ſhare the publ.c hate. 

Let their own ſervile creatures riſe, 

By ſcreening fraud, and venting las; 
Give me, kind H avea, a private tation, . 

A mind ſcrene for coatemplation ; — 2 
Title and. profit I reſign; | 
The poſt of honour ſkall be mine. 

My Fable read, their merits view, 

Then herd who will with ſuch a crew. | 
In days of yore (my cautious rby mes 75 
Always except the preſent times) | 

* en improus men bear ſevay, . 
Te poſt of horcur 1 4 4 fri vate . Avp 1608, 


— 
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A greedy Vulture, ſxillꝰd in ga 


A forward Daw his room ſupply'd. 

„ This bird (ſays he), for bubneſs ſit, 

Hath beth ſagacity aud wit : 

With all his turns, and ſhifts, and tricks, 

He 's docile, and at nothing ſticks : 

Then with his neighbours one ſo free 

At all times will connive at me.” N 
The Hawk had due diſtinction ſhown, 

For parts and talents like his own. | 

Thouſands of hireling Cocks attend him, 

| As bluſtering bullies, to defend him. 

At once the Ravens were diſcarded, 


I And magpies with their poſts rewarded. 


I Thoſe fowls of omen I deteſt, 
parts to recommend em. 40 


They pry into another's neſt. 


| State-lyes muſt Joſe all good intent, 


For they foreſee and croak th? event. 
My friends neꝰer think, but talk by rote, 


Speak what they re taught, and ſo to vote. 
« When rogues like theſe (a Sparrow cries) 


| IS 


| To honours and employments riſe, 
] court no favour, aſlc no place; 
From ſuch, preferment is diſgrace. 


| . Within my thatch'd retreat I find = 
jobs of - de for the year z 50 


(That theſe ne/er feel) true peace of mind.” 
FABLE in. 
rug EABOON AND THE POULTRY. 


vs — 


frequently miſplace eſteem, 
judging men by what they ſeem. 


Prec:dence, and our loweſt bow: 
In that is due diſtinction ſhewn; 


4 Eiteem is Virtue's right alone. 


I The man of noble pedigree: 


With partial eye we ire apt to ſee 


We're prepoſſeſt my Lord . 
In ſome degree, his grandſire“s merits; 
For thoſe we find upon record, 

But find him nothing but my Lord. 
When we, with ſuperficial view, 
Gaze on the rich, we re dazzled ton. 
We know that wealth, well under ſteod, 
Flath frequent power of doing good; 
Then faney that the thing is done, 

as if the power and will were one. 


80 
85 | 
go 
. | 
1c 
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15 


3 (Almoſt a man in ſize and look), 


I | | $0 to her favourite was aſſign'd 
Tue charge of all her featner'd kind. 
as his to tend them eve and morn, 


Aſſume a miniſterial pride. 
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Thus oft the cheated crewd adors 
The thriving knaves taat keep them poor, 

The cringing train of power ſurvey; 
What creatures are ſo low as they ! | 
With what ohſequiouſneſs they bend! 

To what vile actions condeſcend ! 

Their rife is on their meanneſs built, 

And tlattery is their ſmalleſt guilr, 
What homage, reverence, adoration, 

In every age, in every nation, 

Have ſycophants to power addreſs d! 

No matter who the power poſſeis'd! 

Let miniſters be what they will, 

You find their levees always fill : | 

Evin thoſe who have perplex'd a ftate, 

Whoſe actions claim contempt and hate, 

Had wretches to applaud their ſchemes, 35 

Though more abſurd than madmen's dreams, 

When barbarous Moloch was invok'd, 

The blood of infants only ſmok'd l 

But here (unleſs all hittory lies) 

Whole realms have been a ſacrifice, | 

Look through all courts : tis power we + find | 

The general idol of mankind ; | 

There worſhip'd under every ſhape : 
Alike the lien, fox, and ape, 

Are follow'd by time- ſerving flaves 

Rich proftitutes and needy knaves. 

Who then ſhall glery in kis poſt ? To 
How frail his pride, how vain his beaſt | 
The followers of his proſperous hour 
Are as unſtable as his power : 
Power, by the breath of Fhvery nurf, 1 
The more it ſwells is nearer burttz 
The bubble breaks, the gewgaw ends, 
And in a dirty tear deſcends, 

Once on a time an ancient maid, 

By wiſhes and by time decay%l, 
To cure the pangs of reſtleſs thought, 
In birds and beaſts amuſement ſought : 

Dogs, parrots, apes, her hours employ'd; 
With theſe alone he talk'd and toy d. 
A huge Baboon her fancy took 


25 


He finger d every thing he found, 
And mimick'd all the ſervants roimd ; 
Then, too, his parts and ready wit 
Show'd him for every buſineſs fit, 
With all theſe talents *twas but juſt, 
That pug ſhould hold a place of truſt; 


And portion out their daily corn. 
__ _ Behold him now, with havghty ftride, 


The morning roſe. In hope of picking, 75 


Swans, turkeys, peacocks, ducks, and chicken, 


Fouls of all ranks ſurround his hut, 

To worſhip his important ſtrut. 

The miniſter appears. The crowd, 

Now here, now there, obſequious I 

This prais'd his parts, and that his face, 
T other his dignity in place, 

From bill to bill the flattery ran : 

He hears and bear it Ii (e 4 man; 


20 


| (Like other folks in place) on gain. 


Was branded as a 


_ 


I And fold 


55 


Should never ſquint at courtiers? crimes; 
For though nor thi: ror that is meant, 
_ | Can we another's thoughts prevent? 


7. 


I Poets, I grant, to riſe muſt fawn ; 
| They know great ears are over=nice, 
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For, when we flatter Self-conceit, 
We but his — 4 
Hf we re too fi louſly juſt, 
What profit *s in a place of truſt; 
The common practice of the great 
Is to ſecure a ſnug retreat. 

So Pug began to turn his brain 


An apple-woman's ftall was near, 


Well ſtoek'd with fruits through K 
| Here every day he cram his guts, 


Hence were his hoards of pears and nuts; * 

For *twas agreed (in way of trade) 

His payments ſhould in corn be made. 
ſtock of grain was quickly ſpent, 

And no account which way it went. | 

Then, too, the Poultry's ftarv'd condition 

_Caugd ſpeculations of ſuſpicion, | 


| | The facts were prov'd beyond difpute ; 


Pug muſt refund his heards of fruit ; 
And though then miniſter in chief, 
public thief. 
| Diſgrac'd, deſpis'd, confin'd to * 


105. 


He nothing but his pride retains. f 
A Gooſe paſs'd b Fe knew the 3 | 
Pros cv Ian wth bs when. 1160 


« What, no reſpect! no reverence ſhown l 
How faucy are theſe creatures grown ! 


Not two days fince (ſays he) you bow'd 
| The loweft of my fawnin 


crowd.” | 

« Proud fool! (replies Gooſe) "tis trus 115 = 

Thy corn a fluttering levee drew; ; 

| For that I joinꝰd the hungry train. 
* flattery for thy grain. 

— then, as now, conceited Ape, 


n 3 


| | THE ANT IN orricz. 
| I0a Friend. | 
7 CU tell 1 me that you apprehend 


ly verſe may touchy folks offend. 
In pred: nee, too, you think my rhymes 


You aſk me it I ever knew EY + 
Court chaplains thus the lawn purſue * , 
I meddle not with gown or lawn ; Ip 


And ne ver ſock their patron's vice. 
But I this hackney- path deſpiſe; 

„fis my ambition not to riſe, 

If Imuit proſtitute the Muſe, 

The baſe conditions I refuſe. 
neither flatter nor defame, 


380 


Yet own I would bring guilt to ſname. 
| Tf I Corruption's hand expoſe, | 
I make corrupted men my roes3z 

What then? TI hate the paltry tribe : 

Be virtue mine; be theirs the bribe, 


Would not augment the year's ſupplies. 
Perhaps, too, take away this prop, 
An annual jobb or two might drop. 
_ Beſides, if penſions were deny'd, 
Could Ararice ſupport its pride? 
Tt might ev'u minitters cenfound, 
And yet the ſtate be ſaſe and ſound. 

I care not thovgh tis underſtood ; 
J only mean my country's good: 
And (let who will my freedom blame) 
T with all courtiers did the ſame. 
Nay, though ſome folks the leſs might get, 2 
I with the nation out of debt. 
I put no —— man's ambition 
With public good in competition: 
Rather than have our laws defac'd 
IId vote a minifter difgrac'd, 

I ſtrike at vice, bet where it will; 
And what if great folks take it 311? 

_ I hope corruption, bribery, penſion, 
One may with deteſtation mention; | 
Think you the law (let who will take it) 
Can /c:uxdi Jum maguatum make it? | 

T vent no ſlander, owe no grudge, 
Nor of an*ther's concience judge: 
At him or him I take ne aun, 
Vet dare agiiaft all vie dechim. 
Sball I not cenſure breach of truſt, 


"as 


__ Boemiſe res know themſelves unjuſt 2 . 


That ſteward, whoſe account is — 15 
Desnand Eis honour may appear: 
Fis actions never ſt un the light; 
He is, and woull he prov'd, upright. 
But then you think my Fable bears 
Alluſon, tao, to ſtate-affairs. 

T grant it does: and who 's fo * 
That has the privilege to cheat? 

If then in any future reign | 
(For minifters may thirſt for gain) 
Corrupted hands deſrauel the nation, 
J bar no reader's application. 


An Ant there was, whoſe forward rate 5 


Con trol'd all matters in debate; 
Whether he knew the thing or no, 
His tongue eternally would go; 
For he had impudence at will, 
And bon(tz'l univerſal fill. 
Ambition was his point in view: 


Thus wy degrees to power he grew. 
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1 no man's property invade z ! Bchold him now his drift attain: 
Corruption 's yet no lawful trade. e % made (hic f ircaturer of the 90 
Nor would it mighty ills produce, 25 | | Ei as their antier t laws are juſt, 
Could I ſhame bribery out of uſe. Aud pur.ift breach of public Null, 
I know w uld cramp moit politicians, Ti- order'tk (left wroug application 
Were they ty d don to thoſe conditions, Should ſtar ve th w:fe induyirious nation) 
rrwould ſtint their power, their riches bound, That all accounts he Rated clear, 95 
And make their parts ſeem Iſs profound. 30 | Tkcir net, and what defrny'd the year; 
Were they denyꝰd their proper tools, Tit avditors all theſe infect, 
How could they lead their kraves and fools ? ' And publie rapiut thus he check'd. 
Were this the caſe, let 's take a view Fer this the fol e nin * was ſet; 
What Jreadtul miſchiefs would enſue. The auditors in council wet. 1609 
Though it — aggrandize the ſtate, 35 , The granary-kec per muſt explain, | 
Could private luxury dine on plate? I And balance his account of grain. 
Kings might indeec their friends reward, | He brought (fnce he eculd not refuſe them) 
But minitters find leſs regard. Some ſcraps of paper to amule thei. ; 
Inſor mers, ſycophants, and ſpies, An honeſt Piltaire, warm with zeal, 103 


Ta juitice to the public weal, N 
Thus fpoke: „ The nation's hoard is low ; . 
From whence daes this profuſ on flow? 
I knew our annual funds“ amount; 


ly ſuch expence? and where 's th account 2” 
45 


With wouted arrogance and price, 
Tue Ant in office thus reply d. | 

| « Confider, Sirs, were ſecrets told, 

| How could the beli-ſclem?d projcas hold? 
Should we itate myſteries diieloie, 


15 
would lay us open to our foes, 8 


My duty and my well-known zcat 
| Rid me our preſent ſchemes conceal : 
| | But, on wy honour, all th? expenee 


| (Though vat) was for the ſwar ms defence, „ 120 : 
They paſt th? account as fair and Juſt, - | 

| Arid voted him implicit truſt. 

Next yrar again, the granary drain%d, 

2 thus his innocence mæiutain'd. 

« Think how our prefe ut matters far.d, 

| What dapgers threat from every band; 

What hotts of turkeys froll ror tod, 

No farmer's wife but hath her brood. 

Conſdler, when invai on 's near, 

Intelligence muſt colt us der; 

And, in this tickliſh btuatior., 

A cc“ tell betrays the vation: 


12 5 
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| But, on my honor, all tly expence | 
(rough vaſt) was for the ſwarm's defence IS 


ain, without exa'tinhation, 

| They thank'd his jage aclmiuiſtration. | 

I'. year revolvrs. he ir treafi: re, you 

Again u. ferret ſervice went, 

| fits hanour, too, again was pied u, | 

Tec fatisfy the eb arge alle agel. | 7 
When thus, with pan nie anne poſſes, | 

An auditor his friends addrefs'd, 

| © What are we? miniſterial tools! 

We little knaves arc greater fools, 

| At laſt this ſccret is cxplor'd, 

Tis our corruption thins the hoard, 

For every grain we ttouch'd, at beaſt 


135 


* 


145 


| A thouſaud his own heaps increas'd, 


85 , Thus, for a paltry ſneaking bribe, 


Then for his kin ard favourite ſpies, _ . 

A hundred hardly cauld ſuffice. 150 
; We cheat curſelves and all the tribe; 
| For all the magazine contains 


| Grows _ our annual toil and pains,” 


| Todifferent merits each pretends : 


H | By reis cn inguiſhes the ap? 5 


Aſſumèe a nation's various care. 


Ihe flattery their own thoughts ſuggeſt. 
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They vote th? accour.t ſhall be in ſpt ged; 133 
Tle cunning plunderer is detected; 
The fran'l is entencit ; and his board, 
As due, to public uſe reftor'd. 


FABLE V. 
TUE BEAR IN A BOAT. 
To . * 


dar man muſt daily wiſer grow, | 
Whoſe ſearch is bent hiniſfelf to know; 
Impartially he weighs his ſeope, 
And on firm reafon founds his hope; 
He tries his ſtrength before the race, 
And never ſerks his own difgrace ; 
He knows the compaſs, fail, and oar, 
Or never launches from the ſpore; 
Before he buikts, computes the coft, 
And in no proud purſuit is loft ; 
He learns the bounds of human ſenſe, 
And ſafely walks withia the fer.ce. 
Thus, conſcious of his oven defect, 
Are pride and ſelf- importance check d. 
Tf then, ſek-knowledge to purſue, 
Direct our life in every view, 
Of all the fools that pride can Enaft, 
A Coxcomb claims diſiinetion meſt, 
Coxeombs are of all ranks and kind G6 
They 're not to ſex or age eon fin' cl, 
Or rich, r poor, cr great, or aa, 
And vauity be ſots them all. 
By ignorance 13 pride irereasd: 
Thoſe moft aſſume, who know the leaſt; 
Their own falſe balance gives thera weight, 
But every other finds them 1 ht. 
Nat that all Coxcombs? follies ſtrike, 
And draw our ridicule aFie ; x 


15 


25 


Thüs in love-varity tranſeends; 
That, ſmitten w jb his face ond * 


15 cther wich K. ara ing crams his elf, 
Knows boc ks, andi all things but himſelf. 
All theie are fools of lh conditicn, 
Compar'd with Coxcombs of ambition: 
tor th fe, put d wp with fattery,. dare, 


They ne'er the grodleſt praiſe miſtruſt, 5 
Their ſycophants ſeem hardly juſt; 
For tlwie, in part alone, atteft 


In this wide fphere a Coxeomb 's ſhown | 
In other realms beſides hi; own : 

The ſelf- dee m' d NMachiavel at large 

By turns control: in every charge. 

Does Commeree fuffer in her rights? 

*Vis he directs the naval fights. | 
What ſailor dares diſpute his ſkill? 


| 


| 


| His arrogance (nou 
j Trufting in ſe-ſufficient aid, 
On other rocks miſguides the realm, 
| Aud thinks a pilot at the helm. | 
| He neꝰer ſuſpects his want of kill, 


{| Blames only unfor-ſeen event. 


, 


Eis arrogance was uncontroPd : 


And think him a prodigious Bear. 


In ſtratagem and ſubtle arts 


4 
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Now, medd[ng 1 in the ſoldicr's trade, 
Troops muſt he hir'd, and levics made. 
He gives amba ſſadors their cue, 

His cobbled treaties to renew ʒ 

And annual taxes muſt ſuffice 

The cnrrent blunders to diſguiſe. 
When his crude ſchemes in air are loſt, 
And millions ſcarce defray the coft, 

ht undiſmay*d) 


417 


5s 


But blunders on from ill to ill; 
And, when he fails of all intent, 


| Left you miſtake the application, 
The Fable calls me to relation. 
A Bea: of ſhag and manners rough, 
At "climbiog trees expert enough; 
| Fw dextrouſly, and ſafe from harm, 


| Year after year he robb'd the fwarm. 


| Thus thriving on induſtrious toil, 

' He glory'd in his pilfer'd ſpoil. 
This trick fo ſwell'd him with conceit, 

He thought no enterpriſe too great, 

Alike in ſciences and arts, 


78 


| He boaſted univerſal parts: 


| Pragmatic, buſy, buſtling, bold, 


And thus he made his party good, 
And grew dictator of the wood. 
The beaſts, with admiration, fiare, 


Were any common booty got, 83 
Twas his each portion to allot: 1 
| Fer why ? he found there might be picking, 
Ev'n ia the carving of a chicken. 
Intruding thus, he by degrees 8 
Claim'd, too, the butcher s larger ſces.. 
And now his over-weeaing pride 
In. every province Will pret:de. 
| No taſk too diffcult was ound: 
| His blundering noſe miſleads the hound, 5 
fo ou 
He over-rules the fox's parts. . 
It chanc'd, as on a certain day, 
Along the bank he toisk his way, 


5 1 A boat, with rudcicr, ful, and Oar, 


At anenor foated near the ſhore, 

He ſtopt, and, turn ing to his train, 

Thus pertly vents his vaunting ſtrain. 

_ «© What blundering puppies are mankind ! 8 


100 


ö 


In every ſcience always blind 1 


I mock tue pedantry of ſenools: 

What are their compaſſes ane] rules? 
| From me that helm ſtall condudt learn, 
and man his iznorance diſcern,” 
So ſay ing, with audacious pride, 
He rains the Boat, and climbs the ſ.de. 
The beaſts, aZtonifh'd, Lac the firand . 
The anchor 's weigh'd; be drives from land: 
The ſiack fail ſt its from fine to ſide; 
The Boat untrimm'd admits the * 
Borne down, adrift, at random toſt, 


165 


1% 


| He '4 be an admiral when he will,| 


| 1189 
His oar breaks ſtort, the ruddcr 's loſt, 
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The Bear , uminy on his kill, 

Is here 2 —— fil; 
Till, ſtriking on the dangerous ſands, 
Aground the ſhatter'd veſſel ſtands. 

To tee the bungler thus diſtreſt, 
The very fiſhes ſneer and jeſt: 
Ev'n gudgeons join in ridicule, 
To mortify the meddling fool. 
_ The clamorous watermen appear; 
Threuts, curſes, oaths, inſult his ear: 
Seir'd, thraſh'd, and chain'd, he's 


FAME VI. 
TYE SQUIRE AND HIS CUR. 


To a Country Gentleman. 


1 man of pure and fimple heart 
Through h 
He never needs the ſcreen of lies, 


His inward boſom to diſguiſe. 
In vain malicious tongues affail; 
Let envy ſnarl, let ſlander rail, 


\ . 


From Virtue's ſhield (ſecure from wound) 


Their blunted venomꝰ d ſhafts rebound, 
So ſhines his light before mankind, - 
His actions prove his honeſt mind. 
If in his country's cauſe he riſe, 
Debating ſenates to adviſe, 
Unbrib'd, unaw d, he dares impart 
The honeſt dictates of his heart. 
No minitterial frown he fears, 
But ia his virtue perſeveres. | 
But would you play the politician, 
Whoſe heart's averſe to intuition, 
Your lips at all times, nay, your reaſon, 
Mutt be control'd by — and ſeaſon, 
| What fate ſman could hi power ſ upport, 
Were lying tongues forbid the court? 
Did princely ears to truth attend, 
What riniftey could gain his end? 
Ho could he raiſe his tools to place, 
And how his honeſt foes diſgrace ? 
That politician tops his part, 
Wi ho readily can lye with art: 
The man's profieient in his trade; 


By that the intereſt of the throne 
Is made ſubſervient to his own : 
By that, have kings of old, deluded, 


All their own friends for his excluded : 5 


By that, kis ſelfiſh ſchemes purſuing, 
He thrives upon the public ruin. 

___ Antiochns*, with hardy pace, 

Provobꝰd the dangers of the chace; 

And, lott from all bis menial train, 
Travers the wood and pathleſs plain. 
A coitage lodg'd the royal gueſt; 
The Parthian clown brought forth his beſt. 
The King unknown his feaſt enjoy'd, 
And various chat the hours employ d. 


**Plutarch, | 


diſdains a double part: 


125 
[land; 
drags d to 


GAY'S POEMS. 


From wine what ſudden friendſhip ſprings ! 


1 


| Where their loſt 80 
| The guards' approach our hoſt alarms; 


| And proſtrate 
I The Clown was calPd; the royal gue 
Ey due reward his thanks expreſt. 


Frankl they talk'd of courts and Rings. 


We country-falks (the Clown replies) 
Could ope our gracious monarch's eyes. 
The King, (as all our neighbours ſay) 
oy be (God bleſs him!) have his way, 
Is found at heart, and means our good, 
And he would do it it he could. 
If truth in courts were not forbid, 
| Nor kings nor ſubjects would be rid. 

Were he in power, we need not doubt him; 
But, that transferr'd to thoſe about him, 


On them he throws the regal cares; 

And what mind they ? Their own aftairs. 
It ſuch rapacious hands be truſt, 
| The beſt of men may ſeem unjuſt. 

From kings to coblers tis the ſame ; 


Bad ſervants wound their maſter's fame. 


| In this our neighbours all agree: 


Would the King knew as much as we !? 
Here he ſtopt ſhort. Repoſe they ſought, 
The Peaſant flept, the monarch thought. 

The courtiers learn'd, at early dawn, © 
vereign was withdrawn. 
With gaudy coats the cottage ſwarms. 


The crown and purple robes they bring, 


The King then turning to the crowd, 


I Who fawningly before him bow'd, 


| Till here converſing ; hence, ye crew; 


| Thus ſpoke. Since, bent on private gain, 
_ | Your counſels firſt wiſled my reign. my 


Taught and inform'd by you alone, 
No truth the royal ear hath known, 


I For now I know myſelf and you.“ 


BY ©. 


He dard not innocence accuſes f 
_ | *T would keep himin ſuch narrow bound, 
7 He could not right and wrong confound. 


Whene*er the royal. æar's angroſt, 
State lyes but little genius coſt, 
The favourite then ſecurely robs, 
And gleans a nation by his jobbs. 


I Franker and bolder grown in ill, 
| He daily poiſons dares inſtil; 


. 25 


And, as his preſent views ſuggeſt, 
Inflames and ſoothes the royal breaſt. 
Thus wicked miniſters oppreſs, 


| When oft? the monarch means redreſs. 5 
IA miniſter muſt talk 1 
His power is ſtrong, his fortune's made. e. 5 3538 y_ . 1 


Would kings their private ſubj 
If honeſty oppos'd his views. 


Happy were kings, could they diſcloſe 
Their real friends and real foes! h 
Were both themſelves and ſubjects known, 


A monarch's will might be his own. 


Had he the uſe of ears and eyes, 


| Knaves would no more he counted wiſe. 


| But then a miniſter might loſe. 

(Hard caſe !) his own ambitious views. 
When ſuch as theſe have vex'd a ſtate, 
Purſued by univerſal hate, | 


Their falſe ſupport at once hath fail, 


Aud perſevering truth prevaiPd. 


bs 


co 
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If auy ftranger dar'd intrude, 
The noiſy Cur his heels purſued. 


That very hour my ruin's ſignꝰd.“ 


'- Their words were loſt, the voice was drownd, 
Ever in awe of honeſt tongues, —_ 7 


| Who feeds your ear with daily lyes. 
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Expos?d, their train of fraud is ſeen; 
Truth will at laſt remove the ſcreen. 

A Country *Squire, by whim . 
The true ſtaunch dogs of chace 


Beneath his board no hound was fed: 115 | 


His hand ne'er ftroak'd the ſpaniePs head. 

A ſnappiſh Cur, alone careſt, 

By lies had baniſh'd all the reſt. | 

Yap had his ear; and defamation | 
Gave him full ſcope of converſation. 120 
His ſycophants muſt be preferr d; 

Room muſt be made for all his herd: 

Wherefore, to bring his ſchemes about, 

Old faithful ſervants all muſt out. 

The Cur on every creature Jew 125 
(As other great men's puppies do), 
Unleſs due court to him were ſhown, 
And both their face and buſineſs known: 
No honeſt tongue an audience found; 

He worried all the tenants round; 130 
For why ? be liv'd in conſtant fear, | 
Leſt truth by chance ſhould interfere, 


—— 


Now fierce with rage, now ftruck with dread 155 
At once he ſnarPd, bit, and fled. | 

Aloof he bays, with briſtling hair, 

And thus in ſecret growls his fear: | 

« Who knows but Truth, in this diſguiſe, 

May fruſtrate my beſt-guarded lyes ? 140 
Should ſhe (thus mall) admittance find, 


| Now, b in his howPs continued ſound, 


Thus every day he ſtrain'd his lunge. 
It happen'd in ill-omen'd hour, 

That Yap, unmindful of his power, 

Forſook his poſt, to love inclin'd ; 


A favourite bitch was in the wind. NET 150 | 


By her ſeduc'd, in amorous play, 

They friſk'd the joyous hours away. 

Thus by untimely love purſuing, 

Like Antony he ſought his run. . 
For now the Squire, unvex'd with noiſe, 155 


An honeſt neighbour's chat enjoys. 


« Be free, ſays he; your mind — 

I love a friendly open heart. | 
Methinks my tenants ſhun my gate 
Why ſuch a ſtranger grown of late? 160 


BY | Pray tell me what offence they find, 
Tis plain they're not fo well mclin'd.” 


« Turn off your Cur (the Farmer cries) 


His ſnarling infolence offends : 165 
»Tis he that keeps you from your friends. 


. Were but that ſauey puppy checkt, 


You'd find again the ſume reſpect, 


| Hear only him, he Ill ſwear it too, 
That all our hatred is to you. wy 150 


But learn from us your true eſtate: 
Tis that curs'd Cur alone we. hate,” - 
The *Squire heard Truth, Now Yap reuſed in; 


8 ho wide hall echoes with his din; 


Yet Truth prevaiPd; and, with diſgrace, 1 75 


| The dog Was 6 cudgeFd out of por. 


| Then tell me what would mend 
If happineſs on wealth were 


OEMS. 
FABLE vii. 


To Myſelf. 


| Hex you a friend (look round and ſpy) 


So fond, ſo prepoſieſ% as I? 
Your faults, ſo obvious to mankind, 


My partial eyes could never find. 
When by the breath of Fortune blown, 
' Your airy caſtles were o'erthrown, 

| Have I been ever prone to blame, 


Or mortify*d your hours with ſhame ? 
Was Leber known to damp your ſpirit, 


Or twit you with the want of merit? 
Tis not ſo ſtrange that Fortune's frown 
Still perſeveres to keep you down, 
| Look round, and ſee what others do. 
Would you be rich 9 i 
Have you thoſe ſhe rais'd to ) 

| Been —— mean and baſe? 

| Have you (as times requir'd) reſign'd 

| Truth, honour, virtue, peace of mind? 
| If theſe are ſcruples, 
Write, praftice mo 


Ive her o'er; 
„and be poor, 
The gifts of Fortune truly . 


Rich rogues mig — —— 


Is gros the miſer's hoarded ſtore, | 

I Hlis fears, his wants, increaſe the more. 
Think, Gay, (what ne'er may be the caſe) 

| Should Fortune take you into grace, | 


Would that your happineſs augment? : 
What can ſhe give beyond content? 


4 Suppoſe yourſelf a — heir, 


With a vaſt annual income clear ! 

In all the affluence you poſſeſs, | 

' You might not feel one care the leſs, 
Might you not then (like others) find 


Perhaps, profuſe beyond all rule, 


| You might ſtart out a glaring fool; 


Your luxury might break all bounds : 


No regal income can defray. 

Sunk is all credit, writs aſlail, 

And doom your future life to _ ou 
Or, were you 1igaify*d with power, 


| | Would that avert one penſive hour? 
Von might give avarice its ſwiug, 


Defraud a nation, blind a king: 


Thongh daily fed with falſe appt. auſe, 
Could it a real joy impart? | 
Great guilt knew never joy at heart. 


| Is happineſs your point in view ? 


(I mean thy intrinfe and the tru) 
She nor in camps or courts re..dcs, 
Nor in the humble cottage hides; 
Yet ſound alike in every ſpaere ; 

Who finds content will find ber tucre. 
_ Oferſpent with toil, beneath the ſhales 


A Peaſant reſted on his ſpade. 


Tu COUNTRYMAN AND JUPITER. 


With change of fortune change of mind ? 


| Plate, table, horſes, ſtewards, 3 = 
| Might ſwell your debts: then, luſt of play 


Then, from the hirelings in your be | 
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Good Gods ! he cries, tis hard to bear 
This load of life from year to year! 
Soon as the morning ſtreaks the ſcies, 
Induſtrious Labour bids me riſe ; | 
With ſwcat l earn my homely fare, 65 
And every day renews my care.” 

Jove heard the diſcontented firain, 
And thus rebuk'd the murmuring ſwain, 
c Speak out your wants, then, honeſt Friend: 
Unjuſt complaints tae gods offend, 76 
H you repine at partial Fate, | 
Inttruct me What could mend your ſtate. 
Mankind in every tation ſee. 
What wiſh you? tell me what you'd be.“ 


The Clown ſurvey'd the anxious crowd. 
* You face of care, ſays Jove, behold, 
His bulky bags are filPd with gold. 
See with what joy he counts it o % r! 

That ſum to-day hath ſwelFd his ftorc.” 380 
% Were I that man, (the Peaſant ery'd) 555 
What blefling could I aſl befide ?”” 
„Hold, fays the God; firſt learn to know | 
True happiacſe from outward ſhow. 


Here, take it, view his true condition,” 

H look'd, and ſaw the miter's breaſt 
A troubled ocean ner at reſt; 

Want ever flares him in the face, 


And fear anticipates diſgrace : 90 


With conſcious guilt he ſaw him fart 3 5 
Extortion gnaws his throbbing heart : 
And, never, or in thought — 
His breaſt admits one happy gleam. 


_« May 2 reje& my prayer, 9s | 


And guard my life from guilt and care 
My ſoul IS that wretched fate. 

O keep me in my hurable ſtate! 
But ſee, amidſt a gawdy crowd, 
_ Yow' miniſter ſo gay and proud; 
On him what happineſs attends, 

Who thus rewards his grateful friends!“ 
„ Pirſt take the glaſs, the Cod replies ; ; 
Man views the world with partial eyes.“ 

* Good Gods! exclaims the ſtartled wight, 
Deſead me irom this hideous fight ! 108 
Corrupt ion with corroſve ſmart 7 
Lies cankering on his gnilty heart: 2 
I fee him with polluted hand 
| Spread the contagion wer the land. 
ow Av' rice with inſatiatc jaws. 

Now Rapinc with her harpy claws, | 
lis boſom tears. His conicions breaft 
_ Greans with a load of crunes oppreft, 
dee him, mad and drunk with power, 
Stand tottering on Ambition's tower, 
Kometimnes, in | ſpexche: Vain and proud, 
| Vis boutts inſult tue nether crowd ; 
_ Now feiz'd with giddineſs and fear, 
Fie trembW-=3 left his fali is near.“ 

„% Was ever wretch lik: this ! he eries; | 
Such miſery in ſuch diſgatſe! | 
, * cha nge; O Jove! e WM 
i be w-- t the . pete and plough.“ 
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He next, confirin'd by ſpeculation 
Rejects the lawyer's db. oy . = 
For he the ſtateſman ſcem'd in part, 


| Ts OS Gf ond, 


or did the foldier's trade inflame | 
155 is hopes with thir of ſpo 1 a»d fame, 13> 
The miſeries of war he mourn? ; | 
Whole nations into deferts turn'd, | 
„By theſe have laws and rights been ns; 
By theſe was free - horn man enflav'd ; 


Why warm they in the lands ot peace? 
Such change (ſays he) way I decline ; 


1 The ſeythe and eivil arms be mine! 
So ſaid, upborne upon a cloud, 75 


Thus, weighing life in each condition, 
The Clown withdrew his rath petition. 140 
W ben thus the God: « Hew mortal: err! 


| Tf you true happineſs prefer, 


"Tis to nc rank of life confin'd, 
B..: dwells in every honeſt mind. 


| Plant virtue, and centent's the fruit.” 
do jove, to gratiiy the Clown, 


| Where firſt he found him, ſet him down, 
This optic glaſs of intuition— 1 85 85 | 


| Tux nary THE CAT, rug DOG, ASD THE 


err. 


N 3 „ my . 1 


1 AIL., happy land! whoſe fertile grounds 
The liquid fence of Neptune bounds 3 
By boum teuus Nature ſet apart, 


be ſeat of Induftry and Art ! 2 | p 
O Britain ; choſen port of trade, = — | 


| May luxury ne'er thy ſon's invade ! 

| May never miniſter (intent 

Ius private treaſures to augment) | 
Corrupt thy ſtate ! If jealous foes | 


| Thy rights of commerce dare oppoſe, 7: 10 


Shall not thy fleets their rapine 2 e? 

Who is *t prefcribes the ocean law ? | 
| Whenever neighbouring ftates contend, 
| Tis thine to be the general fric.d. 


| What is 't who rules in other lands? 1 
| On trade alone thy glory ſtande; 1 


That hene fit is unconfin'd, 
Niffuſing good among mankind: 
That firſt gave lufire to thy reigns, 


is that alone thy wealth ſupplies, 


Aud draws all Europe's envious eyes. 
b — —.— then, thy ſole de ſien 3 
; * chat, and all the world is thine. 


. Who ſhares not in the meren gain? 


When battles and invaſion ceaſe, "B36. 


Be juſi ice then your cole purſuit : 146 


And ſeatterꝰd plenty o'er thy plains : : 9 20 2 


nar7al traffic plows the main, 25 
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i that ſupports ther gal ſiate, 

And mates the farmer's heart clate : 

The numerous flocks that cl»athe the land 

Can ſc Wee inprly th. IT „n', U. nand > 

Proliſie culture glaps the bels, 

Aud the bare lath a harveſt yiells, 
Nature exvefts mankind ſnould fare 
he duties of the public care. 

Who ?; born for 5th? * o fame we ſind 
The plonghſnare's aumual toil aſigwil : 

daa at the funding anvil glow 3 

game the ſwift-Lidling Cutie ; throw 3 

dome, ſtudicus of the wiad and tid:, 

From pole to pole our commerce guicle: 

g. me (tanght hy induftry} iinpart 

With hands and fcet the works of art; 


While ſonie of genius more re fin'd, 


With head and tongue aſſiſt man did. 
Frch, aiming at one common end, 
Pro ves to the whale a ne:dful triend. 
Thus, born each other's utcful aid, 


5 Ly turns are obligations pail, 


The monarch, when his table 7s n 


: Ts to the clown oblig*d for bread ; 


And, when in all his glory drett, 


 Owes to the loom his royal veſt. 


Do not the maſon's toil and care 
Protect him from th' incleme.1t air? 


Does nat the cutler's art ſupply 


The ornament that guards his thigh? 


| All theſe, in duty to the throne, 


neir common obligations own. 


- IPs he (his own and people's cauſe) 
Pratects their properties and laws. 
Thus they their honeſt toil employ, 
And with content the fruits enjoy. 

Inu every rank, or great or ſmall, 


715 indni'ry lu port us all. 
The aui mal-, by want oppr-s 4, 


To man their Fi Fi achlre sd: 


While each purſu'd the ir ſelſiſn good, 


They hunger'd for precarious ford : 


Their hours with anzious ewes were vert; 


One day they fed, ar d Harv'd the next: 
They ſaw that plenty, ſure and rife, 
Was found : ao: in ſocial life 3 


That mntnal induſtry prott: "A, 
The various wants of mas re ae * I 
Ihe Cat, half fami dd, lean and weak, | 
Demands the privilege to ſpcat, 
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« Well, Puls, (ſays Man) and what can you. 


To benef't the public « do 2? 


Tha = af replies, cc Theſe teeth, the claws, £ 


: With vi; zalance tall ſerve the cauſe. 


The mouſe, deſtray bl by my purſvit, 
No los: ger ſhall your feats pollute; 
Nor rats, from nightly ambuſcarte, 


Wich waſteful teeth your ſtores invade, 
I grant, ſays Man, to general uſe, 


Your parts and talents may conduce 
: * Barro 2, 


Gr. VII. 


5 
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For rats and mic in our grain, 
And threſners whirl the flail in vain : 
Thus ſha!l the Cat, a foe to ſpoil, 
Protect the farmer's honeſt wy 
Then turning to the Dog, he cry*d, 


| « Well, Sir, be next your merits try'd.” 


Jie, fays the Dog, by ſcli-applauſe 
We ſeem to own a friendleſs cau: v. 
Ack t hſe who know me, if diſtruſt 
Eer tound me treacherous or unjuſt ? 
Did T e*er faith or friendibip break ? 


| ll Aſk all thoſe creatures; let them ſpeak. 


My vigilance and truſty zeal 
Perhaps might ſerve the public weal. 
Might not your foes in ſafety feed, 


| Were I to guard the fleecy breed? 


Did [ the nightly watches keep, 


Rewards ſnch ſervice ſnot Id requite. 
Sao rare, in property, we fu | 
Truſt uncorrupt among mankind, 
That, taken in a public view, 

The tr.t diſt inction is your due, 

Such merits all reward traafcend : 

Be then my comrade and my friend.” 


« From me! (the fluttering iuſect faid) 
I thought you knew me better bred. 
| Sir, I'm a gentleman, Is 't fit 
That I to induſtry ſubmit ? | 
Let mean mechanics, to be fed, 
| By bufinefs earn ignoble bread z 
— in excels of daily joys, _ 

No thought, no care, my lie annoys. 
At noon (the ladly*s raatin hour) 
| I fip the tea's delicious flower. 
On cates luxuriouſly I dine, | 
And driak the fragrance of the vine. : 
| Studious of elegance and eaſe, 
Mylſelt alone I ſeck to pleaie.“ 


I The aan his part conceit derides, 
0 


And thus the uſeleſs coxcomb chides: 


And oa that pulp ambroſial din'd ; 
Had not ſome hand, with fil nnd toil 
To raiſe the tree, prepar'd the ſoil ? 
| Conſider, Sot, what would enſue, 
Were all ſuch worthleſs things as you. 
| You'd ſoon be fore d (by hunger r ſtung) 
| Fe make your dirty meals « dung, 
On which uch detpicable need, 
Unpitied, 13 retuc* to feed, 
Bet des, vain ſe): ifh iaſed, learr, 
(It you enn right avd wrong diſee by - 
That he who, with indufrrious zeal, 
| Contribut2+ to the public weal, 
By adding to the common good, 
His owa hath rightly unde riod. * 


2 


Could thieves i. vade you while you ſleep 2” 
The man replies, © T:3 juſt and right; 


| Addreſſing now the Fly: „From you 
| What . ſervice can accrue ?” 


. Is 
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SB... Hence, trom that peach, that downy fea; > 
Neo ĩdle fool deſerves to eat. | 
| Could you have fapp'd the bluſhing rind, 
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But does that vincticate the devil? 


422 


So ſaying, with a ſudden blow 
He laid age noxious vagrant low. 
Cruſn'd in his luxury and pride, 


26 


FABLE XI. "4 


rar JACKALL LEOPARD, AND OTHER 
' BEASTS, 


To 2 modern Politician. 


I GRANT corruption ſways mankind z 
| That intereſt, too, perverts the wr 
That bribes have blinded common ſenſe, 
Foib d reaſon, truth, and eloquence : | 
I grant you, too, our preſent crimes 
Can equal thoſe of former times. 
Againſt plain facts ſhall I engage, 
To vindicate our righteous age? 
I know that ina modern fiit 
Bribes in full energy ſubſiſt. 
Since then theſe arzuments prevail, 
And itching palms are {ill ſo _ 
Hence Politicians, you ſuggeſt 
Should drive the nail that goes the beſt ; ; 
That it ſhows parts and penetration, 
To ply men with the right temptation. 
To this | humbly muſt diſſent, 
Premiſing, =o reflection 's meant. 
Does juſlice or the client®s ſenſe 
Teach lawyers either ſides defence ? 
The fec gives eloquence its ſpirit ; 5 
That vuly is the elient's merit. 
Docs art, wit, wiſdom, or addreſs, 
GLtaia tae proſtitutes care(s ? 
The guiaea (as in other trades) 
| Fram every hand alike perſuadles. 
| Man, Scripture rays, is pron? to evil; 


Betdes, the more manu d are prone, 
Tue left the deviPs parts are ſhown, 
Corruption 's not of modern date ; 

7 hail, b:en try'd i in every ſtate ; 


Great knaves of old their power have fene'd 3 ; 


By places, penſions, bribes, diſpens'd; 
Ny theſe they glory'd in ſucceſs, 

And in pudently dar'd opprets: 

By theſe deipotialy they fway*d, | 
And {aves extoll'd the hand that pay'd ; : 
Nor parts nor genius were einploy'd. 
| ths theſe alone were realms de ſtroy d. 
Now fee theſe wretches in diſgrace, 
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Stript of their treaſures, power, aud place: | 


View then abanbu'd ad forlorn, 

Ex phs'd to ſech reproach and ſcorn, 
What now is all your pride, your boaſt ? 
Wuere are your ſlaves, your tuttzring hot! 


at 


But theſe nought weights | in honeſt paws 3 


Ju 


GAY'S POEMS. 


| What tongues now ſeed you with applauſe ? 
Where are the champions of your caulc ? 
| Now ev'n that very fawuing train, 

| Which ſhar'd the glearings of your gain, 
Preſs foremoſt who ſhall firſt accuſe 
; Your ſelfiſh jobbs, your paltry views, | 
Your narrow ſchemes, your breach of truft, 
| And want of talents to be juit. 

What fools were theſe amidſt the ir power ! 55 
How thovghtleſs of their adverſe hour! 
W hat friends were made ? A hireliug berd, 
For temporary votes preierr'd. 
Was it theſe ſycophants to get, | | 
Your | bounty ſwell'd a nations debt? 60 
} You re bit: for theſe, like Swiſs, attend; 
No longer pay, no longer friend. 

The Lion 15 (beyond diſpute) 
Allow'd the mo{t majeſtic brute ; 5 
His valour and his generous mind 65 
Prove him ſuperior of his kind : 
Yet to Jackalls (as *tis averr'd) 
Some Lions have their power transferr'd ; 3 
As if the parts of pimps aal ſpies 


50 


To govern foreſts could futfce, Os =» 


Once, ſtudious of his private good, 
A proud Jactall oppreſs'd the wood; 
To eram his own infatiate jaws, 
Invaded property and Jaws. 


Freſh wrongs the general hate foment. 
The fpreading murmurs reach*d his ear; 
His ſecret hrs were vex'd with fear, 
Night after night he weigh the caſe, 


| And feels the terrors of diſgrace. fo. 


By friends (ſays he) I'll guard my ſcat, 
By thoſe malicious tongues defeat ; 

I ll frengthen power by ncw allies, 

Aud all my clamorous foes deſpite.” 


He cringes, fawns, and condleſcends; 
But thole repulſed his abjc& court, 
And fcori:'d oppr- ſi on to ſupport, 
Friends muſt be hal Be can't ſubſiſt. 
| Pribes ſpall new proſelytes inlitt: 


For bribes confeſs a wicked cauſe ; 


| Yet think not every paw withſtands 
What hath prevaiPd in human hands. 


A tempting turnip's ilver ſkin 


5 
Drew a haſe Hog throngh thick and thin; , | 


| Bought witha Stag's delicious haunch, 
5 | T..: mercenary Wolf was itaurch: 


he convert Fox grew warm and hearty, 
| A pullet gain'd him to the party: 
The golden-pippin in his fiſt, 
A chattering Monkey join'd the liſt. 

But ſoon, expos'd to public heat, 
The favourite”s fall redreſs'%d the fate. 
The Leopard, vindicating right, 
Had brought his ſecret frauds to light, 
As rats, beſore the manſon falls, 
Deſert late heſpitable walls, 
In ſhoals the ſervile creatures run, 


To bow before the riſu 8 * 110 


The fore groans with ditcontent, 75 


To make the generous beats his friends, 85 


Fo 
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The Hog with warmth expreſs'd his zcal, 


And was tor n that ſteal; 
B. t hop'd, though low, the public hoard 


Might half a turnip ſtill attord, 
Since ſaving meaſures were profeſt, 


A lamb's head was the Wolt's requeſt, 
The Fox ſubmitted, if to touch 

A goſling would be deem'*d tco much. 
The Monkey thought his griu and chatter 
Might atk a aut, or ſome ſuch matter, 


Your venal conſcience I deſpiſe. 
He, who the public good iatends, 


By bribes needs never purchaſe friends. 
Who acts this juſt, this open part, 
1s propt by every honeſt heart, 


Corruption now too late has ſhow'd, 
Tnat bribes are always ill- beftow'd 3; 


Ey you your bubbled matt-r 's taught, 


FABLE x. 


THE DEGENERATE BEES. 


I A friend at all times I'llavow, 
| 1a politics I know tis wrong; 
A friendſhip may be kept too long; 
And what they call the prudent part, 

Is to wear intereſt next the heart. 

As the times take a ditterent face, 


Old friendſtiips ſhould to new give place. 


Ixrow, too, you have many foes, 
hit owning vou is ſharing thoſe | 
That every nave in every ſtation, 


Of high and low denomination. — 
For what you ſpeak, and what you write, 


Dread you at once, and bear you ſpite, | 
| Such freedoms in your works are ſhown, 


They can't enjPy what's not their own, 


All duaces, too, in church and ſtate, 


In frothy nonſenſe frew their hate; 


With all the petty ſeribbling crew _ 
(And thoſe pert ſots are not a few), 
_ *Gaiaſt you and Pope their envy ſpurt. 
The bookſcllers alone are hurt. 


15 


—— 
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To ſet the caſe in fairer light, 
My Fable thall the reſt recite, 


Which (though uulike our preſent tate) 
I tor the moral's fake relate. | | 


A Bee of cunning, not of parts, 


35 


Luxurious, negligent of arts, 


120 
« Ye Hireliugs! hence! (the Leopard cries) 


| 125 


_ Time-ferviog tools, not friends, are bought.” 


= 
I Shall luxury corrupt the hive, 
| | And none ag. init tne torrent ſtrive ? 


Good Gods! by what a powerful race . 


(For bloc cheads may have power and place 


Ate ſcaudals rais'd, and Hbels writ! 

To prove your honefty and wit! 
Think with yourſelf : thoſe worthy mes, 
You know, have ſuiter'd by your pea. 


From them you've nothing but your due. 
From hence, tis plain, your friends are ww. 


Except myſelf, I know of none, 


Beſides tie wile and good alone. 


'F 


To the Rev, Dr. Swift, Dean of St. Patrick's, 


| That raig%dour fires to power and fame. 
| Be virtuous; fave yourſelves trom ſhame, 
Know that, in ſel: ſh eads purtui;'s, . | 


25 


2 


[ 


— — 


— 


| Di-Gaining the degencrate kind. 


Corruption ſow?'d throughout the hive : 


The Waſp and Drone, you muſt agree, 


| Their hours to lux 


| He builds his ciſe on your diigrace. 8 


| Was in ſolently ſcoff'd and hiſsꝰ d. 


| Rapacious, arrogant, and vain, 


Greedy of power, but more of gain, 


By petty rogues the great ones thrive. 
As power and wealth his views ſupply'd, 


Twas ſeen in ove rbearing pride. 


With him loud impudence had merit ; 


4 
The Bee of conſcience wanted ſpirit; | : 


Anil thoſe who follow'd honour*s rules 
Were laugh d to ſcorn for ſqueamiſh fools. 


Wealth claim'd diſtinetion, favour grace, 
And poverty alone was baſe. 
He treated iudufiry, with flight, 


Unleſs he found his profit by *t. 
Rights, laws, and liberties, give ways 
Io bring his ſeltiſh ſchemes in play. 

| The ſwarm forgot the common toil, 


To ſhare the gleanings of his ſpoil. ” 
While vulgar ſouls of narrow parts, N 
Waſte life in low mechanic arts, 
Let us (ſays he), to genius born, 

The drudgery of our fathers ſcorn. 


Live with more elegance than we. 


port and play; E 


No buſineſs interrupts the day: 


ury they give, 
And nobly on their neighbours Kon, 


A ſtuhborn Bee, among the ſwarm, 


With honeſt wdignation warm, 


| Thus from his ceil with zcal reply'd: 


« I flight thy ſrowns, and hate thy pride, 
The laws our native rights protect; | 
Offending thee, | thoſe reſpect, 


E; ert the honour of your race; 75 


Tis indutiry our ſtate maintains: 
„was honeſt toil and honett gains | 


You ſeramble for the public ru'n,” 
He ſpoke; aud, from his cell diſmiſe*d, 


« Thbeie Droncs (ſays he), theſe iuſects vile, 
(1 treat thera in the ir proper ttyle) MY 


With him a iriend or two rei gu'd, . 


| May for a time oppreſs the ſiate: 


Thy own our virtue by their hate; 
By that our inc rits they reveal, 
And recommend our public zeal; 


5 


Difgrac'd by this corrupted ere w, 
\V&re honour'd by the virtucus few.” 
34 
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FABLE XT. 
THE PACK-HORSE AND THE CARRIER. 
To a young Noble man. 


EGIN, my Lord, in early youth. 
To ſuffer, nay, ercourage truth; 

And blame me not for diſreſpect, 

If I the flatterer's ſtyle rej ; 

With that, by men l ton :LUES ſupply-d, 


Yowre daily cocker d up in price. 5 


The treeꝰs diſtinguiſn'd by the fruit. 
Be virtue then your firit purſuit; 
Set your great anceſtors in view, 


Lite them deſcrve the title too; | 10 


Like them ignoble actions ſcorn ; 
Let virtue prove you greatly born. 

Though with leſs plate their ſide- board ſhone, 
Their conſcience aways was their on; 8 


They ne*cr at levees meanly fawn'd, 13 


Nor was their hoaour yearly pawn'd; 

Their hands, by no corruption ſtain'd, 
The e bribe diſdainꝰd; 

They ſerv'd the crown with loyal zeal, 


Yet jealous of the public weal, | 20 


They ſtood the bulwark of our laws. 
And wore at heart their country's cauſe; 
By neither place or penſon bought, 
They ſpoke and voted as they thought. 


Thus did your fires adorn their ſeat; 25 | What jt to me by whom begot, 


I | Thov renive, pert, conceit=d ſot? 


And ſuch alone are truly great. 
If you the paths of learning light, 
You're but a dunce in ſtronger light. 
In foremoit rank the coward plac'd, 


13 more conſpicuouſly diſgrac'd, 30 


If you to ſerve a paltry end, 
To kuaviſh jobbs can 3 nd, 
We pay you the contempt that's due; 
In that you have preceder.ce too. 
| Whence had you this illuſtrious name? 2 3 
From virtue and unblemiſtd fame. 5 
| By virth tne name alone deſcends; 
Your honour on yourielf depenels: 
Think not your coronet can hide 


Aſumiug 1gnoranc: and pride. ; 40 | : 


Learning by ſtudy muit be wong 

was nefcr ertaiPd from ſon to ſon... 

Superior worth your rank requires; 
For what mankind reveres your ſires; 


If you degencrate from your race, 45 | 


Their merits heighten your dif: r1c-, 

A Carrier, every vight and morn, 
Would fee his horſes eat their corn: | 
This ſunk the hoſtler's vails, tis true; . 

But then his horſes had their due. . 
Were we ſo cautious in all caſes, 
Small ** would riſe from greater phaces, 


Reduced thee to this flaviſh part, 
_ | Did not thy headſtrong youth diſdain 


| Then vaunt no more thy noble race, 


What profits me thy boaſt of blood? 


[00 aſs ould like 2 an als be n 


I i E 


50 


The manger now bad all i mere 


e heard the ir grinding tcoth with pleature 


When all at once confuſion rung; 
They inorte/ l, joſtied, bit, and flung. 


| A pack-harſe ture his head afide, 
| Foami: g, his eye-ball: ſwclPd with pricte. 


Good Gods! (ſays he) now hard's my lot! 
?: then my high deſcent forgot ? 
Reducꝰd to dridgery and diſgrace 


(Aliſe unworthy of ay race ), 


Muſt TI, too hear the ile attac'.s 


| Of ragged ſerubs ad vulgar backs? 
See fenrvy Roan that brute ill-bred, 


Pares from the manger thruſt my head! 


| Shall 1, who bcatt a noble line, 


On oa of theſe creatures dine? 
Kick'd by old Eall! 10 mean a toe ? 

My honour ſutiers by the blow. 

New marl.ct ſpeaks my grandfre's fame: 


All pcteys ſtill revere his name ; 


There yearly arc his triumphs told, 
There, all his may plates en rolPd, 


| Whene*er led forth upon the plain, 


You ſaw him with a livery train; 


| Returning, too, with laurels crown'd, 


You heard the drums and trumpets ſound, 


Let it then, Sir be underſtood, | 
| ReſpeX my due, for I have blood,” 


« Vain=glorious fool! (the Carrier wales, | 


| Reipe& was never paid to pride. 


Know *twas thy giddy wilful heart 


To learn the conduct of the rein? 


1 Thus coxcombs, blind 0 real merit, | 


In vicious trelics fancy ſpirit. 


Your ſires I revereace ; ®tis their due; 
But, worthleſs fool, what's that to you? 


Aſk: all the Carriers on the road, 


They'll ſay, thy keeping's ill beftow'd 
That neither meuds thy ilrength or ps. 


An aſs has more intrinſic good, 
By outward ſhow let's not be cheated ; 


FABLE XII. | 
PAN ASD FORTUNE, 
| To a young Heir. 


OON as your fathe r*5 death was known, 
(As if th' eſtate had been their own) 
The gameſters outwardly exprefſt 


The decent joy within your Urea, 
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So 1:vifh in your praiſe they grew, 
As poke their certain hopes in you, 


One enunts your income of tae year. 
How much in ready money clear. 


% No houſe, faqs he, is more complete; 
The gardens elegallt and great. 
How fiue the pars around it lies ! 
The timber's of a noble ſize. 
Thea chunt his jewels and his plate. 
Be ſſides, tis no entaiPd eſtate. 
If cu run low, his lands in tee 
Are, or fer ſale or mortgage, free.” 


Thus they, before you threw the main, 
Stem to a.;ticipate their gain. 
Woul you w len thieves are known abroad, 
Bring forth your treaſures in the road? 
Would not the fool abet the ſtealth, 
Who raſbly tus expos d his wealth? 
Yet this you do, whene* cr you play 
: Among the gentle men of prey. 


Could fool; to keep their own con ien, 
On what ou whom could gameiters thrive? 
Is it in charity you game. 

To ſave your werthy gang from tame? 
Uuleſs you turniſh'd daily bread, 
Which way could idleneſs to be fed? 

Could theſe profeſſors of d-ceit 
Within the law no longer cheat, 

They muſt run bolder riſks for prey, 
And ſtrip the traveller on the way. 
Taus in your annual rents they ſnare, 
Aud *lcape the nooſe from year to year. | 


Conbiter, ere youn: make che bett, 
That fun might croſs your taylor's debt, 
When you the piLering rattle ſhake, 

Is not your honour, ton, at ſtale? 

Muſt you not by mean lies evade 
To-mworrow?s duns from every trade; 
By pro: niſes fo often pai, 

Is yet your tay!or's bill defray'd? 

Muft you not pitiſully ahn 

To have your butcher's writ * ? 
This muſt be done. In dehts of play, 
Tour honour ſuffers no delay; 

And not this year's and next year's _ | 
The ſoas of rapine can content. 


Look round, tlie wrecks of play betol:l, 


Ettates diſmember'd, mortgag*d, fold! 
Their owners now, to gaols coufin'd, 
Show equal poverty of mind. | 
Some, who the ſpoil of knaves were made, 
Too late attempt to learn their trade, | 
Some, ſor the folly of one hour, 

Become the dirty tools of power; 

And, with the mercenary liſt, 

Upon court- charity ſubſilt. 


Youll find at laſt this maxim 8 
Fools are the game which knaves purſue. 


| - 
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The foreſt (a whole century's ſhade) 
Muſt be one waſteful ruin made : 
No mercy?s ſhewn to age or kind: 
Tne general maſſacre is ſigu'd. 


| The 4 too, ſhares the dreadful fate, 


| For duns grow louder at the gate. 
Stern elowus, obedient to the *ſquire, 


(What will not barbarous hands for hire?) 
| With brawny arms repeat the ſtroke ; 


Fall'n are the elm and reverend oak. 


Through the long wood loud axes ſound, 


And Echo groaus with every wound. 
To ſee the deſolation ſpread, 


| Pan drops a tear, and hangs bis head: 


His boſom now with fury burns; 
Beneath his hoof the dice he ſpurns. 


Cards, too, in pee viſh paſſion torn, 
The ſport of whirling wiads are borne. 


4 To ſnails inveterate hate I bear, 


Who ſpoil the verdure of the year; 


The caterpillar I deteſt, 


The blooming Spring's voracious peſt ; 
The locuſt, too, whoſe ravenous band 
Spreads ſudden famine o'er the land. 


But what are theſe ? the dice's throw | 
At once hath laid a foreſt low. 
The cards are dealt, the bett is made, 


And the wide park hath Joſt its ſnade. 
| Thus is my kingdom's pride defac'd, 
And all its antient glories waſte, 


All this (he cries) is Fortune's doing: 


| ?Tis thus ſhe meditates my ruin, 
| By Fortune, that falſe, ſickle jade, 
More havock in one hour is made, 
Than all the hungry inſect race, 

1 Combi, cau iu an age Ucſace,” 


Fortune, by chance, who near him bed, 
- Ocrheard the vile aſperſion caſt, | 


x 
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| « Why, Pan, (ſays ſhe) what's all this rant ? 
| *Tis every country-bubble's cant. 


Am I the patroneſs of vice? 
Is *t I who cog or palm the dice? 


Did I the ſhulHling art reveal, 
To mark the cards, or range the deal? 2. 


In all th? employ ments men purſue, 
I mind the leaft what gameſters do. 


| There may (if computation's juſt) 
| One now and then my conduct truit. 


I blame the fool, for what can I, 


| When ninety-nine my power defy ? ? 

| Theſe truſt alone their finger-? ends, 
And not one ſtake on me d<pends, | 
| Whene?:r the gaming-board is ſet, 


Two clailes of mankind are met; 


| But, it we count the greedy race, 
| The knaves fill up the greater ſpace. 


Tis a groſs error held in ſchools, 
That fortune always favours fools. 

In play it never bears diſpute ; 
That doarine theſe * oaks confute. 
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Then why to me ſuch raneour ft ow? 
Tis Folly, Pan, that is thy ioc. 

By me his late eftate he won, 

But he by folly was undone.” 


FABLE XIII. 
PLUTUS, CUPID, AND TIME, 


F all the burdens man muſt bear, 

Time feems molt galiing aud ſevere ; 
Beneath this grievous load oppreſs'd. 

Wie daily meet ſome friend dittreſs/d, 

„ What can one do? I roſe at nine? 
Tis full ſix hours before we dine: 

Six hours ! no earthly thing to do! 
Would I had doz'd in bed till two! 

A pamphlet is before him ſpread, 
Aud almoſt half a page is read; 

Tired with the ſtudy of the day, 

The fluttering ſheets are toſs'd away. 

He opes his ſnuff- box, hums an air, 

Then yawns, and ftretches in his chair. 

« Not twenty, by the minute-hand ! 


125 


| It fully ab my FEY 


When I have pick'd up criends to dine; 
The tavern makes our burden light; 


Wine puts our time and care to tiight. 
At fx (hard caſe!) they call to pav. 


Where can one go? ? TI hate the play. ot 
From tix till ten! unleſs in ſleep. 
One cannot ſpend the hours ſo cheap. 
_ | The. comedy*'s no ſooner done, 
But ſome aſſembly is begun; | 45 


Loitering from room to room I ſtray, 


| Converſe, but nothing hear or fay : 


15 


Good Gods, fays he, my watch muſt ftand! - 


How mucdliog, tis on books to = 2 

I thought I ad read an hour or more. 
The morning, of all hours, I hate. 

One cau''t contrive to riſe too late.“ 

To make the minutes faſter run, 

Then, too, his tireſome ſelf to thun, 
To the next coffee -houſe he ſpeeds, 
Takes up the news, ſome ſcraps he reads. 
Sauntering, from chair to chair he trails; _ 
| — drinks his tea, now bites his nails. 
ſpies a partner of hi; woe 3 5 
BY chat afflictions lighter grow 3; 
Each other's grievances they ſhare, 
And thus their dreadful hours compare. 


Says Tom, 4 Since all men muſt confeſs, 


That time lies heavy, more or leſs, 
__ Why ſhouldit be ſo hard to get, 

Till two, a party at Piquet? WE: 
Play might relieve the lagying morn ; 

By cards long wintery niglits are borne. 

| Does not Qu adville an.uſ- tue fair, 
Night alter night, threugnout the year? 


| Vapours and ſpleen for: ot, at play 


They cheat uncounted hours away.“ 


« My caſc, fays Will, then mutt be hard, 


Ry want of ſkill from play debarr d. 
© Courricrs kill time by various ways; 
Dependence wears out half their days. 


How happy theſe, whoſc time ne*cr dands! | 


Attendance takes it off their hands. 
Were it not for this curſed ſhower, 
The Parl had wil'd away an hour. 
At court, without or place or view, 
I duily loſe an hour or two ; 5 


it tir'd, from fair to fair I roam. 
So ſoon ! ] dread the thoughts of home. 


From thence, to quick:n flow-pac'd night, | 65 


Again my tavern- friends invite: 
Here, too, our early mornings paſs, 
Till drowty ſleep retard the glats.”” 
Thus they their wretched Fic bemoan, 


| And make each other's caſe their own. 70 


Conſ der, friends, no hour rolls an 
But ſomethiag of your grief is gone. 
Were you to ichemes of buſineſs bred, 


| Did you the paths of learning tread, TE | 
Vour hours, your days, would iy too faſt; 75 


Yor'd then regret the minute pait. 
Time 's fugitive and light as wind: 
"Tis iadotence that clogs yeur mind : 
That lead from off your ſpirits ſhake, 


As Flutus, to divert his care, 

Walk'd forth one morn to take tae air, 
Cupid o'ertook his ſtrutting pace, 85 
Each ftar'd upon the ſtranger's face, | 
Till recollec jon ſet them rig it, 
For each knew th* other but by bgnt. 
After ſome complimental talk, 

Time met them, buw'd, and join'd their wall. 


Brit moſt, what each had done for man. 
Plutus aTumes a haughty air, 


| Jul lite our purſe- proud feLows W 1 
„Let kings, ſays he, It coblers tell, 95 
| Whoſe gifts among mankind excel. e 


| Conſider courts; what draws their train? 


Think yen tis loyalty or gain? 
5 | That ſtateſman hath the ſtrongeſt hold, 


| Whoſe tool of politics is gold ; 100 


| Py that, in former reigus, ®tis ſaid, 
| The knave in power hath ſenates led: 
Ey that alone he ſway'd debates, 


49 | Enriclud himſelf, and beggar'd ſtates. 


45 


| That's mot eſtee med that's moſt purſued, 


{| Think, too, in what a woeful plight 


That wretch mutt live whoſe 7 light. 

Are not his hours by want depreſt ? 

Penurious care corrodes his breaſt, 110 
Without reſpect, or love, or friends, 

| His ſolitary day deſcend.” 

“ You might, ſeys Cupid, doubt my parts, | 


50 [1 My knowledge, too, in human —_— | 


E 


a. et oo. ods. A + oaths 3 Pr 1 


You N own, and grieve for, your miſtake, 80 
[A while your thoughtleſs ſpleen — ; 
| Taenrcad, and (if you can) attend, 


| Their chat on various ſubj-&s ran, | 91 


Fore go your boaſt, You muſt conclude, 105 | 


No wants endure, no wiſhes make, 


Are ſcatter'd by his laviſh ſon. 


GAY?'S 


Sbould I the power of gold diſpute, 
Which great examples might confute. 
I know, when nothing elſe prevails, 
Perſuaſive money ſeldom fails; 

That beauty, too, (like other wares) 
Its price, as well as conſcience, bears. 
Then marriage (as of late profeſt) 

Is but a money. job at beſt. 

Conſent, compliance, may be ſold; 
But love*s beyond the price of gold. | 
Smugglers there are, who, by retail, 
Exy»ſe what they call Love to fale ; 
$uch bargains are an arraat cheat: 

You purchaſe flattery and deceit. 
Thoſe who true love bave ever try'd 
(The common cares of life ſupply*{) 


115 


130 


But every rcal joy partake. 
All comfort on themſelves depends; 
They want nor power, nor wealth, nor fricnds. 
Love, then, hath every bliſs ia ſtore 135 
is friendſhip, and 'tis ſomething more. 
Each other every with they give: | 
Not to know love, is not to live.“? 

« Or love, or money, (Time reply*d) 
Were men the queſtion to decide, 
Would bear the prize: on both intent, 
My boon 's neglected or miſpent. 
Tis I who meaſure vital ſpace, 
And deal out years to human race. 
Though little priz*d, and ſeldom ſought, 
Without me love and gold are nought. 
How does the miſer time employ ? 
Did Ie er ſee him life enjoy? | 
By me forſook, the hoards he won 
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| 150 
By me all uſcful arts are gain d: 5 
Wealth, learning, wiſdom, is attain'd. 
Who then would think (fince ſuch my 
Thu e'er Iknew an idle hour? 
Sao ſubtle and fo ſwift I fly, 
Loves not more fugitive than l. 
Who hath not heard coquettes complain 
Of days, months, years, miſ-ſpent in vain? 
For time miſus'd they pine and waſte, 
| And love's ſweet pleaſures never taſte. 


160 
Iboſe who direct their time ar ight, | 


5 It love or wealth their hopes excite, 


L. euch purſuit fit hours employ'd, 
Aad b th by time have been enjoy d. 
How heedleſs then are mortals — 
Ho little is their intereſt known! 
In every view they ought to mind me, 
For, whea once loſt, they never find me.“ 
He ſpoke, The gods no more conteſt, 
And his ſuperior gift confeſt, * 
That Time (when truly underſtood) 
Ie the mot precious earthly good. 


| Thrir friends for every poſt were ft. 


POEMS. 
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Each lot oe 
That this ſnall plead, the next ſhall fight, 


A father thus addreſsꝰd his friend: 
Vet, * all, he nothing knovrs, 


185 
ö Excuſe Lie, for 1 ſcorn to 'tatter ; 8 PY 
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FABLE XIV. 


TEE OWL, THESWAN, THE COCK, THE SPIDER, 


FE Ass, AND THE FARMER, 


Toa Mother, 


NVERSING with your {| richly boys, 
Your eyes have ſpoke the Mother's joys. 
With what delight Pve heard you quote 
Their favings in imperſect note! 
grant, in body and in mind 
Nature appears proſuſely kind. 
Truſt not to that. Act vou your part; 


Imprint juſt morals on their heart: 


Impartially the ir talents ſcan : 
uſt education forms the man. 
Perhaps (their geaius yet unknown) 
25 already thrown ; 


The lat aſſert the chureivs right. 
I cenſure not the fond intent; 


But how precarious is th? event! « 


| By talents miſapply*d and eroſt, 
[I Conlider, all your ſons are loſt. 


One day (the tale*s by Martial penn'd) 


« To train my boy, and call forth ſenſe, 


I You know Þve ſtuck at no expence; 
Poe try*d him in the ſeveral arts; 


(The lad, no doubt, bath latent parts) 


24 


But, crab-like, rather bac. ward goes. 


| Teach me what yet remains undvae; 
Tis your advice ſhall fx my fon,” 


«Sir, ſays the friend, I've weigh'd the matter: 
0 
Make him (nor think his genius checkt) | 2 5 
A herald or an architedt.“ 
Perhaps (as chmmonly is known) 
He heard tl advice, and took lis own. 
The boy wants wit; he *% ſent to ſchool, 


i 
Where learning but i improve tlie fool. ä 


{ The coll. ge next muſt give him parts, 
And cram him with the liberal arts. 


Whether he b'unders at the bar, 
Or owes his infa my to war; 
Or if by licence or degree 


| The ſexton ſhare the doctor's fee: ; 
| Or from the pulpit by the hour 
| He wee!ly goods of noaſeaſe pour 


We fad (ti intent ot᷑ nature ſoiPd) 
A taylor or a butcher ſpoil'd, 
Thus miritters have royal boons 


Conferr- de blackhe ads and buffoons: 


In ſpite ot nature, merit, wit, 


50 
Put now let every Muſe confeſs | 


| That merit fiads its due ſucesſs. 


] 


| 
| 


Deſert and worth of every 


428 


Th examples ol our days regard ; 
Where *s virtue ſeen without reward ? 

Diſtinguiſn'd and in place you find 

kind. 
Survey the reverend bench, aud ſee 

Religion, learning, piety : 

The patron, ere he recommends, 
Sees his own image in his friend's. 

Is honeſty diſgrac'd and poor? 
What is 't to us what was before? 

Ve all of times corrupt have heard, 

When paltry minions were preferr*d ; 

When a great offices, by dozens, 


Were filꝰd by brothers, ſons, and couſins. 


What matter ignorance and pride ? 
The man was happily ally'd. 

Provided that his clerk was good, 
What though he nothing underſtood? | 


| | on more oon picuous fools in place. 

Such heads, as then a treaty made, 

Had bungled in the cobbler*s trade. 
Conde, Patrons, that ſuch elves 

Expoſe 1 wour rolly with themſelves. 

Tis yours, as 'tis the parent's care, 

To fix each genius in its ſphere. 

Your partial hand can wealth diſpenſe, 

But bever give a blockhead ſenſe. | 

An owl of magiſterial air, | 

Of ſole mn voice, of brow auſtere, 

Aſun'd the pride of human race, 

Ard bore his wiſdom in his face; 

Not to depreciate learned eyes, 

Pe ſeen a pedait look as wite, 

Within a barn, from noiſe retir\l, 

He ſ:ornd the world, himſelr admir'd; 

And, like an ancient ſage, conceab'd 

The follies publie liſe veau. 

Ph. laſop bers of old, he read, 

Their country's youth to ſcience bred, 

Their manners for rid fer every ſtation, 

And deſtii.%! each his occupation. 

When Xenophon, by m1mbers brav'd, | 


 Retrcated, and a pcople ſav'd, 


That laurel was not all his own ; 
The plat by Scerates was ſown. 
To Aritotl-'s wmreater name 
The Miczdonian ow'd his fame. 
15 The Athol im bird, with pride replete, 
Their ta! -r.ts eq ual'd in conceit. 

And, copying the 3ocratic rule, : 
get up fer matter of a ſehool. 
Dogmatic jargon learat by heart, 
Frite ſentences, hard t-rms of art, 
To vulgar ears ſcerod fo profound. 
They tavey *d 1>arniag in the ſfou..d, 

The ſchool had 1ame 3 the crowded: place 
With pv ils ſwarm'd of every race. 
With the the ſwan's maternal care 
Had ſent hir fearce-fleds?d cy gnet he's; 
The Ren (though fond and loath to part) 
: Here lodg'd the darling o. her heart: 

he Spider, of mechanic ind, 
A pir'd to ſeience more ro ry 
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And to the Malter twas ubmitted, 
That dach might to his part he fitted. 


That he was mat, 


| 
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Pm Afs le rut — and tropes, 


4 oit on muſe fix'd his hopes. 
pupils now, advanc'd in age, 
Pikes cald to tread lit es buty flage 3 


120 


« The Swap, fays he, in arms tk all ſnine 3 
The foldicr's 3 toi] be thine. | 
Tue Cock ſhall mighty wealth attain : 125 
| Go, feet it on the ſtormy moin. 3 
The court ſhall be the Spider? sſphere: 
Power, fortuue, flall reward hia there, 
In muſic's art, the Ais's rame 


ſhall emulate Corelli's name.” ] 30 


Each took the part that he advis'd, 
And all were equally deſpis ad. 


A Farmer, at his folly mov*d, 
| The dull Preceptor thus reprov'. 


« Bloci:head, ſays he, by what you *v2 done, 15 


| One would have thought tnem each your ſou ; 

For parent, to their otfspri: og blind, 

Conſuit nor parts nor turn or mind, 

But ev'n in infancy decree 

_ | What this, what tl.“ other ſon ſhall be. 140 
| Had you with Judgment weigh'd the caſe, 


Their genius thus had fix'd their place: 
The Swan had Icarat the failor's art; 


The Cock Fad play'd the ſoldier's part: 
| The Spider in the weaver's trade 1435 
With credit had a fortune made; n 


But for the foal, in every claſs, 
The ——— bad — an Aſs.” 


FABLE xv. 


pHE COOK-MAID, THE TURNSPIT, AND THE ox. 


To a poor Man. 
NSIDER man in every ſpliere, 
Thea tel] me, is your lot ſevere ? 


| hag is murmur, diſcontent, diſtruſt, 
| That males you wretched. God is juſt. 
I grant, the hungry muſt be fe, 5 


That toil, too, earus thy Caily bread. 


What then? Thy w ants are ieen and known 3 5 
I But every mortal feels his owa 
3 She me the happier man taan you, 19 


We 're born a reiticſs, needy crew ; 


Adam, thoug!, bleft aLove his ind, | 


| For wait of ſocial woman pid. 
Eve? want: the ſubtle ferpent faw, 


Her fic' Je taite tra iſgreſsꝰd the law: 


Thus fell our fre; and their difgrace <5 #4 
| The curſe entaii'd on human race, 
| Wien Til p' fon, by glory led, 

Had oer 


the globe, his empire ſpread; 
When altars to his name were dreſs'd; 


Soo a6 


his tears conieſs'd. ae 
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Tae bopes of — are check d: 
The proud man always wants reſpect. 
What various wants on power attend? 
Ambition never gains its end, | 
Who hath not heard the rich complain 
Of ſarfeits and corporeal pain? | 
He, barr'd from every ule of wealth, 


Envies the ploughman's itrength and health. 


Another, in a beauteous wife; 
Finds all the miferies of life 
Dome ſtie jars and jealous fear 


Iuditter all his days with care. 


Tunis wants an heir; the line is loſt: 

Why was that vai n eatail engroſt ? 

Canſt thou diſcern another mind? 

What is't you envy? Eavy's blind. 

Tell Envy, when ſhe would annoy, 

Tnat thoutands want what you enjoy. 
« The dinner muſt be diſh'd at one. 

Where? this vexatious Turnſpit gone? 

Unleſs the ſkuliing Cur is caught, 

The fur loin's ſpoilt, and I'm in fault,” 
Thus ſaid, (for ſure you 'I think it fit 
That I the Cook- mais oaths omity 

With all the fury of a cook, 
Her coolzr kitchen Nan forſook : 
The broom-ftick oer her head ſhe waves; 


She ſweats, the ſtamps, the puffs, ſhe raves: 


The ſacaking Cur before her flies ; 

She whittles, calls? fair ſpeech he tries. 
Theſe nought avail. Her choler burns; 
The fiſt and cudgel threat by turns, 
With haſty ſtride ſhe preſſes near: 
He links aloof, and howls with fear. 

« Was ever Cur ſo eurs'd! (he 2 
What ſtar did at my birth 4 
Am I for life by compact bound 
To tread the wheePs eternal round? 
Inglorious taſk ! of all our race 
Xo flave is half ſo mean and baſe, 
Had Fate a kinder lot aſſign'd, 
And form'd me of the lap-dog kind, 
I then, in higher life employ'd, 
Had intdolence ind eate enjoy'd; 

And, like a gentle man, careit, 
Hlad been the lady's favourite gueſt . 
Or were | ſprung from pan iel line, 
Was his ſagacious nottri! _ 

By me, their never-erring 


From wood and plain their Feats upply'd, 5 


Kuights, ſquires, attendaot on my pace, 
Had ſhar'd the pleaſures of the chace. 
 Endued with native ftreng:th and fire, 
Why call'd I not the lion ire ? | 
A lion! ſuch mean views I ſcorn 3 

_ Why was I not of woman born? 


Who dares with reaſo:1's power contend ? 


On man we brutal ſlaves depend: 
To hi m all ereatures tribute pay, 
And luxury employs his day.“ 
An Ox by chance o*crhecard his moan, 
And thus rebuk'd the lazy drane. 
e Dare you at Partial Fate repine ? 


How kind 's your lot compar'd with mine! 


Decreed t» toil, the barbarous knife 
Hlath ſever'd m- (rom ioclal life; G 
Vol. VII. 


25 


6 
| Thus faid, clofe following 
Wit cheriul heart he mounts the wheel, 5 


| (Perhaps the hour 's not far away) 


| Perbaps man knows ſuperior pains, 


LS 


58] 
I | Yet ſure, whene*er the praiſe is juſt, 


| Am 12 33 deny'd, 


Urg'd by the i 


| I drag the —— waggon's load: 


Tis mine to tame the ſtubborn plain, 
Break tne {tiff ſoil, and houſe the grain: 
Yet I without a murmur bear 

The various labours of the year. 

But then, conſider, that one day 


You, by the duties of your poſt, 
Shall turn the f pit when I 'm the roaſt; 
| Ang for — ſhall ſhare the feaſt, 
I mean, ſhall pick my bones at leaſt.” 
Till now, th? aſtoniſh'd Cur replies, 
— * all with envious eyes. 
ow falſe we hy what 
n 
It thus yonꝰ mighty beaſt compl uns; | 


Let envy then no more torment: | 
Think on the Ox, and leara content. 


at her heel, 


| FABLE XVI. 
TBE NAVEN, THE SEXTON, AND THE EARTH 
| 5 WORM. | 
'To Laura, 


],AvRA, metkinks youre over-nice, 
True; flattery is a ſhocking vice: 


One may commend without diſguſt. 


Indulg'd b 
How im 


every tongue beſide? 
are all your ways! 


| A woman, and averſe to praifel 


65 | A truth _— 
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| (Like ſtars before the orb of day) 

| Turn pale and fade; Icheck my lays, 

| Admiring what I tre not praiſe. 

III you the tribute due diſdain, 
The Muſe's mortifying ſtrain 


75 


That laſts the ſame through every ſtage. 


Tf *tis offence ſuch truths to tell, 
Why do your merits thus excel? 
| Since then I daro not ſpeak my mind, 


_— — 
Though in full 
Diſtinguiſn your — 
Thaugh beauties of inferior ray 


Shall, like a woman in mere ipite, 
Set heauty in a moral light. | | 
Though ſuch revenge might bock the ear 


4 Ot many a celebrated fair, 


I mean that ſuperficial race 25 
Whoſe thoughts ne%er reach heyand their face 3 
What's that to you? I but dliſpleaſe | 
Such ever-girliſh ears as theſe. 

Virtue can brook the — of age, 
Though you by time mutt ſuffer more 


Thau ever woman loſt — 
30 
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To age is ſuch indifferenee ſhown, 
As if your face were not your own, 


Were you by Antoninus taught? 

Or is it native ſtrength of thought 

That thus, without concern or fright, 

You view yourſelf by Reaſon's light? 
Thoſe eyes of ſo divine a ray, 


What are they ? Mouldering, mortal clay. 


Thoſe features, caſt in heavenly mould, 

Shall, like my coarſer earth, grow old; 

Like common graſs, the faireſt flower 
Muſt feel the hoary ſeaſon's power. 


How weak, how vain is human pride ! 45 | | 
e Man neꝰer could think — arent. - 


Dares man upon himſelf confide ? 

The wretch who glories in his gain, 

Amaſſes heaps on heaps in vain, | 
Why Infe we life in anxious cares, 

To lay- in hoards for future years? 
Can thoſe (when tortur'd by diſeaſe) 

| Cheer our ſe heart, or purchaſe eaſe 2 

Can thoſe prolong one gaſp of breath, 

Or calm the troubled hour of death? 


What 's beauty? Call ye that your own ? : | 


A flower that fades as ſoon as blown, * 

What *s man in all _ way? 
Per the tyrant of a day. 
| — the — of life take 

Through every branch of — race. 
The monarch of long regal line | 
Was raigd from duft as frail as mine. 
Can he pour health into his veins, 
Or cool the fevers A pains ? 
Can he (worn down in Nature's courſe) 
New-brace his feeble nerves with force? 
Can he (how vain is mortal power!) 
Stretch life beyond the deſtin'd hour? 


Conſider, Man; weigh well thy frame; 


The king, the beggar, is the ſame. 


Dutt form'd us all. Each breathes his dar ; 


Then finks into his native clay. 
Beneath a venerable yew, 
That in the lonely church- yard grew, 
Two Ravens fate. In folemn croak 
Thus one his hungry friend beſpoke. 
„ Methinks L ſcent ſome rich repaſt; : 
The ſavour ſftrenota-ns with the blaſt ; 
Snuff then, the promis u feaſt inhale; 
I taſte the carcaſe in the gale. . 
Near yonder trees, the farmer's ſteed, 
From toil and every drudgery freed, 
Hach groan'd his laſt. A dainty treat! 
To birds of taſte, delicious meat ! 
A Sexton, buſy at his trade, 
To hear their chat ſu pends his ſpade; | 


Death ſtruck him with no farther thought, : 


Than merely as the fees he brought. 
Was ever two ſuch An. fowl:, 
In brains and manners leſs than owls! 
Blnckhead:, fays he, learn more reſpect: : 

| Know ye on whom ye thus reflect? 

In this fame grave (who does me right, 

_ Mutt owa the work is ſtrong and — 


35 


5 
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The mean compariſon reprov'd; 


| 
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The *Squire, that * hall paſſeſt, 


To- night ſhall lay his bones at reſt. 
Whence could the groſs miſtake proceed ? 
The Squire was ſomewhat fat indeed. 
What then? the meanc ſi bird of prey 


Such ignorance could ne'cr betray ; 
| For ſure ſome difference muſt he found 


| (Suppoſe the ſmelling organ ſound) 

In carcafſes (ſay what we cu), 

Or where's the dignity of man? 
With due reſpect to human race, 

The Ravens undertook the caſe. 

In ſuch ſimilitude of ſcent, 


As epicures extol a treat, 
And feem their favoury words to eat, 


The veniſon of the preſcient brood. 
The Sexton's indignation, mov'd, 


| Their undiſcerning palate blam'd, 


| Which two-legg'd carrion thus defam?d. 


| The want of argument ſupply'd: 
They rail, — 
The conteſt of diſputing friends, 


Reproachful ſpeech from either fide 


+ as often ends 


23 
5 
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| They prais'd dead horfe, luxurious food ! | * | 


ny 
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« Hold, ſays the Fowl ; ſince human pride 


With confutation ne%er comply?d, 
Let 's ſtate the caſe, and then refer 


| 1 The knotty point, for taſte may err,” 


As thus he ſpoke, from out the mould 


3 An Earth-worm, huge of fize, unroll'd 
65 


His monſtrous length: they ſtraight agree 


| To chooſe him as their reſeree: 
| So to tl experience of his jaws 
| Each ſtates the merits of his cauſe, 


He paus'd; and, with a ſole mn tone, 


Thus made his ſage opinion known: 


On carcaſſes of every kind 


| This maw hath clegaatly din'd ; 
| Provok'd by luxury or need, 


On beaſt, or fowl, or many feed: 


Such ſmall diftinftion's in the ſavour, 


By turns I chooſe the fancy'd flavour: 


vet I muſt own (that human beaſt !) 

A glutton is the ran keſt ſeaſt. 

| Man, ceaſe this boaſt 3 for human =_Y 
Hath various tracts to range be ſide. _ 
| Lig prince who kept the world in awe, 

| The 


judge whoſe didates f x'd the law, 


I The rieb, the poor, the great, the ſmall, 


| Are levell· d; death confouncls them all. 
Then think not that we reptiles bare 


Such cates, ſuch elegance of ſarez; 


_ | The only true and real geod 


| Of man was never vermin's fond : 

| *Tis feated in th? immortal mind ; 

| Virtue diftinguiſhes mankind, b 
And that (as yet ne'er harbour'd "EY 


Mounts with the ſoul we know not where. 


So, Good-man Sexton, fnce the cafe 


Appears with ſuch a dubious Iaccy 


To neither I the cauſe determine, 


For different taſtes pleaſe difterent vermin,” 


125 


130 


145 
| 2 59 


18 


| And Aye ſupport the Civil liſt : 


T he nativa trembles at each blow 

That No gives Aye, and Aye gives No; 

N in expenſive long contention, 
We 


KB two of you make one of us.) 


| Aye ſhall march forth to tax the land; 
| And No, like Fabius, by delay. 
And No's in biſhops give conſent.“ 


They partcd with a thouſand kiſfſ=s, 
And y_ eber imc for vey, like Swiſſes. 


| Po Wr proud 1 tune my lay, | 
| Thotigh dukes they be, to dukes I ſays | 
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AYE AND NO. 
A FABLE®, 


FN Fable all things hold diſcourſe, 
Then Words, no doubt, muſt talk of courſe, 
ce on a time near Cannon-row, 
Two hoſtile adverbs, Aye and No, | 
Werehaſtening tothe eld of fight, 5 
And front to front ſtood oppoſite; | 
Before each general joĩn'd the van, 1 
Aye, the more courteous knight, began. 
« Stop, peeviſh Particle! bewars ! 
Pm told you are not ſuch a bear, 
But ſometimes yield when offer'd fair, 
Suffer you? folks awhile to tattle ; 
Tis we who mult decide the battle. 
Whene er we war on yonder tage, 
With various fate and <qual rage, 


nor oftice, grant, or penſion. | 
Why then ſhould kinsfolks quarrel thus ? 

o ſome wiſe ſtateſman let us go, 
Where each his proper uſe may know : 
He may admit two ſuch commanders, 
And make thoſe wait who ſerv'd in Flanders. 
Let 's quarter on a great man's tongue, 
A treaſury lord, not Maiſter Young. 
Obſequious at his high command, 


Impeachmerts No can beſt re ſiſt, 30 


Aye, quick as Cæſar, wins the day, 


Sometimes in mutual fly diſguiſe, 
Let Ayc*s ſeem No?s, and No's ſeem Ayes; 
Aye's be in courts denials meant, 


G3 
IN 


Thus Aye propos d—and for reply, 
No, tor the firſt time, auſwer'd Aye, 


"= 


. — 


| DUKE UPON DUKEF. 
AN EXCELLENT NEW BALLAD. 


From what beſel John Duke of Guiſc?, 


ob 


Come near, they trod upon your toes; 


1 
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Now that this ſame it is right ſooth, 
Full plainly doth appear, 


Aad Nic of Lancaſtere ||. 


When Richard da. reigna, 
(Which means a lion's hear) 

Like him his barons rag d and roar'd; 
Each play'd a lion's part. 


A word and blow was then enough: 
Such honour did them prick, 

If you but turn'd your cheek a cuff; 
And, it your a—ſe, a kick. 


Look ia their face, they tweak'd your 1 
At every turn fell to t; 


They ſought from head to foot. 


Of theſe the duke of Lancaſtere 
Stood paramount in pride; 

He kick'd and cuff d, and tweak'd dw 
His foes, and friends beſide. | 


: 
* 
5 
4 
. 
ö 


5 Firm on bis front his beaver fate ; 


So broad, it hid his chin; | 
For why ? See 
And fear'd to tan his ſkin. 


N With Spanith wool he ara his check, 


With eſſence oiPd his hair; 


| No vixen eivet-cat ſo ſweet, 


Nor could ſo ſcratch and tear. 


| Right tall he made himſelf tu 3 5 


Though made full ſhort by God: 
n all other dukes did bow, 
This duke did only nod. | 


Yet courteous, blithe, and PETE | 


To Guiſc*s duke was he: 
Was ever ſucha loving pair ? 
How could they di:agrec ? | 


Ob, thus it was: ke lov'd him dear, 


And cait how to requite him; 


| And having no friend let hu this, 


Hie end it meet to feht hi, 


Forthwith he drench'd his de! delperate quill, 15 
And thus he did indite : 


| This eve at whit ourſeli will play, 5 


10 rux TUNE OF, CREVY-CHAGE.. 


lo fealt. in bower or hall: 
That pride will have a fall. 


* Tuken from the Miſceilanies publiſhed by Dr. 
Swift and Mr. Pope. 

+ T his humorous Ballad i is aſcribed ta Myr, Guy 
en conjeflure only, It is among the Ali celui, 


uti: * Pr. Swift and M. ads is there 


6. dir Duke! be here to-night,” 


« Ah no! ah no!” the guil-lefs Gui: : 


Demurely did reply ; 


r « cannot go, ror yet can tand, 


So fore the gout have 1,” 


| mar led as not the Dear s; Rey has newer lien ten- 
ſaered as Mr. Pepe“ t. N. 

1 Sir Faun Guiſe. N 

|| Nickelus Lerd 2 Chancellor of ie 
Duchy ef Lancaſier, N. | ; 

30's | 
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| 1112 ve them on; 

Lord! lord rattled then thy ftones, 
O kingly, Kenſington * ! 

All in atrice he ruſh'd on Guiſe, 

Thruſt out his lady dear; 


He tweak'd his noſe, wod on his toes; 
And ſmote him on the ear. 


But mark, how midſt of victory 
Fate plays her old dog-trick! 

Up leapꝰd duke John, and knocF him down, 
Aad ſo down fell duke Nic. 


DN alas ! 
Right did thy goſſip call thee : 

As who ſhould fay, the day 

| When John of Guiſe ſhall maul thee * 


For on thee did he clap his chair, 
And on that chair did fit; 
And look'd as if he meant therein 
| To do — what was nct fit. 


Up didft thou look, ob woeful duke! 
Thy mouth yet durft not ope, 

_ Certes for fear of finding there 

A td infteadoſ trope, 


c No fheet is here to ſave thee : 
« The caſement it is ſhut likewiſe ; 
| «© Beneath my teet I have thee. 


If thou haſt aught to ſpeak, ſpeak out,” 


Then Lancaftere did cry, 
C Know'ſt thou not me, nor yet 1 . 
«« Who thou, and who am I? 


« Know'fi thou not me, who (God be prais'd) 
„ Have brawPFd and quarrePd more, 

c Than all the line of Lancaſtere, 
Fuat battled hare tofore? | 


WW 18 ſenates fam'd for many a ſp2ech, © 

___ & Aud (what ſome awe muſt give ye, 
Though laid thus low beneath thy — 5 
1 « Still of the council privy; 


n of the dutchy chancellor : 

„ Purantelife I have it; . 
, And turn, as now thou doſt on me, 
% Mine a—e on them that gave it» g 


But now the 8 they ruſh'd in; 
And duke Nic, up leap'd he : 

« [ will not cope againſt ſuch odde, 
« But, Guile! I'll _ with tuee: 


* ws 2 [iced at canli, 
* | 


| 
| 


5 At length he ſpy'd the merry - men n 
— 
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* To-morrow with thee will 1 fght | 
Under the green- wood tree,” 
No, not to-morrow, but to-1.ight” = 
(Quoth Guiſe) «PU fght with thee,” 
And now the fo declining bw 
Beſtreak'd with blood the ficies ; 

| | When, with his ſword at ſadelle- bow, 
| — forth the valiant Guiſe, | 


| Full ä paſe-d he oer the lawn, 
Oft rolbd his eyes around, 

And from the ſtirrup ftretch'd to find 
Who was not to be lo and. | 


Long brandiſh'd he the blade | in air, 
Long look'd the feld all oer: 


And eke the sac and four. 


| From out the hend bold Nicholas 
Did wave his wand ſo white, 

As pointing out the gloomy glade 
| Wherein he meant to fight. 


| All in that dreadful hour ſo calm 


Was Lancaftere to ſee, 


|| As if he meant to take the air, 
bas Lie there, thou caitiff vile ho quoth Guiſe, = 


Or only take a fee; 
"hed fo be bii—for to Mw Comt 


A His rolling wheels did run: 
| | Not that he 13 the doubtful ftriſe 3 : 


But * muſt be done, 


| Back i in the Ab. * W 


He turn'd up through the Gore ! 
So ſlunk to 2 ſo high, 
"nn in his — and tour. 


Benumbꝰ d beneath the ever. ing d . 
Under the * tree. 


: | Then, want and weary, bome he ted, 


Sore muttering all the way, 
c The 25 I meet bim, Nic ſhall rue 


„% Mean time on every piſſing- pot 
| | « Pate we this recreant's rame, 


| « So that each piſſer- by {fall wad | 
« And piſs againſt the ſame.” 


Now God 
And grant his nobles all 

May learn this leſſon trum duke Nic. 
That pride will have a. fall! 


preſerve our gracious king, 


| Mean-while duke Gui! e did fret 4 fume, | 
N A fight it was to ic, 
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| If faultering ſhame thy baſhful tongue refirain, 
0 looird, and bluſh'd, and ſigb'd in 


D ION E. 
| | Sey in what grove thy lovely fhepberd firays, 
| 5 | Tell me what mountains warble with his lays; 
PASTORAL TRAGEDY, | Thither II ſpeed me, and with moving art 
| WR TCD MOT REINY CHO, - 
s Sunt numina amanti, DIONE, 


« Savit et injuſtã lege relecta Venus,” : | DET 
| Thy generous care has touch'd my ſecret woe | 
n 2 Love bids theſe ſcalding tears inceflant flow. y 
M-fated love ! O fay, ye ſylvan maids, 
| | Who range wide foreits and ſequeſter'd ſhades, 
W 7 * | Say where Evander bled, point out the ground 
DRAMATIS PERSON E. h | That yet is purple with the ſavage wound. 
Zo | Yonder he lier 3 I hear the bird of prey: 


ME. High oer thoſe cliffs the raven wings his way; | 
ae under the name of Lrc vas, | Hark how he croaks ! he ſcents the murder near. | 
CLEANTHES. : O may no greedy beak his viſage tear! 
Shepherds, ; | | { Shield him, ye Cupids; ſtrip the Paphian grove, | 

1 „ And ſtrow unfading mute Far my wort 
WOMEN. Down, 5 
ions under the nome of Asia. 0 * 
PARTHENIA „ 
LJ. TE | b- | —The mournful tl diſcloſe. 
| Scene, ARCADIA. mW Diess. | 


- | Let not my tears intrude on repoſe, 
| | Ss I Vet if thy friendſhip till , requeſt; ; 
| e | all peak though ſorrow rend my labouring breaſt. 
Know then, fair ſnepherdeſs, no honeſt — 8 
Taught me the duties of the peaceful plain; 
I Unugd te ſweet content, no — I keep, 
4 nun at the Feet of a ſeep cragey Mountain Nor browzing goats that overhang the fteep. 
| Born where Orchomenos“ proud turrets mine, s 
DIONE. LAURA. | | woes cory dare tinge illu ſtrious line, 
I Why was I train'd amidtt Arcadia's court? 
AURA. | Ive ever revel in that yay reſort. 
Selb Sad "TY Whene er Evander paſt, my ſmitten heart 
Sued: wad thats * ge er Heav'd frequent ſighs, and felt unuſual ſmart, 


ACT 1. SCENE 1 


—_— 
— 


To trace thy ſteps, the midnight air I bore, GL — ſeen with what ſweet grace * 
- Trod the brown defert, and uaſhelter*'d moor: ; 
5 | Three times the lark has ſung his matin lay, Vet why ut with? for Laura then had low 
And roſe on dewy wing to meet the day, 1 LAURA, 
Since firſt I found thee, ſtretehꝰd in penl.ve — foe 
2 Gree * — ingen me not; oy t wrongs impart, 
"4 DISCS. 
3 dnn. 3 . ſallies of a breaking heart. | 
co bt my ſoul with grateful thanks werfow! I Evander's fighs his mutual flame confeſt, 
_ Tis to thy hand my daily life I owe. - | The growing paſſion labour'd in his breattz | 
by Like the weak lamb, you raid me from the To me he came; my heart with rapture ſprung. | 
| 9 plaia, Sh To ſcc the bluſhes, when his faultering tongue ; 
Too faint to hear bleak whick met beating rain; | Firſt faid, I love. My eyes conſent reveal, | 
Each day | ſhare thy bowl and clean repa't, f | And plighted vows our faithful paſſion ſeal: - | 
Fach night thy roof defends the chilly blait, |} Where's now the lovely youth; he's loſt, he's 8 I 
* But vain is all thy frie ndſhip, vain thy care 3 ſlain, 4 
| EE e And the pale eorſe lies breathleſs onthe . | 
EE OS |  LAURA, . 6 _ LAURA. | 
=: Deſpair will fly thee, when thou ſhalt i impart | Are has the hopes of conſtant "ML paid? _ 
| The fatal ſecret that torments thy heart; If — Powers, from love defend I the mak? | 


Diſcloſe thy ſorrows to my faithful ear, | | | 
Inſtruct theſe eyes to give Gas tear for tear. | DIONE, | 
Love, love's the cauſe 3 our foreſts ſpeak * Now have twelve mornings warm'd the purple 
fame, eaſt, 


| | The rocks have learnt to Ggh Evauder's name. Since wy dear — ͥ ͤ— 
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Swift flew the foaming menſter through the wood, V bere my calm ſoul may ſettled ſorro w know, 


Swiit as the wind, his eager fteps purſued: 
"Twas then the ſavage turn'd; then fell the youth, 
And his dear blood diftain'd the barbarous tooth, 


LAURA. 


was there none near? no ready fuecour found ? 
Nor healing herb to ſtaunch the fpouting wound? 
| DIoxE. | 
In vai through pathleſs woods the hunrers croft, 
Aa fought with anxious eye their maſter loft ; 
In vain their frequent hallows echo'd ſhrill, 
And his lov'd name was ſent from hill to hill; 


' Evander hears yon not. He's loft, he's flain, 
Aud the pale corſe lies breathleſs on the plain, 


LAURA. 


Has yet noclown (who, wandering from the way, 
Beaits every buſh to raiſe the lamb aftray ) | 
Obſerv'd the fatal ſpot 2 e yy 


 Dronng 
Where purple murder dyes the wither'd graſs, 
With pious finger gently cloſe his eyes, 


5 | TARA. N 
Behold the turtle who has loſt her mate; 
A while with drooping wing ſhe mourns his fate; 
Sullen, a while ſhe ſeeks the darkeſt grove, 
And cooing meditates the murder'd dove; 
But time the rueful image wears away, 
Again ſhe's chear'd, again ſhe ſeeks the day. 
Spare then thy beauty, and no longer pine, 
1 DIOR E. 5 
yet ſure ſome turtle*s love has equaPd mine, 
Who, when the hawk has ſnatch'd her mate away, 
 Hath never known the glad return of day. 
When my fond father ſaw my faded eye, 
And on my livid cheek the roſes diez 
When catching ſighs my waſted hoſom mov'd, 


Ny looks, my ſighs, confirm'd him that I lov'd. 
He knew not that Evander was my flame, 
Lander dead! my paſſion flill the ſame ! | 


He came, he threaten'd 3 with patcrnal ſway, 
Clanthes nam'd, and fix'd the nuptial day: 

O crucl kindneſs ! too ſeverely preſt ! 

1 ſcorn his honours, and his wealth deteſt. 


| | Kan - . 
How vain is force! Love neber can be compelbd 
biens. 


' Thongh bound my duty, yet my heart rebellꝰd. 
Ore bt, when ſleep had huſf'd all buſy ſpies, 
And the pale moon had journey'd half the ſkies, 
Seftly I roſe and areſs'd; with filent tread, 


Unbarr'd the gates, and to theſe mountains fled. | 


Here let me ſboth the melancholy hours! | 
0 hows, ye woods, within your twilight bowers! 


1 


i How my foul pities her! | 
And lethis grave with decent verdure riſe, [Feeps. | | 


| 


And no Cleanthes interrupt my woe 


| Mich importuning love | 
| 1 [ Melancholy Muſic is heard at a diſtance. 


Advances flow a melancholy train; 


Black cypreſs boughs their drooping heads adorn, 


LAURA, 

Alas! Menalcas to his grave is borne. 

Behold the vid im of Partheniz's pride l 

| He faw, he fgt'd, he lov'd, was ſcorn'd, and 


| dy*d, 


| 


| 5 DIONE, 


| Where dwells this beauteous tyrant of the plains? 


Where may I ſee her? 
LAURA, 


A the ſghing ſwains. 
They beſt can ſpeak the conqueſts of her eyes; 


| 


1] Whoever ſees her, lovesz who loves her, dies. 


Perhaps untimely fate hey flame hath ere , 


And ſhe, like me, hath her Evander loſt, 

| LAURA, 

Jour generous boſom, pity thoſe who love. 
There late arriv'd among our ſylvan race 


= 


« A ſtranger ſepherd, who with lonely pace 
| Viſts thoſe mountair-pines at dawn of day, 

_ | Where oft? Partbenia takes her early way 
To rouze the chace ; mad witi ais amorous pain, 


He ſtops and raves ; then ſullen walks again. 

| Parthenia's name is barre by paſg gales, 
And tal-11g hills repeat it to the dales. : 
Come, let us from this vale of ſorrow go, 

Nor let the mournful ſcene prolong thy woe. 


„„ WM» 
: Shepherds and Se pherdeſſes (crowned with garlands 


I SHEPHERD, 


|Hers gently reſt the corſe—With faulteriog 


breath 


Thus ſpake Menalcas on the verge of death, 
J Belov'd Palemon, hear a dying friend; | 


<« See where yon hills with craggy brows aſcend, 
Low in the valley where the mountain grows, 
e There firt ] ſaw her, there began my woes. 


„When J am cold, way there this clay be laid 


&© There often ſtrays the dear, the cruel maid; 

«© Thercas ihe walks, perhaps you'll hear her ſay, 
| « (While a kind gung tear ſhall torce its way) 
% How could my ff ibborn heart relentleſs prove? 
Ah, poor Menalcas—all thy fault was love Y 


* Nit and the fello wing ſcene are fer med upon 
ie ac vel of Marcella in Don Quixote, 


[Exeunt, 


ef cypreſs and uc bearing the body of Menalcas. 


No Such was the ate our poor —— und: 


Crizs to the deſerts, and purſucs the wiad, 


With every 


| As fade the flowers which on the grave lend: : | 
8 ny Parthenia's tranſient 9 watte! 


GAY'S POEMS. 


When pitying lioas oer a carca'e groan, 


And hungry tigers bleeding kids bemoan ; | 
When the lean wolf — the mangled ſheep; 
| Then ſhall Parthenia oer Menalcas weep. 


1 SHEPHERD. 


When famiſ}/d panthers ſeck their morning food, | 


And monſters roar along the deſert wood; 


When hiĩſſing vipers ruſtle through the brake, | 


Or in the path-way rears the ſpeckled ſnake : 
The wary ſwain th* approaching peril ſpies, 
And through ſome diftant road ſecurely fiics, 
Fly then, ye ſwains, from beauty” ſurer wound. 


2 entrur np. 


What ſhepherd does not mourn ROPER ſain! 
K ill'd by a barbarous woman's proud diſdaia! 
Whoe'er attempts to bend her ſcornful mind, 


TI SHEPHERD. 


Menalcas was endow'd, 

THis merits dazzled all the ſylvan eroudl. 

If you would know his pipe's melodious ad 
Aſk all the echoes of theſe hills around, 


For they have learat his Arai; who ſhall re- 


hearſe 


The ſtrength, the a of his tune ful verſe ? 
o, read thoſ? lofty poplars; there you'll find 


dame tender ſonnet ee on W 


i STEPUERD. : 


vet 3 avails his ſkill ? Parthenia gies. 


_ Gan mern hope ſucceſs in 2 Woman's ayes! £ 


"0 SHEPHEPD.. — 5 


Why was Parthenia form'd of ſofteſt kd} I 


Why does her heart ſuch ſavage nature hold? 


O ye kind gods! or all her char. eff ace, 1 
Or tame her heart—fo ſparc the IR race. 


1 sux rut np. 


1 SN EPHE n. 


Wbat woman ever counts the Wer years, 7 

Or ſees the wrinkle which her forchead wears? 

Thinking her features never ſhall decay, 

This ſwain ſhe ſcorns, from that ſhe turns away. 

But know, as when the roſe her bud unfolds, 

A while each breaſt the ſhort-liv'd fragrance holds 
When the dry ſtalk lets drop her ſhrivel'd 5 

The lovely ruin's ever thrown Ida. 

30 ſhall Parthenia be. 


2 SKEPUERD, 


ee, ſhe appears, 


Te baaſt her ſpoils, and triumph iu our tears, 


* 
— 


( 


= 


|; 
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SCENE NT. 


Parthenia appears frem the neuf Me. 


PAKTIESIA, Sugrur ps. 


1 sugenr RD. 


Why this way doſt thou turn thy baneſul eyes, 
Pernicious Baklik ? Lo! there he lies: . 
There lies the youth thy curſed beauty flew ; 
Zee, at thy prefeac?, how he blecds anew ! 


| Look down, e:fjoy thy murder. 


TARTHENTA, 


"4 | | — Spare my fame; 
| IJ come to dear a virgins injor'd name. 
| If Pma Boldt, the danger tl, 


Shun the ſwift glances of Ny — eye 2 
If I'm a murderer, why approach ye near, 


| And to the dagger lay your boſom bare 2 


— SUE PRE RD. 


What heart js proof againf that fac: divine“: * 
Love is not ia our power. 


PARTUENIA. 


Is love in mine ? 


ir &erl trifled with a ſhepherds pain, 


| Or with falſe hope his paſſion ſtrove to gain; 
Then might you juſtly curſe my ſavage mind, 
[Fes might you rank me with the ſerpent kind: 


| — I ne'er trĩſled with a thepherd”s pain, 


Nor with falſe hope his paſſion ſtrove to gain: 
Tis to his raſh purſuit he owes his fate; 


_Iwa _ crvel; he was obftinate, 


1 SHEPHERD, 


| Hear this, ye ſighing ſnepherchs, and deſpair. 


Unhappy Lycidas, thy howr is near ! 5 
Since the ſane barbarous hand hath ſign" ths 
doom, 


we i hy thee in our lov'd Menaleas' tomb. 


© PARTUENIA, 
Why will intruding man my peace deftroy ? 8 - 


| Let me content and folitude enjoy; 
Free was I born; my freedom to maintain, 


Early I ſought the unambitious plain. | 
Moſt women's weak reſolves, like reeds, will ply, | 


Shake with cach breath, and _ with every 


figh 3 


| | Mine, like an oak, whoſe firm roots deep deſcend. | 
Nor breath of love can ſhake, nor ſigh can bend, 


If ye unhappy Lycidas would ſave ; 

Go ſeek him, lead him to Menalcas? grave 3 
Forbid his eyes with tlow ing grief to rain, 

Like him Menalcas wept, but wept in vain : 
Bid him his beart-conſuming groans give oer: 
Tell him, I heard ſuch piercing groans beſore, 
And heard unmov'd, O Lycidas, be wife, 


| | Prevent thy fate.—Lo! there Menalcas lies, ; 


I SHEPHERD. 


| Now all the melancholy ritcs are ak 


And o'er his grave the weeping marble laid: 


10000 ght my love. O ſay, ye ſkipping fawns 


Fleet as the mountain roe, when preſt by hounds. 
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las 3k 6s 3 the flocks, diſper ſiug 
Wide, 


Whiten with rr 
Truſt not. ye ſwaine, the lightning of her eye, 
Left ye, like him, ſhould love, bets and Br 


[Exeurt Shepherds, Fe. Parthenia remain in a [ 
meluncholy poſture, looking on the grave of Menal- | 


Enter Lxcip at. 5 
_ SCENE IV, 


| Leas, nee. 


trees. 
When fhall my fixps have rea! through all the 
| And by the winding banks of Laden's flood, 


(Who range entangled. ſhades and daiſy'd lawns), | 

If ye have ſeen her! ſay, ye warbling race | 

(Who meaſure on ſwift wing thy aerial ſpace, 
— — 


| SCENE 
Lrewas, Parrnurxta, 8 100 3 


nee 


Ly to as. 


| What do I fee? no. Fancy mocks my eyes, 
And bids the dear deluding viſion riſe. 
Tis ſhe. My — —— feels. 
See cidas hefore thee knee | 
4 e [Kneeling to Parthenĩa. 
| hp will Parthenia turn her face away E 


PARTHENIA,. x 


| Whocalls Parthenia? hab! 
[Sie ftarts from her melancholy, andy fais Lyci- | 
— intocks hs 


LYC 1 As. 


c e ee 72 virgin rgin, th 
% © wingmy fent, kind Love. See, = ſhe EY 


e purſues her, 22 in the arms of 


What means ä 3 flies, 
Aud life is quite — Ah! lift thy eye“, 
And anſwer me; ſpeak, ſpeak, tis Laura calls. 


Specch has forfook her lips.—She faints, ſhe falls. 


Fan her, ye zepbyrs, with your balmy breath, 
And bring her quickly from the ſhades of death : 

_ Blow, ye cool gales. See, ſee, the foreſt ſhakes 
With _— winds! ſhe breathes, ſe moves, 


N 


| Didit theu not hear his fighs and fuppliant tone ? 


I 
Some dark — ſwims before thy ſight. 


Th 


POEMS. 


p ionxk. 


| Ab, falſe Exander! 


| LavRa. 


alm thy ſobbing breeft. 
r e fins has drones. Ir 


Drots. 


Did# thou not hear the pĩtying mountain groan 
Didft thou not ſee him bend the ſupplant knee ? 


I Thus in my happy days he knelt to me, | 
And pour'd forth all his ſoul! See how he ſtruius, 


And lefſens to the fight ober youder plains, 


| To keep the fair in view ! Run, virgin, run, 
[ OR 0 his vows — 


— a 


LAU AA. 


Let not ĩ ry terrors fright. 

1 faw Parthenia from the mountain's brow, 
And Lycidas with proſtrate duty bow : 
Swift, as the falcon's wine, I ſaw her fly, 
And heard the cavern to his groans reply, 


9. ] Why ſtream thy tears for — II 


| 


DINE. 


[vt atre ae bona, i, and hier flown? 


 Pergur'd Evandert 


0 LAURA.. 


| —— Death has laid bim low. | 
Touch net the mournful * that wakes thy | | 


woc. 


Don. | 


That amorons s fwain, whom Lycidas you names Td 
(Whoſe faithleſs boſom feels another flame) 
Is my once kind Evander—yes—'twas he. 


=: * alas! no — 


| ES " wu 
Let ant ty franc words confeſs deſpair. 


I What, know I not his voice, his aka, de cet” 
Ves, I that treacherous voice with joy 


heliev'd, 
That voice, that mien, that air, my ſoul decciv'd, 


ſhades, 


; With him through folitary deferts rove. 


But could he leave me for another love? 2 
O baſe — 


LAURA. 


—uſpend thy grief, 
| And let thy friendly counſe] bring relief 
To thy deſpondirg foul. Parthenia's ear 
Is barr'd for ever to the lover*s prayer; 
Evander courts diſdain, he follows ſcorn, 


hi 


akee. 


g Ard in the paſſ.og winds his vows are borne. 


If my dear ſhepherd love the lawns, and glades, 5 
With him I'll range the lawns, and og the ” 


Sweet as refreſhing dews, or ſummer ſhowers, 
To the long parchiag thirſt of drooping flowers; 
Grateful as fanning gales to ſaintiag ſwaius, 
And ſoft as triciling bula to bleeding pains; 


GAY'S 


Soon will he find that all in vain he ſtrove 

To tame her boſom; then his former love 
Shall wake bis ſoul; theu will he fighing blame 
His heart inconſtant, and his perjur'd flame; 
Then ſhall he at Dione's feet implore, 

Lament his broken ſaith, and change no more. 


DIONE, 


Perhaps this cruel nymph well knows to feign 


Forbidding ſpeech, coy looks, and cold diſdain, 
To raiſe his paſſion. Such are female arts, 
To hold 1 in ſafer ſnares —— hearts ! 
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SCENE I. 
Lycids 2 2. en tle grave of 9 
 LYCIDAS, 


x, ſkall theſe ſcalding fountains ceaſe to 
flow 
How long will life ſuſtain this load of woe ? 


_ | Why glows the morn? — of 


LAURA. 


Parthenia's breaſt is ſtecPd with bout FONG 


ITY | | 
And don thou think Evander will return? | 


LAURA. 


- Fog thy ſex, lay all thy robes aſide, 


Strip off theſe ornaments of female pride; ; 


The ſhepherd's veſt muſt hide thy graceful air, 
With the bold manly ſtep a ſwain appear; 
Then with Evander may*ſ thou rove unknown, 
Ihen let thy tender elegance be hownz 
Tuben the new fury of his heart control, 

: And with Dione's ſufferings touch his * 


 D1IONE. 


Such are thy words. The fex ſhall be re ſ.gn'd, 
No more ſtall braided gold theſe treſſes bind; 
The ſhepherd's garb the woman ſhall diſguiſe, 
It he has loſt all love, may fr — ty es 
* me to his heart © 5 


rar aA. 


— Co proſperous TY 


1 May files love thy {aithful wiſhes aid! - 
Be now Alexis calPd. With thee Pll rove, 
And — thy wanderer —— the mazy 


Let me : he Lag with a Gter's name; 
Por thee I feel a mor? than ſiſter's flame. 


W wy POR has outfty ipt her baſle. 


Think'ſt thou, when out of tight, fte flew ſo | 


faſt ? 
One ſudden glance might turn her ſavage mind ; 
May ſhe like Daphne fly, nor Dok behind, 
Maintain her ſcorn, his eager flame deipile, 


Nor view Evander with Dione's eyes! 
V. Ois V II. 


| light, 
And feed my ſorrows with eternal night. 


Come, ſable Death! give, give the welcome ſtroke; 
The raven calls thee from yon? blaſted oak. 


_ | What pious care my ghaſtful lid ſhall cloſe ? 
| What decent hand my frozen limbs compoſe 2 


O happy ſhepherd, free from anxious pains, 


| Who now art wandering in the ſighing plains. 


| Of bleſt Elyſium; where in myrtle groves 
Ena mour' d ghoſts bemoan their former loves, 
Open, thou ſilent grave ; for lo! I come 
To meet Menalcas in the fragrant gloom 3 
There ſhall my boſom burn with ieudibly's 


flame, 
The ſame our paſſion, and our fate the ſame 3 


D There, like two nightingales on neighbouring 


| boughs, 
Alternate ſtrains ſhall mour> our fruſtrate vows. 
| But if cold death ſhould cloſe Parthenia's eye, 


And ſhould her beauteous form come gliding by; 
_ | Friendſtip would ſoon in jealous fear be lot, 


And * hate * thy 1 rival _. 


- SCENE 1. 


Lre 10 45 Dros NE in a nie. Er. 


8 | Lrewas. 


T kt who comes hee? turn kence, be timely 


wiſe ;, 


| Truſt not thy fafety to Parthenia's eyes. 


As from the bearing falcon flies the ee | 
| So, wing'd with fear, Fat tos from love. 


pio E. 


If in theſe vales the fatal beauty firay, 


From the cold marble riſe ; let's haſte away. 


Why lie you panting, like the ſmitten deer? 
Trutt not the dangers which you bid me fear, 


reid As. 
Bid the lur'd lark, whom tangling nets furpriz?, 
On ſcaring pinion rove the ſpacious ſkies z 
Bid the cag'd linnet range the 1-afy grove 3 
Then bid my captive heart get lool from love. 


3 
w 


"I . 
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6 Hence! beware; 
Leſt you ſhould ſee her, and like me deſpair. 


DIONE, 
No. Let her come; and ſeek this vale's receſs, 
In all the beauteous negligence of dreſs ; 


Cupid ſend a ſhaft in every glance, | 
Though all the Graces in her ſtep advance, | 


| 


My heart can ſtand it all. Be frm my breaſt; | 


Thy enſnaring oath, the broken vow deteft : 

| That flame, which other charms have power to | 
; move, 

O give it not the ſacred name of love! 

Tis perjury fraud, and meditated lyes. 

| Love's ſeated in the ſoul, and never dies. 

What then avail her charms ? 


Shall gaze ſecure, and mock a ſecond dart. 


Lv DAS. 


Viet you protege ehe ie have end, 
| And the ſame hand that gave, now heals the | 


wound. 
Or art thou left abandonꝰd and forlarn, 


— niches pride and foorn 2 | 


| From her the paſſing Zephyrs ſteal perfumes, 
As from the violet's bank with odours ſweet 


| Breathes every gale ʒ ſpring blooms beneath her 


| DIONE. 


0 tell me, ſhepherd, hath thy faithleſs maid, 
Falſe to her vow, thy flatterꝰd hope betray d? 

Did her ſmooth tongue engage thee to believe? 

Did the proteſt and fwear, and then * : 


.LYC ID AS. 


|  ——- The hunky foie oY 
Contemns my ſufferings, and diſdains to hear, | 
Let meaner Beauties, learn'd in female ſuares, 

_ Eatice the ſwain with half-conſenting airs ; 

Such vulgar arts ne'er aid her conquerin eyes, 
And yet, where'er ſhe turas, a lover i * SD 
Vain is the ſteady conſtancy you boaſt ; 
- — RARENEY her | is loſt, 


| True nt no time, no power, can move. 


He that bath known to change, neter knew to | | 


| BO 

Though the dear author of my haple ſs flame 
Purſue another; ſtill my heartꝰs the ſame. 
Am I for ever left? (excuſe t heſe tears) al 
| ay * kind * ſoften all my cares! 


| 


Ly CIDAS, 


What amv can a wortehs like 1 me, beſtow ? ? 


5 ON Droxs, | 5 
He beſt can pity who hath felt the woe. 
| LYCIDAS, 


Since different obiects have our ſouls poT:ft, 
No rival fears our iriendſhip Tall mulct, 


My con ant heart | 


GAY 8 POEMS. 


DIONE, 


come, let us leave the thade of theſe brown hill., 


And drive our flocks beſide the ſtreaming r:i1!:. 


Should the fair tyrant to theſe vales return, 


How would thy breaſt with double fury burn! 
Go — and ſeek * _ 


SCENE ui. 
| Lrcipas, Droxx, Laura. 


Ely, fly this place; 


| Beware of love; the proudeſt of her race 
| This way approaches: from among the pines, 


Where trom the ſteep the winding path declines, 


j1 ow he — deſcend. 


LYC IDAS. 


she 8 ſhe comes; 


feet. 


: Yes, tis my faireſt ; here the's wont to rove. 


LAURA. 
aW 1a. knee thy love? 


LYCIDAS. 


My Love 3 is er thas the 3 breaſt 

Of the tall ſwan, whoſe proudly ſwelling cheſt 
Divides the wave; her trefles, looſe behind, 

' Play on her neck, and wanton in the wind; 


I The rifing bluſhes, which her cheek Eerſpread, 


Are opening roſes in the lily's — 


Know It thou Parthcnia? 


8 LAURA. 


— Wretched i is the thaw 


f Who 3 foch pride! Behold Menalcas? _ 
| Yet if Alexis and this fighing ſwain 
} With to behold the Tyrant of the plain, 


Let us bebind theſe myrtles twining arms 


| | Retire unſeen; from thence ſurvey her charms. 
| Wild as the chaunting thruſh upon the ſpray, 
| At man's approach ſhe ſwittly fies away. 


Like the young hare, Pve ſcen the parting maid. 


N Stop, ** run; of every wind * 


LTCIDAS. 


I And wilt thou never from thy vows depart ? 
Shepherd, beware—ncw fortify thy heart. 


L Diore. 
' [Lycidas, Dione, and Laura, retire blind ine 


beughs, 


e. 


This melancholy ſcene demands a groan, 
Hah ! what infcription marks the weeping ſtone? | 


| 'Tis not from thee or him; from Love the flies, 
Leave her, barges her. 


. me; 3 looſe me. 


Ar- 8 POEMS. 


SCENE TV, 
Pa RTnENIA, eat, Dion, Laux. | 


PARTHENIA, 


« O power of beauty ! here Menalcas lies, 
«© Gaze not, ye ſhepherds, on Parthenia's eyes.” 


Why Gd Heaven form me with ſuch poliſh*d 
care ? 


25 Why caſt my features ina a mould ſo fair ? 


If blooming beauty was a bleſſing meant, 
Why are my ſighing hours deny'd content? 


The downy peach, that glows with funny dyes, 


Feeds the black ſnail, and lures voracious flies; 
The j Juicy pear invites the feather'd kind, 
And pecking finches ſcoop the golden rind; 
But beauty ſuffers more pernicious wrongs, 
Blaſted by envy, and cenſorious tongues, 

How happy lives the ny uaph whoſe comely fac2 


And pleaſing glances boalt ſufficient | 
To wound the ſwain ſhe loves! No jealous fears | 


Shall vex her nuptial ſtate with nightly tears; 
Nor amorous youths, to puſh their foul pretence, | 


 Infeſt her days with dull impertinence, 
But why talk I of love? My guarded heart 


Diſowns his power, and turns aſide the dart, 
Hark! from his hollow tomb Menalcas cries, 


e Gaze not, ye ſhepherds, on Parthenia's eyes. 
Come, Lycidas, the mournful lay peruſe, 
Leſt thou, like him, Parthenia's eyes accuſe. 


chaly paſture, _— en the tomb, | 


She hands in a melanc 


LYCIDAS. 


| CPA the not Lycidas ?—1 come, my fair; 


See generous pity melts into a tear. 


| DIONE, 
BER © "SITY be wiſe: 
[They hold Lycidas, | 
LAURA. | 
| ——Why this furious haſte? = 


5 LYCIDAS. 


DIONE., 


iter, hold him caſt, N 


To follow her, is, to prolong deſpair. 


Shepherd, you mult not 90. 


ö 
LTYCIiDAS. 


| ald youth, ſorbear. 
Hear me, Parthenia. | 


_ | Yes, Pm obſerv'd. 
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PARTHENIA., 
rom behind the ſhade 
Methought a voice ſome liſtening ſpy betray'd. 
N [She runs out. 
LYCIDAS, 5 
She Woe 9 end! 


As over-ſpent with toil, my heaving breaſt 
Beats — "Tis death alone can give me reſt. 


* remains in a fit melunc a | 


| SCENE v. 
Lrccipas, Dione, Lava. 


LAV RA 


Recall thy ſcatter'd ſenſe, bid reaſon wake, 
—— thy — 


LYC IDAS, 


— 3 never freak? | 
She's gone, the's goue—Kind thepherd, let me 


My en head upon thy friendly breaſt. 
The foreft ſeems to move curſed ſtate! 
doomꝰd to love, and ſhe condemn'd to hate! 


Tell me, Alexis, art thou ftill the ſame ? 


Did not her brighter eyes put out the flame bh 
Of thy firſt love? did not thy fluttering heart, 


_ | Whene*er ſhe 2 8 
And her heart ſoftens. Now *s the tender 3 

Aſſiſt me, Love! exert thy 2 power 
| To tame the ſcornful maid, 


I own, | the ad 1s faireſt of her race, 


Let I unmov'd can on this beauty 


} Mindful of former promiſe ; all Toy is dear, 
My thoughts, my dreams, my every wiſh i 


18 
there. [tye 
Sinc2 then our hopes :re loſt; let friendihip's 
calm our diftreſs, and 1lighted has ſupply; 
Let us together drive our tfleecy ſtore, 


_ | Ando: ungrateſul woman nk no more. 


LYC 1s. | 


| | "Tis death lone! can raſe boy fre om my breaft 


1. AURA. 


| Why mines thy love ſa far above the reſt? 


Natur, tis true, in every outward grace, 
Her niceſt hand employ*4; her lovely face 
With bcoutcous feature ſtampt ; ; With roſy dyos 


Warm'd her fair check; with lightning arm'd he; 


eyes: 


1 Put, if thou ſearch the ſeerets of her mind, 


Where ſhall thy cheate d ſoul a virzue find? 
3 P 4 
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Sure hell with cruelty her breaſt ſupply'd: 
How did ſhe glory when Menalcas dy'd! 


Pride in her bofom reigns; ſhe's falſe, ſhe's vain ; 
She firſt entices, then inſults the ſwain. | 


Shall female cunning lead thy heart aftray.? 
Shepherd, be free; aud ſcorn for ſcorn repay. 


'LYCIDAS, 


How woman talks of woman! 


DIONE, 


TEE: . — Hence depart; 
Let a long abſence cure thy Iove-fick heart. 
To ſome far grove retire, her ſight diſclaim, 
Nor with her charms awake the dying flame. 
Let not an hour thy happy flight ſuſpend ; 
But go not, Lycidas, without thy friend. 
Together let us ſeek the chearful plains, 

And lead the dance among the ſportive ſwains, 


LAURA. 


5." e the groves diſdain, 
Nor with the ſylvan walk indulge thy pain. 


Haſte to the town; there (I have oft” been told) 
The conrtly nymph her treſſes binds with gold, 
Io captivate the youths; the youths appear | 


In fine array; in ringlets waves their hair 


is 


And all the buſineſs of the day is love. 
There from the gaudy train ſelect a dame, | 
Her willing glance ſhall catch an equal flume, 


| Know then, Alexis, that in vain I firove 


Rich with ambroſial ſcents, the fair to move, 


LYCIDAS. 


' Name not the Court —The thought my ſoul con- 


And with Dione's wrongs my boſom wounds. 


fou nds, 


Heaven juſtly vindicates the faithful maid ; 
And now are all my broken vows repaid. 
Perhaps ſre now laments my faacy*d death 


Wich tears unſeign'd; and thiaks my gaſping 


Sigb'd forth her name... 


_ Pars! how refleQion wakes his conſcious heart. 


Hao ſhall my breaſt the ſwelling ſighs confine ! 


o ſinnoth thy brow, conceal our juſt deſign : 
Be yet awhile n 3 * 


breath 2 1 
O guilt, no more up- 
b VV 
Yes. I fond innocence and truth betray*d, [4/ide. 

5 Diox g and Lar EA apart.” : 


DON E. 
From my pale lids the trich ing ſorrows ſtart. 
IAEA. 


If grief ariſe, wy 
And force a paſſage through thy guſhing eyes, 
Quickly retire, thy ſorrows to compoſe; 
Cr with à look ſerene diſguiſe thy woes. 


And in thy 


4 


Deaf is her ear, and ſullen. ſke withdraws. 


POEMS. 


LYCID AS, 


| NR 
Canſt thou, Alexis, leave me thus diſtreſt? 


W here's now the bhoaſted friendſhip of thy breaſt? 
Haſt thou not oft? ſurvey'd the dappled deer 
In ſocial herds oerſpread the paſtures fair? 
When opening hounds the warmer ſcent purſue, 
And force the deftin*d victim from the crew, 
Ott” he returns, and fain would join the band, 
While -= their horns the panting wretch with- 
| 1. and. fie Ln | 
Such is thy fricadſtip, thus might I confide, 


DIONE, 


| Why wilt thou cenſure what thou neber haſt try? 
{| Sooner ſhall ſwallows leave their callow brood, 


Who with their plaintive chirpings cry for food; 


| Sooner ſhall hens expoſe their infant care, 


When the ſpread kite ſails wheeling in the air; 


| Than I forſake thee when by danger preſt. 
| Wrong not by jealous fears a faithful breaſt, 


If thy fair-ſpoken tongue my boſom ſhows, 


 DIONE,. 


Far be ſuſpicion; in my truth confde. 


lot my heart thy load of cares divide i 


 LYCIDAS. 


To break her chain, and free my foul from love: 
On the lim'd twig thus finches beat their wings, 
Still more entangled in their clammy ſtrings, 


| The fiow-pac'd days have witneſs%*d my deſpair, 
| Upon my weary couch ſits wakeful care; | 


Down my tluſh'd cheek the flow ing ſorrows run, 
Ades deſcend to weep the abſent fun, 
O loit Parthenia ! = TS _ 


| 


a » o RE. 55 
—Theſe wild thonghts ſuſpend; 
kind commands inftrutt thy friend. 


- L7CIDAS 


| Whene'er my faultering tongue would urge my : ; 


cauſe, 


Go then, Alexis; ſeek the ſcornful maid, 


In tender eloquence my fufrerings plead; 


Of flighted paſſion you the pangs have known; 


too judge wy Tecret anguiſh by your own! 


DIOSZ. 


Had I the fill inconfiant hearts to move, 
My longing ſoul had never loſt my Love. 
My feeble tongue, in theſe ſoft arts untry'd, 


= Dione is going out, Laura walks at a diſdance, 


Can ill ſupport the thunder of her pride; 


Nov ſinks the orm, and all is calm again. 


I el charge her from thy voice to hear the tale, 
Thy voice more ſweet than notes along the vale 


GAY?7S 


When he ſhall bid me to thy bower repair, 
How ſhall my trembling lips her threats declare! 
How ſhall I tell thee that ſhe could behold, 
With brow ſerene, thy corſe all pale and cold 
Beat on the daſhing billow ? Should ſt thou go 
Where the tali hill o%erhangs the rocks below, 
Near thee the tyrant could unpity ing ſtand, 
Nor call thee back, nor ſtretch a ſaving hand. 
Wilt thou then ſtill perſiſt to tempt thy fate, 
To feed her pride, and gratify her hate? 


, 


| LYCIDAS,. 


Know, unexperienc'd youth, that woman's mind 
Ofr ſi iits her paſſions, like th* inconſlant wind; 
Sudden ſhe rages, like the troubled main, 


Watch the kind moment, then my wrongs im- 
:- ml on 
And the foft tale ſhalt glide into her heart, 
'D ONE. | 
No. Let her wander in the lonely grove, 
And never hear the tender voice of love. 
Let her awhile, neglected by the ſwain, 
Paſs by, nor ſighs moleſt the chearful plain: 


Thus fhall the fury of her pride be laid; 
Thus bumble into love the haughty maid. I 


 LYCiDAS, 


ERP Vain are attempts my paſſion 0 control. 2 
Is this the balm to cure my fainting ſoul? 


DON E. 


Deep then among the green- wood ſhades I ll 


And ſeek with weary*d pace thy wander'd Love; 
Preftrate I I fall, and with inceſſant pray ers 


If Gghs of pity can her ear :ncline, 
(oO Lycidas, my life is wrapt in thine!) [4/. 


Breath'd from the 
8 train e | | 
Shall ſtay her flight, and conquer her diſCain. 

Vet if the hear, ſhould Love the meſſage ſpeed, 
Then dies all hope; — then mutt Dione bleed. 


warbling pipe: the moving 


71022 48. 


Haſte then, dear faithful ſwain. Beneath thoſe | 


| yews, _ | : 
Whoſe ſable arms the hrowneſt ſhades diffuſe, 
Where all around, to ſhun the fervent (ky, 
The panting flocks in ferny thickets lie; | 
There with impatience ſhall I wait my friend, 
Oer the wide proſpect frequent glances ſend 
To ſpy thy wiſh'd return. As thou ſhalt find 


| 


By thy own tongue thy wiſhes a 


| How wilt thou bear to ſee her 
When thus the yielding nym 


POEMS. 


SCENE VI. 
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Droxx, Lavna. 


\ 
\ 
DIONE, 
- 


Methinks I'm now ſurrounded by deſpair, 
And all my withering hopes are loſt in air. 


| Thus the young linnet on the rocking bough 
I Hears through long woods autumnal tempeſt 


blow, | 
With hallow blaſts the claſhing branches bend ; 
And ycllow ſhowers of ruſtling leaves deſcend; 
She ſees the friendly ſhelter from her tiy, 
Nor dare her little pinions truſt the ſky; 


| But on the naked fpray in wintery air, 


All ſt:iveriag, hopeleſs, mourns the dying year. 
What have I promis'd? raſh, unthinking maid! 
re Htray d! 
Iaura advarcet. 
LAURA. 5 | 5 


b 3 
thou thus diſturb'd with frantic air ? 


Why walk 


| Why roll thy eyes with madneſs and deſpair? 


xfx. 
ide give ways 
ſhall bid thee ſay, 
Let not the ſhepherd ſeek the ſilent grave, | 
Say, that I bid him live—if hope can ſave h | 


DI ONE, 0 


LAURA. IS 


* 


guiſe, 


| | and now alike thy love and friendſt. ip fies? 


DIONE, 


| Yes, Firm and faithful tothe promiſe made, 


II range & ch ſunny hill, each lawn and glade. 
Hang on her knees, and bathe her feet with tears. -” | | 


: kaun. „ 
Tis Laura ſpeaks, O calm your troubled mind. 


DIONE. 


| Where ſhall my ſearch this envy'd Beauty find ? 


I 'Il go, my faithleſs ſhepherds cauſe to plead, 


And with my tears accuſe the rival maid. 


|-. 


Yet, ſhould her ſoften'd heart to love incline! | 
15 . 
| If thoſe are all thy fears, Evandcr's thine. 


DIOKE. 


| Why mould we both in 'orrow waſte our days 2 


If love unfeign'd my conſtant boſom ſways, 


| His happineſs alone is all I prize, 


And that is center'd in Parthenia's eyes. | 
Haſte then, with earneſt zeal her love implore, 


A tender welcome, may thy love be kind! 


[Exit Lycidas. a FE 


To blefs his hours—when thou ſhalt breaths no 
— 


GAY'S 


ACT m. 
SCENE I. 


Dione /yirg as the grecund by the ſde of a Fountain, 


HEX let me reſt; and in the liquid glaſs 

| View with impartial look my fading face. 
Why are Parthenia's ſtriking beauties priz' d? 

And why Dione”'s weaker glance deſpis'd ? 
Nature in various moulds has beauty caſt, 

And ſormꝰd the feature for each different taſte : 

This ſighs for golden locks and azure eyes; 

That, for the gloſs of ſable treſſes, dies. 

Let all mankind theſc locks, thete eyes deteſt, 

So 1 were lovely in Evander*s breaſt ! | 

When ober the garden's knot we caſt our view, 

a ſummer paints the ground with various 

ue | 

Some praiie the gaudy tulip's ſtreaky red, 

And ſome the ſilver Lly*s bending head; 

Some the jonquil in ſhining yellow dreſt, 

And ſome the fring*d carnation's varied veſt ; 

Some love the ſober violet's purple dyes, 

_ Tims beauty fares in different lovers? eyes. 

But bright Parthenia like the roſe appears, 

She in all eyes ſuperior luſtre bears. 


scENE u. 
Dios x, LAURA. 
LAURA. 


_ Why thus beneath the ſilver willow laid, 
W'-/beps fair Dione in the penfive ſhade ? ; 
 Haft thou yet found the over-arching bower, _ 


With weary ſtep in paths unknown I ſtray'd, 
And ſought in vain the folitary maid, 


LACRAs 


geeſt thou the waviag tops of ponder woods, 
Whoſe aged arms imbrown the cooling floods ? 
The cooling Hoods wer breaking pebbles flow, 

And waſh the foil from the big roots below; 
From the tall rock the daſhing waters bound, 
ark, wr the fields the ruſhing billows ſound ! 

crook, = 

Stood the ſad rymph, nor rais'd her penſive look; 
M itn ſettled eye the bubbling waves ſurvcy'd, 


ard watch'd the whirliag eddies as they play'd, 


| For by this ſentence life or death's decreed. 


Traces the doubles of the circlin 


1 Crols his ſiow Reps, and ſift his opening 


POEMS. 

DIONE. | 
Thither to know my certain doom I ſpeed, 
[Ear 
"SCENE MW. 

Lavna, CLEANTRES. 


LAURA. 


| But fee! ſome hafiy firanger bends this way 3 


His broider'd veſt reflects the ſunny ray 


| Now through the thinner boughs I mark his 


| mien, 


| Now veiPd, in thicker ſhades he moves unſeen. 


Hither he turns; I hear a muttering ſound; 


Behind this reverend oak with ivy bound 


| Quick I I retire; with buſy thought poſſeſt, 
His tongue betrays the ſecrets of his breaſt. 


| CLEANTHES. = 
The ſxilful hunter with experienc'd care 


g hare; 5 15 
The ſubtle fox (who breathes the weary hound 


Oer hills and plains) in diſtant brakes is found ; 
_ | With eaſe we track ſwift hinds and ſkipping roes, 
But who th” inconſtant ways of woman knows? 
| They fay, ſhe wanders with the ſyluan train, 
I And courts the native freedoms of the plain; 
| Shepherds explain their wiſh without offence, 
| Nor bluſh the nymphs for Love is innocence. 
| lead me where the rural youth retreat, 
Where the ſlope hills the warbling voice repeat. 
| Perhaps on daiſy'd turf reclines the maid, 
| And near her ſide ſome rival clown is laid. 
| Yet, yet I love her.—O loſt ny mph return, 
Let not thy fire with tears inceſſant mourn ; 


Return, loſt nymph; bid ſorrow ceaſe to flow, 


Which guards Parthenia from the ſultry hour? + or es 


| LAURA. 


Colyd he not loſt Dione ? hence 1 II ſtart, 
heart. 


_ [4fide. 


 CLEANTHES, 


Iren me, fair nymph, direct my wandering way; 


Where, in cloſe bowers, to ſtun the ſultry ray, 
| Repoſe the ſwains; whoſe flocks with bleating fill 
The bordering foreſt and the thymy hill. 


| | But if thou frequent join thoſe ſylvan bands, 
| Thyſelf can anſwer what my ſoul demands, 


There, loſt in thought, awd Icaning on ber | 


| LAURA. 


St ven years I trod theſe fields, theſe bowers, and 
glades, 


And by the loſſening and the lengthening ſhadss 


A ſtranger nymph is found, of noble grace, 
In rural arts unſkilPd, no charge ſhe tends; 
Nor when the morn and evening dew deſcends 
Her mien and dreſs | 


Nor think a parent”s 


GAY'S POEMS. 
—_ what time my flock to 


To ſunny mountaias, or the mead: 


Train'd in the labours of the ſylvan crew, 


Their ſports, — their cares and loves 1 
knew. 


 CLEANTRES. 


Inſtruẽt me then, if late among your race, 


Milks the big-udder'd ewe. 
The poliſh'd manners of the Court confeſs. 


LAURA. 


bach dy arrive the neighbouring rene a0 


ſwains, 


| To ſhare the paſtime of the jovidl plains 3 
How can I there thy roving beauty trace, 
| W bred of vulgar race! 


CLEANTHES, | 


' If yet he ee wht totes mad 41 


The curſe of diſobedience tears her mind, 


If &er your breaſt with filial duty burn'd, 


If &%er you ſorrow'd when a parent mourn'd ; 


Tell her, I charge you, with inceſſant groans | 
„ | 


| Lav RA. 


| ven vy man! 


' ELEANTUES. 
—— With ſtorms of paſſion tot, | 


When firſt he learat his vagraut child was loft, 
On the cold floor bis trembling limbs he flung, 
And with thick blows his hollow boſom rung; | 
Then up he ſtarted, and with fixt ſurprize,. 


Upon her picture threw his frantick eyes, 


While thus he cry'd : In her my lite was bound, 
_ «© Warm in each feature is her mother found! 
Perhaps deſpair has been her fatal guide, 


c And now ſhe floats upon the weeping tice 3 
ce Or on the willow hung, with head — 


c All pale and cold ſhe wavers in the wind. 
t Did I not force her hence by raſh commands ? 
Did not „ nuptial bands ?” 


; rau RA. 


Teach 1 ye fires your daughter: to TY 


By counſel rein their wills, but 1 ne'cr compel. | 


" CLEANTHES: | 
Ve duteous daughters, ruſt theſe tender guides? 
breaſt the tyrant hides, 


LAURA. 


From either na the ſcalding ſorrows roll ; 
Tac moving tale runs thrilling to my foul. 


Thou know*ſt each cottage, 


B 
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CLEANTHES, 


Perhaps ſhe wanders in the lonely woods, 

Or on the ſedgy borders of the floods ; | 
foreit, ball and vale 
| And pebbled brook that winds along the dale, 
Search each ſcequeſter*d dell to find the fair ; 
And juſt reward ſhall gratify thy care. 


LAURA. 


j Oye kind T5 UN protect the virgins fight , 


| And — Dione from his pry ing wu os [ dfite, 


CLEANTHES., 


| Mean while, I III ſcek the ſhepherds cool abodes? 


Point me, fair py mph, along tlieſe doubtful roads* 


LAURA. 


Seeſt thou you ——— rear his ſhaggy brow ? 
In the green valley graze the flocks below: 


| There every gale with warbling muſic floats, 


Shade anfwers ſhade, and breathes alternate 
notes. [Exit Cleanthes. 


| He 's gone; and to the diſtant vale is ſent, 


Nor ſhall his force Diene”s love prevent. 


| But fee, he comes again with haſty pace, 


And conſcious * on her lace. 


SCENE Iv. 
Laurity Dioxs. 
DON R. 


1 fa ha kid beſide the cryſtal tank. 


| Nor rais'd ſhe from the ftream her ſettled look, 


Till near her f:de I ſtood ; her head ſhe rears, 


| Starts ſudden, and _ B:ricks confeſs her fears. 


LAURA. 


| Dia not 8 words her thoughtful foul furprize, 
| Aud kindle — anger in ber _ 6 


vronE. 


Thus te nu, with rage and 8 pot: |. 


Will importuning love ne*r give me rait? 
| « Why am I thus in deſerts wild purſu'd, 

„ Like guilty conſeiences when tai: n'd with 
| blood ? 
% Sure boding ravens, from the blafied cok, 
« Shall learn the name of Lycida.: to croa!:, 
c To iound it in my ears! As ſwains paſs by, 


3 
Lo! this is ſhe for whom the ſnepherd dz! 


« Soon Lycidas, a victim to her pride, 
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« With looks aſ.ance, they ſkate their heads and 
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« 8 grave; and in the glimmering 
* 

44 With look all pale, ſhall glide the reftleſs ſhade 

4, Of the poor ſwain ; while we with haggard eye 

«, And briſtled hair the fleeting phantom fly.“ 

Still let their curſes innocence upbraid : 

Heaven never will forſake the virtuous maid. 


r 

Did thou perſiſt to touch her haughty breaft ? 
. 5 pions... | 
LAURA. 


When you were gone, theſe walks a ſtranger croſt, 
He turn'd through every path, and wander*d loft ; 


To me he came; with courteous ſpeech demands | 


Beneath what bowersrepos'd the ſhepherd ; 
Then further aſks me, if among that race 

A ſhepherdeſs was found of courtly grace; | 
With proffer'd bribes my faithful tongue eſſays ; 
But for no bribe the faithful tongue betrays. 

In me Dione's ſafe. Far hence he ſpeeds, 
Where other hills reſound with other reeds. 


FS, | DONE. 
Should he come back; Suſpicion's jealous eyes 
Might trace my feature through the ſwain's dii- 
_—: | | 5 
noiſe and whiſtling wind I dread. 


Now every 


And ia each ſound approaches human tread, 
i 8 

He ſaid, he leſt your houfe involv d ia cares, 
Sighs ſwelPd each breaſt, each eye oertlow'd with 


tears; 


For his loſt child thy penſve father mourns, or | 
I | Hiow didit hau firſt my par gs of love diſclolc ? 
| Did her diſdainful brow confirm my woes? 
Or did fo!t pity in her boſom riſe, 
I Heave on 


And ſunk in ſorrow to the dult returns. | 
Go back, obedient daughter ; hence depart, 
And till the fghs that tear his anxious heart, 
Soon ſhall Evander, wearied with diſdain, 
Forego theſe fields, and ſeek the town again, 


pio x. 


If I return, to Love a victim made, 


My wrethful fre will force his harſh command, 


And with Cleanthes join my trembling hand. 


LAURA. 


TFTruſt a fond ſather ; raiſe him from deſpair. | 


DIN R. 


I fly not him ; I fly a life of care. : 
Ou the high nuptials of the Court look round; 
Were ſp all, alas, one happy pair be found! 


Y 


. 3 How ſhall my tongue 
Think, Laura, what thy baſty thoughts perſuade. 


Nor Run with wrathful glance my bated ght! 


GAY'S POEMS. 


There marriage is for ſervile intereſt ſought : 

Is love fer wealth or power or title bought? 

?Tis hence domefiic jars their peace defiroy, 
And looſe adultery ſteals the haweful joy. 


| But ſearch we wide oer all the diſtant plains, 


Where love alone, devoid of intereſt, reigns, 
What concord in each happy pair appears! 
How fondneſs ftrengthens with th rolling years ! 


Superior power ne%er thwarts their ſoft delights, 


Nor jealous accuſations wake their nights, 


VV 
| | May all thoſe Bleffings on Dione fall. | 
1 DIOR E. 


_ me Evander, and I ſy are them all. 

Shall a fond parent give perpetual ſtrife 

And doom his child to be a wretch for life * 
a bequeath'd me all. theſe woods and 
Plains, 8 

| And all the flocks the ruffet down contains : _ 
With all the golden harveſts of the year, 
Far as where yonder purple mountains rear: 
Can theſe the broils of nuptial life prevent? 


Can theſe, without Evander, give content ? 
| : 1 os LAURA. 


Eis the vales repair, 
Where wanders by the ſtream my fleecy care. 
 Mayft thou the rage of this new flame control, 


And wake Dione in his tender ſoul! [Exit Laura, 


LT | | Dioxe, Lycip As. 
nene 


gay, my Ale xis, can thy words impart 
Kind rays of hope to chear a doubtſul heart? 


her breaſt, and languiſk in her eyes? 
>= _ 8 . 
the faultering tale explain! 
My heart drops blood to give the ſhepherd pain. 
| = = LYCIDAS. | | 8 | 
Pronounce her utmoſt ſcorn 3 I ehme prepar'd 
To mect my doom, Say, is my death declar'd? 
3 ploxk. 5 
| Why ſhovll thy ſate depends on woman's will! 


Forget this tyraut, and be bapp, till, 


 LT7CIDAS, 


| Didi thou beſcech her not to ſpeed her flight, 


Let, were my ancient name with titles great, 


Lell her no baſe-horn ſwain provokes her ſcorn, 


GAY'S 


Will ſhe conſent my Gghing lat to hear, 
Nor let my piercing cries be lot in air ? 


DIONE. 
Can mariners appeaſe the toffing ſtorm, 


POEMS. 
| DIO NE. 


Love is a ſacred voluntary fire, 


Gold never bought that pure, that chaſte defire. 
Who thinks true love for lucre to poſſeſs, 


When foming waves the yawning deep deform? Shall graſp falſe flattery and the feign'd careſs ; - 


When oer the fable cloud the nude mg flies, 
Say, who ſhall calm the terror of the ſkics ? 
Who ſhall the liow's famiſt'd roar afluag:? 
And can we ſtill proud woman's ſtronger rage? 
Soon as my faithful tongue — thy name, 
, Sudden her glances ſhot reſeatiul flame: 

Be dumb, the crizs, this whining love give o'er, 
And vex me with the teazing theme no more. 


LYCIDAS, 


* [is pride alone that keeps alive her ſcorn. 
Can the mean ſwain, in numble cottage born, 
Can Poverty that haughty heart obtain, | 
Where avarice and ſtrong ambition reign ? 

It Poverty paſs by in tatter'd coat, 


Curʒ vex his heels aud ſtreteh their barking throat; 


It chance he mingle in the female croud, 


Pride toſſes high her head, Scorn laughs aloud ; 
Fach nymph turns from him to her gay . 


And wonders at the impudence of Want. 
Tis vanity that rules all woman- kind, 


Love is the weakeſt paſſion of their mind. 


DIONE, 


Though one is is by thoſe ſervile vie ws poſſeſt, 
© — not all the reit. er 


rect As. 


Though I were bent tao lhadet years, 
And leventy winters thin*d my hoary hairs; 
Vet, if my ol ve branches dropt with oil, | 
And crooked ſhares were brighten'd in my ſoil, 
Ik lowing herds my fattening meads pofictt, 
And my white fleece the tawny mountain dreft; 
Then would ſhe lure me with love-darting glance, | 
Then with fond mercenary ſmiles advance. 
Though hell with every vice my foul had ttain'd, 
And froward anger in my boſom reigu'd, 
Though avarice my coffers cloath'd in ruſt, 
Aud my joints trembl.d with enfeebled luſt; 


How would ſhe languiſh for the gaudy bait: 
Tf to her love all- tempting wealth pretend, 
What v virtuous woman can her heart — 


DIONE, 


Sn thus 6 monly bought, men bon 4. | 


ſpiſc, 
And uy Sight the mercenary prize. - 
_LYCIDAS, 


I know theſe frailties in her breaſt reſide, 
Direct her glance, and evory action guide, 


Still let Alexis“ faithful friendihip aid; | 
Once more attempt to bend the ſtubborn maid. 


No clown, beneath the fedgy cottage born; 
Tell her, for her the ſylvan dreſs I took, | 
For her my name and poinp of Cov:ts forſook; 


Ny lofty roofs with golden ſculpture ſhine, 


Ard my high bieth deſeends from ancient line. 
Vor. VII. 


Can we believe that mean, that ſervile wife, 
Who vilely ſells her dear- bought love for life, 


| Would not her virtue for an hour refign, 


if in her Gght the proffer'd — ſuine. 


LYCIDAS. 
Can reaſon (when by winds tw itt fires are + das 


Oer waving harveſts of Autumnal corn) 
The dr. viug fury of the flame reprove ? 


4 Who then fal reaſon with a heart ia love? 


DIONE, 


Yet let me ſpeak O may my words perſuade | 
The noble youth to quit the ſylvan maid! 
 Refign thy crook, no more to plains reſort, 
Look round on all the beuties of the Court; 

| There ſhall thy merit find a worthy flame, 
Some nymph of equal wealth and equal name. 
Tnink, if theſe offers ſhould thy wiſh obtain, 
And fhould the ruſtic beauty ſtoop to gain; 


{| Thy héart could ac%er 33 th? unequal fire, 


The ſudgen blaze would in one year expire; 
| Then thy raſh folly thou too late ſhall chide, 

To poverty and baſe- horn blood ally d: 
Her vulgar tongue ſhull animate the ſtrife, 


And — diſcord vex thy juture life. 


i 


\ LrcrD AS. 


| uch is the force thy faithful words n 
I That like the galling goad they pierce my heart. 


Lou think fair virtue in my breaſt reſdes, 
That honeſt truth my lips and act ions guides, 


Deluded ſhepherd, could you view my ſoul, 


You 'd fee it with deceit and treache 
I'm bale, perfidious, 
Love ſin ngled from the train a beautcous dame; 
The tender maid my fervent vows believ'd, 
My ferven* vows the tender maid deceiv*d, 


ry foul; 


ſighs ? 


0 Why Lei he feat bc. from ty eyes? 


po. | 


| Sure the ſoft kind hides rage within his breaft, 


And cooiag turtles are with hate poſſeſt; 
| When from ſo ſwe*t a tongue flow fraud and lies, 


Ah! who ſhall now on faithleſs mau depan- I? 
| The e lover proves as kalle a iriend. 


LYC 19.45, . 


When with Dione's love my boſom AM. 


Firm conſtancy and truth incere [| vow'd ; 


| But ſince Parth-nia's brighter charms were known, 
| oy love, * eonſtaney and truth are flown. 


DIONE. 


Are not thy hours with conſcious anguith ar 
Swilt vengeance mult o#ertace the per, ur! 

_ tongue. 
„ 6 0 


4¹5 


Ere from Court I came, 


Why datt thou tremble ?—why thus heave thy | 


And thoſe meek looks a perjur'd heart diſguiſe, 


a> 1 


LEY 
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The Gods the cauſe of injur'd love aſſert, 


ILV ID As. N 


Go, try her; tempt her with my birth and 
Stronger ambition will ſubdoe her hate, 


O rather turn thy thoughts on that loſt maid, 
Whoſe Hourly ſighs thy faithlefs outh upbraldl 
Think you behold ber at the dead of night, 

__ Phc'd by the glimmeriag taper*s paly ligat, 
With all your letters ſpreact before her view, 
While trickling tears the tender lines bedew ; 
Sobbing ſhe reads the perjuries oer and or, 

And her long nights know peaceful fleep no 


Rate, 


* 


, LYCID AS. 
Let me forget her. 
5 | 'DIONE. 
Es O falle youth, relent; 
Think ſhould Parthenia to thy hopes conſent ; 
When Hymen joins your hands, and mulick's 


voice. | 

Makes the glad echoes of thy domes = bn 
Then ſhall Dione force the crouded hall. 

Kneel at thy feet, aud loud for juſtice call : 
Could you behold her weltering on the ground, 
The purple dagger recking from the wound; 


Could you, unmov*d, this dreadful Gght ſurvey? | 


Such fatal ſcenes ſhall ſtain thy 
% Jn 
The horrid thought finks deep into my foul, = 
And dowi my cheek unwilling ſorrows roll. 
From this new flame you may as yet recede, 
Or have you 
+ bleed? 


day. 


%‚ͤ;?7ͥ 5 
Name her no more.—Haſte, ſeek the ſy lvan Fair, 
„ 
Should the rich proffer tempt her liftening ear, 
Bid all your peace adieu. O harbarous youth, 
Can you rorego your honour, love, and truth? 
| Yet ſhould Parthenia wea'th and title light, 
Would juſtice then reſture Dionc's right? 
Would you then dry her ever- falling tears ; 
And bleſs with honeſt love your future years? 
= | LYCIDAS. 5 
I in you” fr ade thy wiſh'd return attend; 
Come, quickly come, and cheer thy tighing 
S ih 
Should her proud ſoul refit the tempting bait, 
Should the contemn his profier'd wealth and 
fiate 3 
Then 1 once more his perjur'd heart may move, 
And in his boſom wake the dying love. 
As the pale wreteh involv'd in daubts and fears, 
All-trembling in the judgment-ha!l appears 
So ſhall 1 ſtand before Parthenia's eyes, 
For as ſhe deoms, Dione lives or dies. 


| And arm with ſtubborn pride Parthenia's heart. ' 


| 


M* 


doom'd that guiltlets maid ſhall | 


LExit Lycidas, | | 


GAY'S POEMS. 


ACT Iv; 
$CENE J. 
Luci As, PaRTRENTA, aſcep in a Bower. 


a teres. 

AY no rude wind the ruſtling branches 
move; [Love. 
Breathe ſoft, ye filent gales, vor wake my 
Ye Shepherds, piping bomeward on the way, 


Let vot the diſtant echoes learn your lay; 


Strain not, ye nightingales, your warbling throat, 
May no loud f rale prolong the ſhriller note, 

Left ſte awake; O Sleep, ſecure her eyes, 
That I may gaze; for, if ſhe wake, the flies. 

| While caſy dreams compoſe her peaceful ſoul, 


| What anxious cares Within my boſom roll! 
It tir'd with f ghs beneath the beech T lie, 


And languid ſlumber cloſe my weeping eye, 
Her lovely viſon riſes to my view, 


Swift flies the nymph, and ſwift weuld I purſue; | 


I fixive to call, my tongue has loſt its ſound; 
Like rooted caks, my fert berumb'd are bound; 


| Struggling I wake. Again my ſorrows flow, 
| And not one flattering dream deludes my woe. 


| What innocence l how mcek is every grace ! 

How ſweet the ſmile that dimples on her face! 
Calm as the ſleeping ſeas! but ſhould my ſighs 
Too rudely breathe, what angry ſtorms would 


riſe! 


Beneath her fragrant leaves the thorn is found ; 


| The peach that with inviting erimſon blooms, 


Deep at the heart the cankering worm conſumes; = 


Tis thvs, alas! thoſe lovely features hide 


—— . 


— 


SCENE n. 


E- Lretbas, Dioxz, PanTuExA. 
„; os LYCIDAS. _ 5 
| Hath,proffer'd greatneſs yet oe reome her hate ? 


And does the Janguith for the glittering hait? 
|] Againf the fwajn ſhe might her pride ſupport, 


Can ſhe ſubdue her ſex, and ſcorn a Court? 


| Perhops in dreams the ſining viſon charms, 
And the rich bracelet ſparkles on her arms; 
In fancy“ l heaps the golden treaſure glows : 


 Parthenia, wake; all this thy ſwain beſtows. 
Sbeeps 
b | 


= DIONSE, | 
ſhe ia theſe cloſe bowers? 
den 2 d 
| Lo! there ſte lies, 
: r | 
O may no ſtartling ſound unſeal her eyes, 

And drive her hence away. Till now, in vain 
T trod the winding wood aud weary plain. 


| Hence, Lycidas; beyond thoſe ſrad<s repoſe, 


While 1 thy fortune and thy birth diſeloſe. 
| | ici As. 
May I Farthe nia ta the iricndihip owe? 


DIONE. 


O rather tluink on lo Dione's woe 1 
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Muft ſhe thy broken faith fas ever mourn, 
Aud will that juſter paſſion uc'er return? 


Lycipdas. 


Upbraid me not; but go. Her flumbers . 
Andio her view the * temptation place. 
[Ea it — 


L — 


SCENE UI. 
po, PARTHENIA. 


D tox R. 


Now flames the we ſtern ſky with golden beams, 
And the ray kindles on the quivering fireams; 
Long flights of crows, h:gh-croaking from their 
| food, 

Now ſeek the nightly covert of the wood; 

The tender grais with dewy cryſtal bends, | 
And gatheriag vapour from the heath aſcends. 
Shake off this downy reit ; wake, gentle maid 

_ Truſt not | — beneath the REES ns. 
— 


rar ENA. 

| | Wat voice alarms my 1 , 
Away. Approach not. Hah! Alexis there! 
Let us together to the vales deſcend, | 
And to the folds our bleating charge attend; 


But let me hear no more that ſhepherds name, 
Vex not my — | 


D IONE, 


Can I behold bim gaſping on the ground, 

And ſeek no healing herb to ſtaunch the wound? 
For thee continual ſig hs conſume his heart, 

Tis you my can cure the bleeding ſmart. 

Once more I come the moving cauſe to plead, 
II ſtill his ſufferings cannot intercecdle, 

Let let my friendſhip do his paſſion right, 

And how "Oy — in his native lighi. 


214 RTHENIA, 


| Why in dark 2 are thy words oled | 
2M I. yu mean; kuow, Pm * 


DIOR R. 


9 Let not thy kindling rage my words reflvain.. 


| Know then, Parthenia flights no vulgar ſwain. 
For thee he bears the ſcrip and ſylvan crook, 
For thee the glories of a Court forfook. 
May not thy heart the wealthy flame decline ! 
His honours, his poſſeſſions, all are thine, 
| r "PARTUENIA, 
It he 's a Courtier, O ye nymphs, beware; 
Thoſe who moſt promiſe are the leaft — 
The quick-ey'd hawk ſnoots headlong from above, 
And in his pounces bears the trembliag dove, 
The pilfering wolf oerleaps the fold's defence. 
But the falte Courtier preys on innocence, 
If he 's a Courtier, O ye Nymphs, beware: 
Thoſe who mott promiie are the leaſt ſincere. 


Each hope 


DIONE. 


| Alas ! thou og er haſt prov'd the fweets af State® 
Nor known that female pleaſure to be 


| ”Tis for the town ripe cluſters load the poles, 


And all our Autumn crowns the Courtier* bowls; 
For him our woods the red-ey'd pheaſant breed, 

And aunual coveys in our harveſt feed; 

For him with fruit the bending branch is ftor'd, 

Plenty pours all her bleſſings on his board. 

Ir (when the market to the city calls) 


; We chance to paſs beſide his palace- walls, 


Does not his hall with muſcck's voice roſound, 
and the floor tremble with the dancer” 8 bound? 

Such are the plraſures Lycidas ſhall give, 
When thy relenting boſom bids dee 


PARTHENIA. 

See yon pay goldfinch hop from ſpray to jr, 

Who ſings a farewel to x parting day; 

At large he dies o'er hill and dale and downz _ 
Is not each buſh, each ſpreading tree his own? 
And canſt thou think he'll quit his native brier, 
For the bright cage o'er-arch'd with golden wire? 
What then are honours pomp and gold to me? 


ES et to purchaſe liberty ? 


1 DIONE, 


Think, when the Hymeneal torch ſhall blazes 
And on the ſolemn rites the virgins gaze; 


rac*d, 


How will their hearts with envious ſorrow pi 


5 | When Lycidas ſhall join his hand to thine? 
E 3 o PARTHENIA, 
| Gal yet; Aleuis, all that pomp and ſhow 


Are oft“ the varniſh of internal woe. 


When the chaſte lamb is from her ſiſters led, 


And int:rwoven garlands paint her head; 
The gazing flock all envious of her pride, 
Bchold her ſipping by the Prieſteſs? fide ; 


} While ſhe, alas! is led to facrifice! 
Thus walks the bride in ail her Gate array'd, 


The gaze aud — of each thoughtleſs maid. 


„ 7; x» | ” 
A: yet her tongue re ſiſts the tempting "Ing | 


| And ge. :ars my pantiag boſom from deſpair. e. N 


Can tay tirong foul this noble flame forego? 


9 — ſuch a * warte his life in woe? | 


| PARTEENIA. 


; Tel him, his gifts I ſcorn; nat all hi: arts | 
| Not all his flattory ſrall ſecluce my heart, yg 
| Courtiers, I know, arc diſeiplin'd to cheat, 


Their infant lips are ta ight to liſp deceit; 


1 prey on eaſy nympn; thay range the ſhade, 


And vau.ly boat of innocgnce betray dz 

Chatte hearts, unlearn'd in falſehood they affe. 1, 
And think our ear will drink the gratetfvl tale. 
No. Lycidas ſhall ne*er my peace deſtroy, 


| Plt guard my virtue, aud 2 Wen 


Hs 
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When thy fair locks with glittering gems are 
| g | 
And the bright zone ſhall ſparkle round — 4 


s the llowery wreata with loaging eyes; | | 


Such mild, ſuc 
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pon, 

Su ſtrong a paſſion in my boſom burns, f 
| Whene'er his ſoul is grie- d, Alexis mour ns! 
Canſt thou this importuning ardor blame? 


— 


74 ATE NIA. 


Yes, blooming ſwain. You ſhow an honeſt mind; 

I fee it, with the pureſt flame refin'd. 

Who ſhall compare love's mean and groſs deſire 
To the chaſte zeal of friendi}.ip's ſacred fire? 

By whining love our weal:nefs is conſeſt; | 

But ſtronger friendſhip ſhows a virtuous breaſt. 

In Folly's heart the ſhort-liv'd blaze miy glow, 

Wiſdom alone can purer friendit.ip know. 

Love is a ſudden blaze which ſoon decays, 

Friendſhip is like the ſun's eternal rays 3 

Not daily benefits exhauſt the flame, 

It ſtill is giving, and ftill burns the fame; 

And could Alexis from his ſoul remove 

All the low images of groiler love; 

gentle looks thy heart declare, 

Fain would ds brealt thy faithful iriendibip ſhare, 


8 DIONE, | 
| 8 the different ſex confde? 


PFF ²¹i tbr | 


ny PARTHEYNIA. 


ves, I to thee could give up all a dew. 
From thy chaſte eye no wanton glances „ 


Thy modeſt lips convey no thought i — 


5 With thee may ſtricteſt virtue ye hoyen, 


| Dons, 
; Yet can 1 ſafely on the nymph depend TED 
Whoſe worcenting bern cam kill wy friend? 


14 RTHENIA. 


Accuſe me not, who aft a generous part; 
Had I, like city maids, a ſraudiul heart, 


Then had his proffers taught my ſoul to feign, 85 


Then had I vilely ſtoopt to ſordid gain, 
Tuben had 1 fgũ for honours, pomp and gold, 
And for unhappy chains my freedom fold, 


If you would ſave him, bid him leave the Plain, | 


_ And to his native city turn again; 
There, ſhall his puſſ. on find a ready cure, 
. There not one e dame reſiſts * * * | 


An this I e * but 1 in vain. 
n W 


— 


SCENE IV. 


biens, 5 <A 


Typs. [Liftening. 
Why flays Alexis? can my boſom bear | 
Thus long alternate ftorms of hope and fear? _ 


L 


| 


| 


| 


| The flock, ſlow-moving from the miſty ſprings, 


5 


| hr ah as 


F . 


Vonder they walk; no frowns her brow diſguiſe 
| But love conſentin ſpares in her eyes; 
Here will I Iften, — impatient wait. 


Spare me, Parthenia, and reſign thy hate. [A/de. 


PARATHENTA, 
| When Lycidas ſhall to the Court repair, 
Still let Alexis love his flercy care; 
Still let him chuſe cool grots and ſylvan bowers, 
And let Parthe nia ſhare h.s peaceful hours. 
5 5 LYCIDAS, 
| What do T h-ar? my friendthip is betray'd ; 


The treachcrous rival bas ſeduc'd the maid. bl. ö 


In be frm, 


Or where like winter's ſnow, the nibbling ſheep 
Cloath the ſio pe hills; PI paſs the chearful day, 
Aud from thy reed my voice fl, all catch the lay. 
But fee, ſtill Evening ſpreads her duſty wings; 


Now 4 their fold. Come, — let's 


ro loſe — l 
2 hand in hand, 


' SCENE v. 
| LYC 10 486. 
My tr weudled heart what dire diſafters a 


A ſcornfil mittreſs, and a treacherous friend 


Would ye be cozen*d, more than woman can, 
Unlock your boſom to perfid:ous man. 

One faithiu] woman hape theſe eyes beheld, 
And againgt her this perjur*d heart rebelPd : 


But ſearch as tar as carth's wide bounds extend, 
| Where ſhall the wretched find one faithful friend? 


8 C E N E VI. 
Lxeidas, Dion. 


LYCIDAS,. 


| Why flarts the ſwain? why turn b's eyes away, _ 
| As if amidſt his path the viper lay: as | 


Did 1 not o thy charge my heart confde 2 
Did I net truſt thee near Parthenia's "wo 


:. Woo 
33 firaight my call el, 
Aud downy number left the lovely maids 
As in the morn awakes the ſolded roſe, | 
And all around her breathing odour throws * 


| So wak'd Parthenia, 


= 


| When her full beauty glow "a, put by the dart 


r 
Could thy guarded bent, | 


Vet on Alexis let my foul depend ; ; 
Tis moſt ungenerous to ſuſpect a friend. 
— I hope, bait well that name profeſt, 


1 rMS 


» 


| While the belicv'd me born of ſylvan race? 
Doſt thou not think, this 


| Say, art thou ſure, that this ungrateful fair 
Scorns all alike, bids all alike deſpair? = 


Think how Dione ſuffers for thy ſake : 
let nota broken oath thy honour ſtain, 
| Recall thy vows, and ſeek the town again, 


, 1 


Couldꝰſt thou the ſecrets of my boſam fee, 
Tbere every thought is filꝰd with cares for thee. 


Is there, againſt hypocriſy, defence? 


Tis not in woman grande ur to deſpiſe, 
Tis not from Courts, from me alone ſhe flies. 


Neo rival ſhepherd her diſdain can move; 
Her frozen boſom is averſe to love. 


Mei con 3 hnow ts frnetrof hay homn 2 


5 Anſwer ſincere, nor from the queſtion ſtart. 
Say, in her glance was ne ver love confeſt, 
| And is no ſwain diſtinguiſt'd from the reſt? 


O Lycidas, bid all thy troubles ceaſe | 
Let not a thought on her diſturb thy peace. 


Is it for this thou bid#ſt me quit the plain? 
Les, yes, thou fondly lov'ſt this rival ſwain. B 
Wen firſt my cheated ſoul thy friendſhip wood, 
Io my warm heart I took the viperous brood, 


Thy jealous mind is by weak fears abus*d+ 
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DIONE» : 


© could thy piercing eye diſcern my breaſt !' 


LYCIDAS, 


Who-cloaths her words and looks with innocence | 
is All. 


5 Say, ſhepherd, when you profier'd wealth and | 
Did not her ſcorn and ſuppled pride abate ? 


pon E. re 5 
As ſparkling diamonds to the feather'd train, 


Content ſhe ſeeks, and fpurns thoſe glittering | 
Eg. LYCIDAS, 


Did not my paſſion ſuffer like diſgrace, 


proudeſt of her kind 
Has to ſome rival ſwaia her heart refign*d? 
. DONE | 


TT * ” 


'LYCIDAS. 
 _ DIONE, 
May juſtice bid.thy former paſſion wake; 
nas. 


breaſt ? 8 
And does my love his amerous hours moleft ? 


pionx. | 
y am I accus'd ? 


LYCIDAS, 3 

Was not thy boſom franght with falſe deſign? 
Didſt thou not plead his cauſe, and give up mine? 
Let not thy tongue evaſive anſwer ſeek; | 
The conſcious crimſon riſes on thy cheek : 


s in each joiat, and owns that Pm betray'd. 


DIONE, 


LYCIDAS, 


Seek not detected falſehood to defend, 
| Who ſcrape the winnow'd chaff in ſearch of grainz| | $ . 
Such to the ſhepherdeſs the Court appears: 


Ks | 5 LYCIDAS. 8 e GS” 
Own thyſelf then the rival of my flame. 
Ik this be ſhe for whom Alexis pin d. 


| She now no more is to thy vows unkind. © 


Behind the thicket's twiſted verdure laid, 


I witneſgd every tender thing the ſaid; 
| 1 faw bright pleaſure kindle in her eyes, 
| | Love warm' d each feature at thy ſoft replies. 


BB ER 'DLoxg. 
1 Fe: LYeinas, 
i vain is all defence, _ 


| Did not thy treacherous hand conduct her hence? : 
Haſte, from my ſight. Rage burns in every vein; 
| | Never approach my juſt revenge again. 


DIONE, Ts 


LYCIDAS.. 


0 Talk not of Truth; long ſince ſhe left mankind. 


So ſmooth a tongue! and yet fo falſe a heart ! 


E ͥ — > 1-0: OY 
i * | firſt taug thee fawning friendſhip's 


. What means Alexis? whereꝰs thy friendſhip flown? | This heavy charge, and prove wy truf 1 
Why am baniſh'd to the hateful town ? . e F 
| "Hath ſome new ſhepherd warm'd Parthenia's 


a © 
Boaſt then her favours ; ſay what happy hour 


Say, when and where you met, 


 DIONE. 
—c 


She ſaid, the ſtill defy'd Love's keeneſt dart; 
Yet purer friendſhip might divide her heart, 


I Friendſhip's ſinc:rer bands ſhe witk*d to prove, 


Py coward conſcience, by thy guilt difmay'd, 


Next calls to meet her in the appointed bower; 


In ſtabbing mine, you wound Parthenia's breaft, 


45S 
LTCIDAS, 


A wommwn's friendſhip ever ends in love. 
Think not theſe ſooli h tales my faith command; 
Did not I ſec thee preſs her ſnowy hand ? 
O may her paſſion like thy friendſhip laſt! 
May ſhe betray thee ere a day be paſt ! 
Hence then. Away, Thowrt hateful to my pghtz 
And thus I ſpurn the fawaing hypocrite. 
| — Lycidas. 


SCENE vn. 


vpioOoRE. 
| Was ever grief like mine! ab 


Nly friendſhip wrong'd! my conſtant love betray- d! 


Misfortune haunts my fteps whereer I go, 

And all my days are overcaſt with woe. 

Long have I ſtrove th' increafug load to bear, 
Nov: taints my ſoul, and finks into deſpair. 
O lead me to the hanging mountain's cell, 

In whoſe brown cliffs the fowls of darknefs dell; 
Where waters, trickling down the rifted wall, 
Shall lull my forrows with the tinkling fall. 

3 How canſt thou bear the | 
9 r 4 
963 ever from Evander's bebe! 


: 8c} ENE vm. 
1 Dees, Lau nA. 
| Auna. | 
| why * a cloud of grief upon thy brows ? 
Does the * ny mph accept Evander's vows? - # 
Dtox z. | 


L | Can I bear life with theſe new pangs i 
Again he tears me from his faithleſs breaſt: 


A perjur'd Lover firſt he ſought theſe la ; ; 3 
And now my ſfriendſhip like my love 3 


As I new offers to Parthenia made, 
C onccal'd he Rood behind the woodbine fade, 


He ſays, my treacheroustongue his heart betray'd, $ 


That my falſe ſpeeches have miſſed the maid 3 


With groundlefs fear he thus his ſoul deceives; 13 


os hat trenzied dictates jealouſy believes! 
5 | LAURA, | 


85 Ref gn hs . pv? off this manly _ 


And let the wrong Dione ſtand confeſt 3 
When be ſtall learn what forrows thou haſt "PREY 
Aud find tint nought relents Parthenia's ſcorny. 

| Sure he will pity thee, 


DIONE., 


| No, Laura, no. 
Should I, alas! The fylvan dreſs ſorego, 
Then might he think that I her pride foment, 
That injur*d love inſtructs me to reſent ; 
Our tecret enterprize might fatal prove: 

Mun flics the * of 2 love. 


GAY'S POEM 5s. 


| LAORA, 


Avoid Parthenis left his rage grow warm, 
N 


DIONE, 


O Laura, if thou chance the youth to find, 

Tell him what torments vex my anxious mind; 
Should I once more his awful preſence ſee!:, 
The ſilent tears would bathe my glowing cheek : 
By riſng fghs my faultering voice be ſtay d, 
And trembling fear too ſnon confeſs the maid. 
Haſte, Laura, then; his vengeful ſoul aſſuage, 


Tell him, Pm guiltleſs ; 3 cool his blinded rage: 


Tell him that truth fineere my friendſhip brought, 


Let him uot cheriſh one ſuſpicious thought. 


Then, to convince him his diftruſt was vain, 
I never, never ſee that 3 again. 


This way he went. 


„„ 1A RA. 
—— See, at the call of 


| The flar of evening theds his Silver Ao 
High oer yon? weſtern hill: the cooling gales 


| Freſh odours breathe along the winding dales ; 


Far from their home as yet our ſhepherds gray, 
To eloſe with chearful walk the ſultry day. 

{ Methinks from far I hear the piping ſwain ; 
Hark, in the breeze now — now finks the 


ſtrain ! 


Thither PI feek bin. 
| | ' DIONE.. 
| —Whilc this length of clade . 


I Shall lead me penfve through the fable hade; 


Where on the branches murmur ruſhing winds, 
Grateful as falling floods to love-fick minds: 
O may this path to Death's dark vale deſcend ! 


| There only can the wretched hope a friend. 


E. ſeverally, 
Aer. *. | 
: | TY 
4 Wat. 


2 biens, 1 (who lies ee „% „ 


| — part of 3 


D ION. 


| See, at her Gght ten thouſand ſtars decay: 
| With trembling leam ſhe tips the ſilent grove, 1 
While all beneath the chequer'd ſhadows move. 

Turn back thy filver axles, downward roll, 
Darkneſs beft fits the horrars of my ſoul. © 


j Rite, riſe, ye clouds; the face of heaven de» 8 


form, 
| Veil the bright Goddeſs in a fable ſtorm: 


IO loan not down upon a wretched maid! 


Let thy bright torch the happy lover aid, 

And light his wandering footſteps to the bower 1 

Where the Lind 1 attends th? 2 | 
hour. | 


Vet thou haft ſeey unbappy love, like mine.; 


Did not thy lamp in heaven's blur forchead ſhine; | 


"IAG ann way; | 7 


C3 


II thou den known among the fylvan train 
The 9 wet? - -- 


GAY'S POEMS RT” 


When Thiſbe ſought her love along the glade ? 
Didft thou not then behold the gleaming blade, 
And gild the fatal point that ſtabb'd her breaſt 
Soon I, like her, ſhall ſeek the realms of reſt 


Let groves of mournful yew a wretch ſurround! 


O ſooth my ear with melancholy found ! 

The village-curs now ftretch their yelling throat, 
And dogs from diitant cots return the note; 
The ravenous wolf along the valley prowls, 
And with his ramiſh'd cries the mountain howls, 
But hark! what ſudden noiſe advances ncar ? 


Reprated groans alarm my frighted ear 


CLEANTEES, 


Shepherd, approach ab! fy not 2 the 


Blade 
A wretch all dy'd with wounds invokes ty ad, 


DIONE. 


Or Qs eden Baan, de een 
- Collect thy ſpirits, raiſe thy drooping bead. 


[Cleanthes raiſes /in ſel f on his arm. 


oO horrid Gght! Cleaathes gafping lies; 


And Deaths black ſr ados float before his 2 


Unknown in this diſguiſe, I U check my woe, 


And leara what bloody band has firuck the blow, 
Ajide. 


| ( 
Say, youth, ere Fate thy feeble voice confounds, 


What led thee hiker? whence theſe — 
OY —— | 


_ CLEANTHES. 


Stay, flceting life; 3 may ſtrength 1 3 


Leſt my clogd lips connne the imperfect tale. 
Ere the ftreak'd £aft grew warm with amber ray, 


I from the city took my doubttul way g | 
| Far ver the plains I ſought a beauteous maid, 
Who, from the Court, in theſe wide foreſts 


firay'd, 


Wanders unknown; as I, with 1 weary pain, 
Try'd every path, and opening glade, in vain; 
A band of thieves, forth-ruſniug from the woad, 


Uaſheath'd their daggers warm with daily blood; 
Deep in my breaſt the barharous ſteel is dy d, 
And purple bands the golden prey divide. 

Heuce arc theſe mangling wounds, Say, gentle 


ſwain, 


e 
kat movd a « care, 


Thus, 3 in — wilde, to 2 the fair? 


_ CLEANTHES, 


I clarge you, O ye daughters of the grove, 
Ye Naiads, who the molly fountains love, 


Ve happy ſwaine, who range the paſtures wide, 


Ye tender nymphs, who feed your flocks be ſide: 
If my laſt gaſping breath can pity move, 

If e'er ye knew the paugs of Lighted love, 
Show her, I charge you, where Cleanthes dy'd; 
The grals yet recking with the ſanguiae tide, 

A father's power to me the virgin gave, 

But ſhe diſdaurd to live a nuptial ſlave 

do tied her native home. 


1 


4 


| 


* 


What ſudden 2 of grief my boſom won 1 


| plone. 


— is then from thee 
Springs the foul ſource of all her mitery. 


| CoultPd thou, thy ſelfiſh appetite to pleaſe, 


Conde mn to endleſs woes another?s peace? 


| 
F 


CLEANTEES, 


O ſpare me; nor my hapleſs love opbraid, | 
While on my heart Death's frozen hand is laid ! 


| Go, ſee her, guide her where Cleanthes bled ; 


| When ſ e ſurveys her lover pale and dead, 
Tell her, that, {nce ſhe fled my bateful tight, 


Without remorſe I fougin tie realms of uigut; 
 Methipks I ſee her view theſe pcer remains, 
Aud on her cheek indecent gladaeſs reigus ! 
Full in her preſence cold Cleanthes lies, 

And not one tear lat. ds trembling in her eyes! 
let a ſigh my hapleſs fate deplore! 
| Clanthes now controls tny love no more. 


E: —_T TY 
| How hall my lids — theſe ring v woes? 
Laut. 
5 cr EARN TES. 


| 0 mig bt I ſee her, ere Death's finger cloſe 
Theſe eyes for ever ! might her ſoften'd breaſt 
Forgive my love with t--0 much ardor preſt! 


| Then I with — . — ** l breath. 


Dion. | 


hd aurectoiie Site lens of Gn; - 
| And ſtew myielt before him Fla! he dies. 


Stay yet awhile, Dione ftauds confett 


| He knows me pot: Uk falata, he Saks  veft. 


CLEASTMES. 


| Tell hon, Gnce all my _ in her were loſt, 


That death was * 


8 [Dice 


5 DIONE. 


A pareut's curſes oer my head impend, 
For diſoubedient vows ; O wretched maid, 


_ | Thoſe very vows Exander hath betray d. 
I See, at thy feet Ckanthes batl'd in blood?! 


For love of thee he trod this lonely wocd: 
Thou art the cruel authorets of his ſate 4 
He falls by thine ; thou, by Evander”s hate. 


| When mall my foul know reſt? (ka: Fies ſlain 
No longer tighs and we-ps for thy diſdain. 
| Thou ill art curit with love. 


bleed. 
How {hall a wretch from anxious life be freed ! 
My troubled braiu with ſudden phrenzy burns, 


turns. 
What do I ſee thus glittering on the plains ? 
Ha! the dread fword * warm with crimſon 


ſtains? _ 


[Tikes wf the duprey. 


dee from his trembling lip toc tpirit lies! [.4; jt On 


Bleed, virgin 


Ard ſratter'd thought now this, now that way 


452 GAY?'S 
SCENE II. | 
| Drone, PARTHENIA. 


ParTuEENITA. 


| —* is the walk when night hs cool'd the hour. | 
This path direfts me to my ſylvan bower. [4fade. | 


Why is my foul with ſudden fear diſmay'd ? 


r nad the pointed 
blade? - 


Lycidas ? 
O ſtring my arm with force 3 Ala. * 2 
0 Ds ae | | DIONE. 
 PARTHENIA, I > 
| | No. I the FREIE found, 
5 — a noiſe Ere chilly death his frozen tongue had bound. 
Broke emu. — like human voice. He ſaid; of As at the roſy fame of day, | 
8 [4/ide. Ele from the city took his vagrant way, | 
BY - murdering band pour'd ou him from the wood, 
i 5 DIONE. [Firſt bh — then bath'd _ [words | in 
1 one well-aim'd blow ſhall all my my pangs remove, | | 
| Graſp firm the — and ceaſe to love. [4fide. PARTHENIA, 
' PARTHENIA.. 3 who'e n labours to be great, 


Sure Has Alexis. Ha! a ſword diſplay? a! 
The freaming lf darts acroſs the hae. 


DION. | | 
i Mw ow. 
: And guide INT I ING to my heart! 
ES LA. 
PARTHENIA. 


May I the meditated death arreſt ! 


[ Hel: Dione*s hand. 
Strike not, raſh hepherd; ſpare thy guiltleſs 
breaſt. 


| O give me ſtrength to ſtay the threatenꝰd harm, 
And wanch the dagger from his — ! 


DIONE, ne / 


| What cruel hand with-holds the welcome blow? 
In giving life, you but prolong my wae. 
O may not thus th? expected ſtroke impend ! 


But if yonꝰ murder thy red hands hath dy'd ; 
Here. ads me 3 let forth the vital tide. 


3 quits * dagger. 


PA RTHE NI 4. | 


| Walt not thy fate; but this way turn thy eyes: 
My virgin hand no purple murder dyrs. 
Turn then, Alexis; and Parthenia know, 
Tis ſhe protects thee from the fatal blow. 


DIONE. 


Muſt the night-watches by my ſ.ghs be told? 
And muſt theſe eyes another morn 3 | 


Unloofe thy graſp, and let ſwiſt death deſcend, | 


3 | 


| 


POEMS, 


Through dazling floods of tears? Ungenerous 


friendly firoke is by thy hand delay'd 
all it not mercy to prolong my breath; 
Tis but to torture me with death. 


PARTEENIA, 


What moves thy hand to act this bloody part? 
5 we theſe gnawing pangs that tear thy 
Is that thy friend who lies before thee lain ? 

Is it his wound that ree ks upon the — 5 


Think on the perils which on- riches wait. 


Safe are the Shepherd's paths ; when ſober Even 
Streaks with pale light the bending archof Heaven, 


From danger free, through deſerts wild he hies, 
The riſing ſmoke far o'er the mountain ſpies, 
Which marks, his diſtant cottage 3 on he fires. 
For him no murderers lay their nightly ſnares 3 
They paſs him by, they turn their ſteps away : "= 
Safe. Poverty was ne*er the villain's prey. 

At home he lies ſecure in e ſy ſleep, 

No bars his ivy - mantled cottage keep; 

No thieves in dreams the faney'd dagger hold, 
And drag him to detect the buried geld; 
Nor ſtarts he from his couch aghatt and pale, 
When the door murmurs with the hollow gale, 


While he, whoſe iron coffers ruſt with wealth, 


Harbours beneath his roof Deceit aud Stealth; 


And cloſe behind him horrid Murder ſtalks, 
['Tis tempting lucre makes the villain bold: 
has lies a © eng ne to — 


vp tox x. 


| To 2 is but to wake to daily cares, 
an · l journey through a tedious vale of tears. 


And LY like Hows no more had forrow known. 


„* ARTHENTA. | 


[When anguiſh 1 in the gloomy hoſom dwells, 


The couniel of a friend the cloud diſpels. 

Give thy breaſt vent, the ſecret grief impart, 
And ſay what woe lies heavy at thy heart. | 
To fave thy life, kind Heaven has ſuccour ſent, 
The Gods W me thy thre atenꝰd tate prevent, 


Treachery with lur kin g pace ircquents his walks, | 


Had you not r:ſh'd between, my life had i ; | 


That pride no longer ſhall command thy mind, 


| That ſwain (who would my liberty 


8 Shows, while his im 
That tis not me, himſelf alone he loves. 
O live, nor leave him by misforttune preſt: 
'Tis ſhameful to deſert a friend diſtreſt. | 


Alas! a wretch like me no loſs would prove, 
Would kind Parthenia liſten to his love. 5 


| Methought Diſtreſs with ſhrieks alarm d my ear. 


GAY's 


DINE. 
No. To prevent it, is beyond thy power; 
Thou only canſt defer the welcome hour. 
When you the lifted dagger turn'd aſide, 
Only one road to death thy force deny d; 3 
Still fate is in my reach. From mountains high, 
Deep in whoſe ſhadow craggy ruins lie, 
Can I not headlong fling this weight of woe, 


And daſh out life againſt the flints below? 
Are there not ftreams, and lakes, and rivers wide, 


Where my laſt breath may bubble on the tide ? 

No. Life ſhall never flatter me agiin, 

Nor ſhall to-morrow bring new fighs and pain. 
PARTHENIS. 


Can I this burthen of my ſoul relieve, 


3 


 DIONE, | 
| —— te, 
cena eG GiebS; | 
When poor Alexis ſhall be laid in duſt, 


That thou wilt ſpare the friend I leave behind. 


1 know his virtue worthy of thy breaſt. 
Dong in thy love may Lycidas be bleſt! 


PARTHENIA. 
control, 

To pleaſe ſome ſhort-liv'd tranſport of his foul) 
portuning flame he moves, 


DIONE. 


PARTHENIA. 


* W nr 
Eaſe thy o erburthen'd heart, and hope relief. 


DIONE., 


What profits it to touch thy tender breaſt, | 
Wich wrongs, like mine, which ne er can be redreſt # 
Let in my heart the fatal ſecret die, 


3 


5 CE N E ul. 
| bons, rerressia, Lvewwas. | 


os © " Ro 
if Laura right direct the dark ſome ways, 


5 Along theſe paths the penive hepherd trays. 14. 


5 Let not 2 tear for me roll down thy check. 


G would my throbbing fighs my heart-ſtrings break! 


| Why was my breaſt the lifted itroke deny's ? 
Mul then cala the deathful deed be try d? 
| Yes, Tis reſolv'd. 


[ Snatches the dagger from Parthenia 


PARTHENIA. 
h, hold; forbear, forvear |. 
LYCIDAS. 
 PARTHENIA. 


LYCIDAS. 


Tes. W 2 


Vor. VII. 


{ 


POEMS. 


| 1 6 alas ! — Wn. = 
24 L. 


3 o tremble, ſhepherd, for thy a 
| The ſword is dy d with murder'd innocence! 


IAadſt thou not held the ſtroke. 
I Co loſe the heart · conſuming pain of thought. = 
Did not the ſmooth- 


Strike not. Ye Gods, defend him from the wound 1 | 


Some ſylvan raviſher would force the maid, 
Avd Laura ſent me to her virtue's aid, 
Tie, villain, die; and ſeek the ſhades below. 
[ Lycidas jna!ches the dagger from Dione, ana 
Pats her. 
DIONE. 
' Whoe'er thou art, I bleſs thee for the blow. 
| LYCIDAS. 
Since Heaven ordain'd this arm hy ie hl guard 
O hear my vows! be love the juſt reward. 
| PARTHENIA. 
Rather let vengeance, with her ſwiſteſt ſpeed, 
 Oertoke thy flight, and recompence the decd ! 
Why Rays the thunder in the upper ſky? 
Sather, ye clouds; ye forky i, fly: 
| On thee may all the wrath of Heaven deſcend, 
Whoſe barbarous hand hath flain a faithtul — 
Behold Alexis! 
1 rei as. 
Would that dels bg” 


| | Have forc'd thy virtue to his brutal joy ? 


What rouz'd his paſſion to this bold advance ? 

Did e er thy eyes confeſs one willing glance? 

know, the faithleſs youth his truit betray d; 

And well the dagger hath my wrongs repaid. | 
DIONE. [ lerſ f on her arm. 

| 3reaks not Evander's voice along the glade 1 

Ha! is it he who holds the recking blade ! 

Chere needed not or poiſon, ſword, or dart; 


PARTHENIA. 


lis gentle foul no brutal paſſion ſeiz'd, 
Nor at my boſom was the dagger rais'd; 
Zelf-murder was his aim; the youth 1 found 

| DIOXE. 

into what miſchiefs i: the lover led, + 

Wc calls down vengeance on his perjur'd head! 


| 2 may he ne er bewail his deſperate decd, 


| And may, unknown, unwept, Dione bleed! [Lids 


| | LYCIDAS. 
_ I What horrors on the guilty mind attend! 


His conſcience had ::veng'd an injur'd :riend, 


tongu'd boy perfidious prove, 
2lexd his own paſſion, an and betray my love? = 

| oNE. © 

O let him neꝰ er this bleeding victim know 
Leſt his raſh tranſport, to revenge the blow, 
| Should in his dearer heart the dagger ſtain! 


i PARTOENIA. „ 
How ; dig his faithful lips (now ods and cold) 
With moving eloquence thy griefs unfold! E 

| I YCIDAS. 
Was he thus faithful ? thus, to friend:aip true , 


hen I'm a wretch, All peace of und, adio! 
lf Ar life yet beat within thy vein, 


Alexis, ſpeak ; uncloſe thoſe lids again. 


See at thy fert the barbarous villain kneel 1 
"Ts h Lycidas _ © graſps the bloody ſtegi 
3K | 


| vhe'm'd in deſpair, and d che falling v u ou u d. 


In death he ſought 


1 * 1 * 3 5 | 
- LA. 


[ Flings kimſeif ou the ground rear wy +: 


_ 
— 


©. % 


454 


Thy ence-lov's friend. —Yet, ere I ceaſe to live, 
Canſt thou a wretched penitent forgive? 
DIONE. 
When low beneath the ſable mould I reft, 
May a fincerer friendihip ſhare thy breaſt ! 


Why are thoſe heaving groans? (ah ! ceaſe to weep !) | 


May my loſt name in dark oblivion ſleep ; 
Let this fad tale no ſpeaking ſtone declare, 
From futuce eyes to draw a pitying tear. 
Let o'er my grave the levelling plough-ſhare „ 
Mark not the ſpot; forget that e er I was. 
Then may ſt thou with Parthenia's love be bleſt, 
And not one thought on me thy joys moleſt 
My ſwimming eyes are overpower'd with light, 
And darkening ſhadows fleet before my fight: 


May' ſt thou be happy! ah! my ſoul is 
This fatal deed was. done. 
sen NE Tax LAST. 
LYCIDAS, Paar e Kann 


1 AUR A. 


Alexis ſlain! 

LYCIDAS. 

5 Yea. Tess I did it. — IPERY 
Ny hands with blood of innocence are dy'd. | 
O may the moon her ſilver beauty hide 

In rolling clouds! my foul abhors the light ; 
| Shade, ade the murderer in eernal night} | 

5 Tau A. : 
No rival ſhepherd is before thee laid ; 1 

—— — the ſincereſt maĩd 

ever ſigh” e. On her pale face, 

R | 


* 


| 6 


CAY's POEMS. 


Of thy once dear Dione? With wan care 
Sunk ace thoſe eyes, and livid with deſpair ! 


LYCIDAS. 
Dione ! 
LAURA. 
rere pure conſtancy lies dead! 
LYCINAS. | 

May Heaven ſhower vengeance on this perjur d head! 
As the dry branch that withers on the ground, 
So, blaited be the hand that gave the wound! 
Off; hold me not. This heart deſerves the ſtroke; 


"Tis black with treachery, Ves: the vows are 


broke LS abs himelf. 


Which I fo often ſwore. Vain world adieu 
Tho' I was falſe in life, in death I'm true, [ Dies. 
O cruel ſhepherdeſs, * . | To-morrow ſhall the funeral rites be paid, 
And theſe Love · victims in one grave be laid. 


LAURA. 


PAR THENIA. 


FF 


And mournful cypreſs rear her fringed head. 
LAURA. 


From thence thall thyme and myrtle ſend perfume 


And laurel ever-green o'erſhade the tomb. 
| PARTHENIAs 


Come, Laura, let us leave this horrid wood, 8 
Where ſtreams the purple graſs wich lovers blood; 


Come to my bower. And, — 
Let poor Dione a ftory feed my woe | 


 LAURA, [Pointing | — 


| Waasen obey'd, 


Thou yet hadf liv'd.—But who all Love adviſe? 
Love ſcorns command, and breaks all other ties. | 
Henceforth, ye ſwains, be true to vows 


| Forcerain vengrane baker th prjurd brat. 


8 
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